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Seyward, General of the Engliſh Forces, | 
Dung Sey ward his Son. n 
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Son to Macduff, 


3 5 | 
ei. - — — 92 ; 
A 2 . 4 5 1 ©. A SAI be 
3 5 . - | * a + „ 8 4 | 
CET bf + e 
7 5 = : e . Ll , LY 
_ . % } ee] £ l 3" > BT 2 WP k 
Lad TY EE 8 
1 2 4 1 N 4 £ OY Y F 4 3 
. 2 Wet. 1 5 * 2 2 * — 
7 r a 5 
30 Yo * 
4 a0 be > 


een. 2 1 n 1 Macbeth.” 
Herne, and * other. JEEVES, e 


Lordi, Gentlemen, Offers gui, and Attendants, 
The Ghoſt of Banquo, and feral ether ene. 


sckNE in the Ea of the Darth TX 6 ; 
England, hre the reſt of - the Play in 


e wo ſys at ee Kale. | 


Bape io * u . 5 om Hector 
„ * 2 orſh a, 


 Erimalkin ? 


ACT. L SCENE L. 
5 An open Heath, 
mad, and Einen. Enter Tire Wicks. 


nn 15 01 94. Birney Wires” $3 
= | IEN ſhall we three meet again? - - 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
2 Wit. When the urly- burly 's done, 
wen the Battles loſt and won. | 
3 Wit. That will. be ere Set of £ 0p 
1 Wit. Where the Place? 


2 Wie. Upon the Heath. 


3 Wit, There I go to meet Macketh, 2 
2 Wit. I come, I come, ES = 


2 Vit. Pazoche 6 1 = Kat IS 

All. Fair is Foul, and Foul is Fairr 

Hover thro' Fog and filthy Air, : 
| [7 hey riſe from the Stage, and 15 aig. 


SCENE H. A Palace. 


Enter . Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, with Arten- 
 dants, meeting à bleeding Captain. 


King. HAT bloody Man is that ? He can Report, 
As ſeemeth by his Plight, of bw Revolt, 
The neweſt State. 1 7 


A3 | ©»; WE 


— — — 
————— —— ů — ents 


Sf Kernes and Galloww-glaſſes was ny 


— — . — . 


Mal This bs Tn | 


| Who like a good and hardy Sadler ke 


„Gainſt my Captivity. Hail, hail: brave Friend! 


Say to the King, the Knowledge of the y Broth. — 


As thou didſt leave it. 

Cap. Doubtful long it ſtood ; 
As two ſpent Swimmers that do cling together, 
And choak their Art: The mercileſs Macdonet | | 


(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 


The multiply ing Villanies of Nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern Iſles. 


And Fortune on his damned Quarty ſmiling, 
Shewid like a Rebel's Whore But a'l too weak: 
Fer brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that Name) 
Diſdaining Fortune, with his brandiſnt Steel 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody Execution, 
Like Valour's Minion carved out his Tees 
Till bt had fac'd-che lar, e 
Who ne'er ſhook Hands nor bid farewel to him, 5 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Nave to th Chops, 
And fix'd his Head upon our Battlements 
Ting. Oh valiant Couſin] worthy Gemleman ; $4 
- , Cap. As whence the Sun * gives his Reflection, 


Shipwracking Storms and direful Thunders +. break 1 
So from that Spring whence Comfort ſeem'd ia come, 
Diſcomfort ſwell d. Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 


No ſooner Juſtice had, with Valour arm'd, 
Compell'd thoſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their Heels, 
Fut the Morvan Lord ſurveying Vantage, 
With furbiſht Arms and new iter of Men 2 
* a freſh Aſſault. N 


| Diſmay'd not this 
Our Ce tains Macbeth and Banque. 
Co 8 


As err Eagles, or the Hare the Lion. 

If I !ay Sooth, Lmuſt report they were 
As Cannons. overcharg'd with: double Cracks, 
So they redoubled Strokes upon the Foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, | 
Or memorize another eule, 


— breaking. 


al alan ge where thou? 


The Tragedy of Ma C3 ETH. 7 


J cannot tell 

But Lam faint, my 'Githes | cry for CI PORES 5 
King. So will thy Words become thee as thy Wounds : 

They ſmack of Honour both, Go, get him Surgeons. 


Euter Roſſe a Angus. 


But who comes here? 


Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſe. 
Len. What Haſte lopks/thro' Bis Eyes? 
So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak Things range, 
Reo/. God iave the King. 
Ay: W hence cam'ſt thou, worthy Mane? N 
Roſ. From F, Je, great King, 
Where the Norveyan Banners flout the Sky, 
And fan our People cold. 
Norway himſelf, with Numbers terrible, 
Aſſiſted by that maſk diflozal Traitor | 
The Thane of Cawdor, gan a diimal Conflict; 
'Till that Bellana's Bridegroom, lap; in Proof, 
Confronted him with Seit. compariſons, . | 
Point againſt Point, rebellious Arm gainſt Arm, 


Curbing his laviſh Spirit. To condinde, 


The Victory fell on us. 
King, Great Happineſs. 


Ref Now Sevens, Noraway' > King, craves Come - 
He; 


Nor would we deign him. burjel of his Men, 


Till he disburs'd, at St. Colmes- Kill. Iſie 
Ten thouſand Dollars to our general Uſe, 


King No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall decrirs 
Our Boſom int'reſt. Go, pronounce his Death, | 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 
Rof.. I'll ſee it done. 
King. What 6: Bs hack loſt, noble Macheth hath won. 
— 


S CEN E III. E Heath. 
under. Enter the three Witchess 
1 Vit. Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 
2 Wit. Killing Swine.. | 


A4 


"<p 


8 The Tragedy of Mackrrn. 


vw 


1 Vit. A Sailors Wite had Cheſtnüts in her Lap. 


And Mouncht; and Mouncht, and Mouncht. Give me 


quoth T. 


_ ® Araint thee, Wich, the rump-fed Ronyon cries. 


Her Husband's to Aleppo gone, Maſter o the T7: er : 


But in a Sieve I'Il thither Sail, 4 
And like a Rat without a Tail, n Fra 

Tu do—— I'll do=—and I do. 22 

2 Mit. I'll give thee's Wind. N 1 

1 Pit. Thou art kind. nl 75 . : 


3 Wit. And I another, | 
1 Mit. I myſelf have all the ocker: : 
And the very + Points they blow, _ TOP 
All thWQuarters that they know, | ; 
4th" Ship- man's Card— 
I will drain him dry as Hay; 
Sleep fhall neither Night nor Day 
Hang upon his Pent-houſe Lid ; ; 
He thall. live a Man forbid ; © 
Weary Sev'nights, Nine times Nine, 


Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 


Tho' his Bark cannot be loft, - 


Vet it ſhall be E 


| ow what I have. | AS 3 


2 Mit. Shew me, ſnew mee: 
1 Mit. Here I have a Pilo: 's Thumb, A 
Wrackt as Homeward he did come. Dun ten 
3 Mit. A Drum, a Drum ! | 
Macbeth doth'come ! + | 
All. Fhe wayward Siſters, Hand i in ; Hand, 
'Polters of the Sea and Land, 


Thus do go about, about. 4 ; je” 


Thrice to thine, and Thrice to mine, 


And Thrice again to make wy Nine, 4 3 


: 8 
1 


. Peace, * Charia' s wound up. 


s EN E iv. © 


- Bow Macbeth and Banquo, wich Soldiers and other 


Attendants. . 


Mac. 80 foul and fair a Day I Have nor geen. Ls. 
* Gans 
EY, Areint, or oat) be gone. I Ports. 


ION 


[+ All hail ! Macbeth and Bangus, 


The Tragedy of. Macvinw, 9. 


Ban, How far is't ealld to || Foris---What are theſe? 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their Attire ? 
That look not like Inhabitants of Earth, 

And yet are on't ? Live you, or are-you RY | 

| Les _ may N pogo}; 47 ſeem to Underſtand me, 
each at once her cho inger layi 

Upon her ſkinny Lips. 2 You ſhould be women, 

And yet your Beards forbid me to 1 eek | 

That you are ſo. 

Mac. Speak if you can ; what are you? 

1 Wit. All hail, Macbeth ! Hail to thee Thane of 
Fe Glamis ! | 

2. Wit. All- hail, Macbeth ! Hail to thee, Thane of 

= Cawdor ! © 

3 Wi ” All-hail, Macbeth! that. ſhall be King hers- 

Alter. 

Jan. Good Sir, wh do you ſtart, and ſeem to cle 
Things that do ſound fo fair? I' th' Name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed [Ze the Witches. 
Which outwardly ye ſhew ? My noble Partner 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great ne 
Of noble Having, and of royal Hope, 

That he ſeems rapt withal; to me you-ſpeak not. 

If yon can look into the Seeds of Time, 

And ſay which Grain will grow and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither Po nor er 

Tour Favours nor your Hate. | 

1 Vit Baill 

2 Wit. Hail! 

3 Wit. Hail! | 

1 Mit. Leſſer than Macheth, ak Denen 

2 Mit. Not ſo Happy, yet much happier. „e bu 

3 Wit. Thou ſhalt get Kings, tho thou heath none: : 


27 


= 


© * 
Fi 


1 Wit. Banquo and Macbeth, All. bail! 

Mac. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more; 
By + Sinel's Death I know I'm Thate of Glamis ; 
But how of Caabdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 


A proſp'rous Gentleman; and to be King. | 
Stands not within the Proſpect of Belef, 1 e 1 3 1 
e AS ; Ne 
n Soris. | 


+ The Father of Macbeth. dn Tg 8801 


10 The Trageuy of Machgr g. 
No more than to be Cawdor: Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange Intelligence ? Or why 
Upon this blaſted Heath your ſtop our Way - 
With ſuch prophetick Greeting ?— — Speak I charge you. 
: [The Witches vanisb. 
. The Earth hath Bubbles, as the Water has: 
theſe are of them: Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mac. Into the Air: and what ſeem'd de 
Melted, as Breath into the Wind 
Would they had ſtaide 
Jan. Were ſuch Things here, as we 40 ſpeak PAS . 
8 Or have we eaten of the inſane Root | 
WW That takes the Reaſon Priſoner? _ 
Mac. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 
Bas. Yoo ſhafl be King. - 
Mac. And Thane of Coder too; went it not 01 5 
Ban, To th" felf-ſame Tune and Words; Who's here . 


SCENES F. 
f Enter Roſſo and Angus. 1 

Boſe The King hath happily receiv'd, Mackey, | 
The News of thy Succeſs à and when he reads 
The perſonal Venture in the Rebels F ight, ; 6 

His Wonders and his Praiſes do contend, 

Which would be thine or his. Silenc'd: with . 
In vewing qt» the Reſt of the” ſelf- ſame Day, 
He finds thee in the tout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 
Strange Images of Death. As thick 4 as, Hail;, 
__ Came Poſt on Poſt, and every one did bear 

Thy Praiſes in his Kingdom's great EN, 

And pour'd them down before him. | 
Þ Ang. We are ſent; T2545 3327 
To give thee from our Royal Maſter, 5 thanks, 

Only to Herald thee into his Sicht 2K 
Not pay the. 

Re, And far an Earneſt of a greater Tees,” 53 
He bad me from him, call thee Thane of Croabr 
In which Addition, bail, maſt 1 8 87 Week | 
en thine, TA 1 

56 As tale r 


The Tragedy of MacBETH. If 
Has: What, can the Devil. ſpeak true? 
Mac. The Thane of Cawdor lives; 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd Robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane,. lives yet, 
But under heavy Judgment bears that Life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebel 
With hidden Help and Vantage; or with both 
He labour'd in his Country s Wrack, I know not: 
But Treaſons capital, confeſs d, and prov'd, 
Hare. overthrown him. 
- Mac. Glamis; and Thane of Cawdor ! [H/ide. 
The greatelt 1 is behind. Thanks for your Pains. 
[To Angus. 
Do you not hope your Children ſhall be 1 
| anquo, 
When thoſe that gave thee Thane of LEN to me, 
**Bromis'd no leſs to;them ! 33 : 
Ban. That truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown, 
Beſides the Thane of Caaudar. But tis ſtrange: 3 
And eftentimes, to win us to our Harm, ; 
The Inſtruments of Dazlzneſs tell us, Truths, 
Win us with honeſt Trifle 8 . b 
In deepeſt Conſequenge. 
Co ſins, a Word I pray vou. 7 Roſie and Avg. 
Mac. Two Truths are told, 
As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Act 
Of the imperial Iheam. I — nA ae 
This Supernatural ſolliciting k 
Cannot be ill: Cannot be Road} In, | 
Whyghath 1 it given me earneſt of Succeſs,. 1 ME 
Commencing in a Truth? Im. Thane of Carudor. 
If Good ;.,why O yield to that Suggeſtion, 
W hoſe hora. Image doth unfix my Hair, 
And make my ſeated Heart knock at my Ribs, 
Againſt the Uſe of Nature? Preſent Fears 
Are leſs than herribe Imaginings. i 
My Thought, whoſe Morther oat lo baude. 
Shakes ſo my ſingle State of Man, that Funct ion 
Is ſmother'd in Surmile ; ; me I i, 
But What-is not. 6+. FEE 5 tn be | * 
* 2 > Jan. 


12 The Tragedy of MACBETH. 


| Ban. Look how our Partner” s apt? 
| Mach. If chance will have me . why chance 
may crown me Sg. . de. 
| Without my Stir, : 
Ban. New. Honours come upon him, 
Like our ſtiange Garments cleave not to their Mould, 
But with the Aid of Uſe. 4:46 
Mach. Come What come may, | 
Time and the Hour runs thro' the aki TY 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth we ſlay upon your Leiſure. 
Mach. Give me your Favour: 12 dull Brain Was 
-. -- wrought 
With Things forgot. Kind Gealtetmen, your Pains 
Are regiſtred where every Day I turn 
The Leaf to read them let us tow' ird the King: 4 
Think upon War hath chanc d, and at more time. 
. Banguo. 
(The Interim having weigh d. it) let us 1 | 
Our free. Hearts each to other. < 
Ban. Very gladly. . | 
Mach. Till chen enough: come, F riends. | lan xeunt. 


> RES E VI. 
| 4 Palace, E 


i Ferie. FE, ner King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox 
W _ » and. Attendants. 30h 


King. Is Laotian done n Cawdor vet? 
Are not thoſe in Commiluon 1 return d 115 
Mal. My Liege, 
Tyhey are not yet come back. But 1 have foke | 
With one that ſaw him die, who did report 
That very frankly he confeſs d his Treaſons 
Implor'd your Highneſs Pardon and ſet forth 
A deep Repentance; nothing in his Life 
Became him like the Leaving it. Hedy'd, 
As one that had been ſtudied in his Death, 
To throw away the deareſt Thing he ow' d. 
As twere a careleſs Trifle. 8 4 
Ki. There's nd Ant, 


To kad the biber Colo in th Face; mn 2 


"The Tragedy of Machern. 23 
He was a Gentleman on whom 1 built 4 ache 
An abfolute Truſt. 5 | 
Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſe, ard Angus ; 


O worthieſt Couſin ! 


The Sin of my Ingratitude Cen now _ 
Was heavy on me. Thou'rt ſo far before, 


That ſwifteſt Wind of Recompence is flow, 


To overtake thee, Would thou'dſt leſs deſerv'd, 
That the Proportion both of Thanks and Payment 


Might have been mine! Only I've left to ſay, e 
More is thy Due, than more than all can pay. 


Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 


In doing it, pays it ſelf. - Your Highnels' Part 


Is to receive our Duties; and our Duties 
Ate to your Throne and State, Children and Servants; 


Which do but what they ſhould, by — every r ths 
Safe tow'rd your Love and Honour. * | 


King: Welcome hitler: 


1 have begun to plant thee, and will bear 3 
'To make thee full of Growing. Noble Banque, 


Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 
No leſs to have done fo : Let me 2 thee, 


And hold thee to my Heart, 


Ban. There if I grow, ee 
The Harveſt is your own. 7 
King. My plenteous Joys. | Lo 


| Warten! in Fulneſs, ſeek to hide ee 


In Drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you whoſe Places are the neareſt, know, 


We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 

Our eldeſt Malcolm whom we name hereafter | "4 
2 Prince of Cumberland: Which Honour muſt 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only, |. . 3 
But Signs of Nobleneſs like Stars ſhall ſhine * 


On all Deſervers. Hence to Inverneſs, 


And bind us farther to you. | 
Mach. The reſt is Labour which is not us'd for you t 
I'll be my ſelf the Harbinger, and make joyful _ 


The hearing of my Wife with your e 


— 
$i 


So humbly take my Leave. 

Ling. My worthy Cawdor! © 

Mach. The Prince of Cunberlgad- =-that i i a Sep, 
T% N. 


— 
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On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, ¶ Aſide. 
For in my Way it lies. Stars hide your Fires, B 
Let not light ſee my black and deep Deſires; 
The Eye wink at the hand; yet let that be, 
Which the Eye fears when it is done, to ſee. Exit. | 
King. 'True, worthy Banguo, he is full ſo valiant, | 
And in his Commendations I am fed; | 5 
It is a Banquet to me, let us after him 
Whoſe Care is gone before to bid us weloame: 248 
It is a peerleſs inſman. 5 ee 


SCENE IL ye 


A. ee in Macheth's , at” 
Inverneſs. 


„Pee Biz Macbith aeg, Gb is bees, 


| Lady. THEY met me in the Day of Succeſs;\ and E 
have learn'd by the perfecteſt Report, they have mare in 
them than mortel Knowledge. When I burnt in Diftre to 
gue ion them farther they made themſelves Air, into 

| ich they wand d. While I flood rapt in the Wonder 
15 it, came Miqi ves from the ing, who all-hail'd me 

hane of Cawdor, by which Title before theſe wayward A 
Sifters ſaluted me, and referr'd me to the coming wed 
time, <vith hail King that ſhalt be. This Baue 1 thought 
good to deliver L bee. ( my deareſt Partner of. Greatneſs ). 
that thou might not-loſe the Dues: of Rejoicing by being 
zgnorant"of what Greatneſs, is Trend. thee. T tt. to; 

i Heart, and e 


Clamis thou art; And Cas 9 9 5 and Malt 
What thou art promis'd. Vert a; ear thy. Wh. ” 
It is too ful . i human RA duel beg 3 
To catch the near ay. Thou wouldſt oa ; 
Art not without Abe but without Be 5 
The Illnefs, ſhould attend it. What thau wouldſt highly, | 
That wouldſt thou holily ; wouldit not play falſe 
And yet 8 rene Win. Than an dſt have, great 
2 Amt Sy. 
That which cries, © thus thou muſt do if thou have Tt; 
5 And that FEA Net thou doſt N io do, "ut OY ; 
T * 


— 


wy gr — — — 
— wet, — — 
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Nor Hear 'n peep through the Blanket of the Dark 


The Future in the Inſtant. 
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« Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone,” Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine Ear, | 


And chaſtiſe with the Valour of my Tongue 


All that impedes thee from. the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and metaphyſic Aid doth ſeem 


Fo have thee crow)m d withal. 


Enter Meſſenger. | ; 


What is your Tidings ? 


Me/. The King comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thour't mad to ſay it, 


Is not thy Maſter with him? Who, wer't ſo, 


Would have informd for Preparation. LEVY 
 Mef. So pleaſe you, it is true: Our Thane is coming, 
One of my Fellows had the Speed of him; 
Who almoſt dead for Breath, had ſcarcely more 


Than would make up his Meſſage, -  - 


Lady. Give him ending, 8 Hibs 
He brings great News. '* The Raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
e 4 „„ [Exit Mes. 
That croaks the fatal Entrance of Duncan 13 
« Under my Battlements. Come all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal Thoughts, unſex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown. to th Toe, top-ful 


Of direſt Cruelty; make thick my Blood. 


Stop up th' Acceſs and Paſſage to Remorſe, 
That no Compunctions Viſitings of Nature 


Shake my fell Purpoſe, nor keep Peace between 


 < THY Effect, and ii. Come to my Woman's Breaſts, 


And take my Milk for Gall, you murth' ring Miniſters? 
Where, ever in your fightleſs Sabſtanſes 
« You wait on Nature's Miſchief. Come, thick Night !” 
And pall thee in the dunneſt Smoak of Hell, 

That my keen Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, 


Jo cry, hold, hold: | 

Great Glamis ] worthy Cawdor!  - [Embracing bim. 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 5 
Thy Letters haveltranſported me beyond da 
This igw'rant preſent Time, and I feel now 
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Duntan comes here to- night. 
Lacy. And when goes hence ? 
Mach, Lo- morrow, as he . | 
Lady. Oh never £ | 
Shall Sun that Morrow ſee! 9 1 
Your Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where Men 
May read ſtrange Matters to beguile the Time. 
Look like the Time, bear Welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand, your Tongue; look like the innocent Flower, 
But be the Serpent under't, He that's coming 
-Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put . 
This Ni ight's g s great Buſinefs into my Diſpatch, * 
Which ſhall to all our Nights and Days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign Sway and Maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ſpeak farther. 
Lady. Only look up . 
To alter Favour, ever, is to fear. 


La all 40 reſt to me. 8 bent, | 
N RE vul. 
| | The Caftle-Gate. wer 


Hauthois erde Enter King. Malcolm, D | 
bain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, An- WT 2 
| Q2us, and Acfendauts. | 
King. This Caftle hath a pleaſant Seat; the Air 

Nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelf 

Unto our gentle Senſes. 

Ban. This Gueſt of Summer, e 

_ The temple-haunting Mattlet, does approve, 

Buy his lov'd Maſonry, that Heaven's Breath 

Smells wooingly here. No jutting Frieze, 

Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 

Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreantCradle.: 

Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have ober-! TTC | 

The Air is delicate. 

Enter Lach. 


Ling. See keel Our honour'd Hoſteſs! 
The Love that follows us, ſometimes our Trouble, | 
Which ſtill we thank as love. r 1 teach N 


2 9462 n 
+1or{{Corner, F. | 


Iv's home before us: Fair and noble Hoſteſs, . 
We are your Gueſt to-night. * . 


* 


* e to * as will appear * C aint to 
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How you ſhould bid God ey ld us for y your Pains, 

And thank us for your Trouble. 

Lady. All our Service © 


(In every Point twice done, and then done double, ) 
Were poor and ſingle Buſineſs to contend 


Againſt thoſe Honours deep and broad, wherewith | 


Your Majeſty loads our Houſe. For thoſe of old, | 

And the late Dignities heap'd: up to hem, 5 T 

We reſt your Hermits. hp 's vn 
Hing. Where's the Thane of Cawdir # eg 

We courſt him at the Heels, and had a Purpoſe | 

To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, x 

And his great Love, ſharp as his Spur, hath holp him 


Lagy. Your Servants ever 4 | 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what 1s theirs in compt 


To make their Audit at your Wa N 5 


Still to return your own. 
. King. Give me ycur Hand; | 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue our Graces towards him. ? 
By your Leave, Hoſteſs... | 1 


8 0 E. N 1 vel ; : 
An rt. 


Hautbois, * Enter divers Servants with Diſhes 
and Service over the Stage. - Then Macbeth. 


Macb, If it were done, ſtat tis done ; then 'twere well 
It were done quickly: it th' Aſſaſſination 
Could trammel up the Conſequence, and catch 


With its Surceaſe, Succeſs; that but this blow 


+ Might be the Be all and the End- all Here, 
Here only on this Bank and School of Time, 
We'd jump the Life to come —— But in theſe Caſes 
We full have Judgment here, that we but teach | 
Bloody 
'Þ The firſt of theſe Lines {which in the old Edition 18 
totally di i ferent from all the others ) and the latter Caubicb 
is quite omitted in all the others) entirely reſtore this very 


EY 
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| Bloody Inſtructions, which. being taught return 

To plague th' Inventor: Even handed Tuſtice 

Returns the Ingredients of our poiſon'd Chalice 1 

To our own Lips. He's here in double Truſt: 

e. as I am his Kinſman and his Subject, Eq 

both againſt the Deed) Then, as his Hoſt, 

| Who uld againſt his Murth'rer ſhut the Door, 

Not bear the Knife my ſelf. Beſides this j 8 "ys 

Hath born his Faculty ſo-meek, hat en 

So clear 1 825 Office, that 50 bee E 

Will plead like: Angels trampet-t a? 

'The — W of his 3 

And Pay, like a naked new- born B 7 

2 the Blaſt, or Heav'ns Ee n 
2 ſightleſs Couriers of the 7 i Ih 

Sl blow os horrid Deed in ev'ry Eye, 

That Tears ſhall-drown the Wind, ---- I have 1 no Spar 

To prick the Sides of my Intent, but only 

Vaulting Ambition, which o A it ſelf, 

And falls In th" other | 


15 SCENE Xx. 


Enter Lady. e (EL 


6 
| oY 


How now ? What News? 
Lady. He's almoſt ſupp, why have ya len the 
FP | 
Macb. Hath he ask'd for me? . 
Lady. Know you not he has? 9 
Mach. We will proceed no farther in this Babst, 
9 hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
_ Golden Opinions from all Sorts of People, 
Which ſhould be worn now in their neweſt Glee 
Not caſt aſide fo ſoon... 
Lady. Was the Hope drunk, 
Wherein you dreſt your felt? Hath it firpt lince? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did ſo freely? From this Time, 
Such I account thy Love. Art thou afraid es 
Jo be the fame in thine own Act and Valour, + + 
5 1 thou art in Deſire? Would ſt thou have that \ 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Life, 10 


J = 
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And live a Coward in thine own Eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Cat i'th' adage. 
Mach. Pr'ythee, Peace ? | 
I dare do all that may become a Man 
Who dares to more, is none. | 
- Lady. What Beaſt was't then, | 
That made you break this Enterprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then vou were a Man 
And (to be more than what you were) you would 
Be ſo much more the Man. Nor Time, nor Place 
Did then cohere, and yet you would make both : _ 
They've made themſelves, and that their Fitneſs now | 
Do's unmake you. I have giv'n ſuck, and know 7 
How tender tis to love the Babe that milks me * 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my Face, 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his boneleſs Gums, 
And daſnt the Brains out, had 1 but fo ſworn 
As you have done to this. 7 
Mach. If we ſhould fail? 
Lack. We matL 1 | 
But ſcrew your Courage to the ſticking Place, 
And we"! not fail. When Duncan is aſleep,  - 
(Whereto the rather ſhall this Day's hard Journey _ 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with Wine and Waſſel fo convince, 
That Memory (the Warder of the Brain) 
Shall be 'a Fume, and the Receipt of Reaſon 
A Limbeck only ; when in ſwiniſh Sleep 
Their drenched Natures lie as in a Death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan? What not put upon 
His ſpungy Officers, who ſhall bear the Guilt 
Of our great Quell. | FI 
Macb. Bring forth Men- children only! 
For thy undaunted Metal ſnould compoſe 8 
Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv d, 
When we have mark'd with Blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
That they have don't? © 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, N 
As we ſhall make our Griets and Clameur roar, 
Upon his Death ? 5 | 


* 
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Mac. I'm Settled, and bend uin n 5 
Each corp'ral Agent to this terrible Feat. IS 
Away, and mock the Time with faireft ſhow * - 

Falſe Face muſt hide what the . Hean doth know: 


IE. æeunt. 


l — 404646242 n Set 


ee e „ ee e eee 


1 A Hall in Macheth's Cafthe. Y 
Enter . and Pleance with a. Ti orch Bere 2 


Fan. des the Night, Boy 7 
Fl he Moon 1s down ; ; 1 have. not. heard. 
ock. : 


the * 

Ban. And ſhe goes down at Twelve. . 

Ele. I take't, tis later, Sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my Sword. There“ 5s Hu: "IT 

in 'Heav't 5 

Their Candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy Summons lies like Lead upon me, 
And yet I would not Sleep: Merciful Powers! 
Reſtrain in me the curſed Thoughts that Nature 
Gives Way to in Repoſe. ö 


Enter Macbeth, and a 8 erwant ith, a Torch. 


Sire me my Sword: who's $ there 7 


Mac. A Friend. 
Far. What, Sir, not yet at Reſt? The King's a-bed.. 
He hath to-night been in unuſual Pleaſure, 
And ſent great Largeneſs to your Officers: 
This Diamond: he greets your Wife withal ; 
By th'-Name of moſt kind Holtes, and ſhut. * 
In meaſureleſs Content. 

Mac. Being unprepar'd, | 
Our Will became the Servant to Defe&, 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. ; 

Ban. All's well. | 
I dreamt laſt Night of the three wars Siſters 3 1 
To you they've ſhew'd ſome Truth. 

Mac. I think not of them; | 
Yet when we can intreat an Hour to . « 


Would ow it in ſome Words upon that Bukncs, is 


m, 


ud, 


Which was not ſo before.---There's no ſuch Thing---- 
This to mine Eyes---Now o'er one half the World 


Ihe curtain'd Sleep; ; now Witchcraft celebrates 
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If you would grant the Time. 


Ban. At your kind Leiſure. 
Mac. If you: ſhould cleave to my. Conſent, whew! 'tis, 
It fhall make Honour for you. 
Ban. So I loſe none | 
In ſeeking to augment it, but PR hs 
My Boſom franchis'd and AllegAnce clear, 1 
J ſhall be counſell'd. 
Mac. Good Repoſe the while! 
Ban, Thanks, Sir; the like to you. (Exit Ban. 


SCENE II. 


Mac. Go, bid thy Miſtreſs, when my Drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the Bell. Get thee to Bed. 
(Exit Serwart, 
Is this a Dagger Chick I ſee before me, | | 
The Handle tow'rd my Hand? Come let me clutch 
J have thee not; and yet T ſee thee ſtill. {(thee--- 


Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſible 


To Feeling, as to Sight? Or art thou but — 
A Dagger of the Mind, a falſe Creation | | 
Proceeding from the Heat oppreſſed Brain? 

I fee thee yet, in Form as palpable 

As this which now T draw 

Thou Marſhal'ſt me the Way that I was going, 

And ſuch an Inftrument I was to uſe. 

Mine Eyes are made the Fools o' th* other Senſes, 


Or elſe worth all the Reft----T ſee thee ſtill, 


And on thy Blade and Dadgeon, “ gouts of Blood 
It is the bloody Bufineſs which informs 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 


Pale Hecate's Offerings: And wither'd Murder, 
(Alarum'd by his Centinel, the Wolf, 

Whoſe Hows his Watch) thus with his ſtealthy Pace, 
With Targuin's raviſhing Þ Strides, tow'rds his Deſign 
Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou t ſound and firm ſet Earth, 


| 
1 
4 


Hear not my Steps, which Way they walk, for fear 


| AY, 
* gonttes, or. drops, F. ” ＋ tle | 
8 four, perhaps, fare, . 
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Thy very Stones ne Joes of my Where - about, 
And take the preſent Horror from the Time, 5 

5 Which now Sus with it .—whilſt 1 ; threak, he lives 178 . 
LA Bell \ 

Igo, and i it is done > the Bell invites _.:: | . 

Hear it not Duncan, for it is a -Knell ml | 

That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. „ 


SCENE „„ 


Enter Lach. 42 4.904 ee | 
Lad. That which hath made them drunk, hath made | 
me bold: :-- 
What hath quencht them, hath given 1 me Fire. Hark 
peace 3 a 


It was the Owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal Bellman, 5 | 
Which gives the ftern'ft good-night--- -he is about it-— 
The Doors are open; and the ſurfeited Grooms ' 
Do mock their Charge with e, I've drugg'd their ; 
Pofſets, - -- " WW 
That Death and Nature do contend about Wa. | 
Whether they live or die. | 3 =. 
Eiter Macbeth. 3 
Mac. Who's there ? What ho? 
Lad. Alack ! I am afraid they have Awak 1 *jþ 
And *tis not done; th* Attempt, and not the Deed. 
Confounds us--- Hark !---I laid-their Dagyers — 
He could not miſs em Had he not relembled 
My Father as he Slept, I had don't---My Husband! _ F 
Mac. I've done the Deed----didft thou not hear a 
„ Noe. th ? 
Lad. I heard the Owls ſcream and the Crickets oy. ; 1 
Did not you ſpeak? _ | 
Mac. When? : 
Lad. Now... 
Mac. As I deſcended ? $ 7 075 
Lad. Ay. 8 N15 N 
Mae. Hark !---Who lives 1th* ſecond. Chamber? ny 75 
1 Donalbaine. 5 
ac. This 3 is a ſorry Sigh. TOs bis 2 - Mm: 
| „Lad. of 
. een he lives, j | 


Words to the heat of Deeds 3 33 gives, 
I go, Oe. c 
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Lad. A fooliſh Thought, to ſay a Horry Sight. 
Mac. There's one did langt in's Sleep, and one 
cry'd Murther, 
They Wak'd each other; and 1 ſtood and heard them F 
But they did ſay their Prayers, and addreſt them 
Again to Sleep. - 
Lad. There are two lodg'd rancher. 


Mac. One cry'd, God bleſs us, and Amen the other, 


As they had ſeen me with theſe Hangman's Hands. 
Liſtning their Fear, I could not ſay Amen, | 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 

Lad. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 

Mac. But wherefare could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt need of Bleſſing, and Amen | 
Stuck in my Throat. | 

Lad. Theſe Deeds muſt not be thought, 

After theſe Ways; ſo it will make us mad. 


Mac. Methought I heard a Voice cry, Sleep no more! 


Macbeth doth murder Sleep. The innocent Sleep, “ 
The Death of each day's Life, ſore Labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt Minds,. great Nature's Dome Courle, 
Chief nouriſher in Life's Feaſt, | 

Lad. What do you mean? 

Mac. Sill it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the Houſe, 
Glan hath murder'd Sleep and therefore Cawdor 
Shall Sleap no more; Macheth ſhall Sleep no more! 

Lady. Who was it that thus Cry'd ? Why, worthy 

Thane, 5 

Vou do unbend your ts Strength, to think 
So Brain-ſickly of Things; go, get ſome Water, 
And waſh this filthy Witneis from your Hand. 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the Place? 
They muſt lie there. Go, carry n and ſmear 

The * Grooms with Blood. 
Mac. lil go no more; 
J am afraid to think what I have done ; ; 
oc on't again I dare not: | 

GN Infirm of Purpoſe! _ 
ent the Daggers; the ee the Dead 


N 1 


innocent Sleep, 
Sleep hat knits up the raved Sleeve of Care, 
The Death of, &c. 
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Are but as Pictures; tis the Eye of Child- -hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he bleed, | 
III gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, ' 


- 1 


For it muſt ſeem their Guilt. tren, | 
Knocks tbe: | | . 
Mach. Whence is that Knocking ? ?  [Starting. 


How is't with me, when every Noiſe 4 e me? 


What Hands are here? Hah! they pluck out'mine Eyes. 


Will all great Neptune's Ocean waſh this Blood 


— 


Clean from my Hand? No, this my Hand will rather * 


Make the green Ocean red 


Enter Lady. 
Lady. My Hands are of your Colour ; but I FRY 


To wear a Heart ſo white, Lhear a Knocking Kue. 5 


At the South Entry. Retire we to our Chamber; 


A little Water clears us of this Deed. 


How eaſy is it then? Your Conſtane xp, | 
Hath left you unatiended— bark, more l 


[Amock, 


Get on. your Night-gown, left oed call us, 2 
And ſhew us to be Watchers; be not loſt 
So poorly in your Thoughts. 


Mach. To know my ced?, were belt not know n my 


Wake Dunces wo this Knocking: Would thou couldſt! 
"[Exeunt. f_ 
15 8 O E N E. 
e |; 1 
vill rather ee e, 
Thy multitudinous Sea incarnadine VVV 
Making the Green one Red. ein e. 
Eurer Lady,  &c. 3 | WR VI. 
+—— would thou could'ſt! es | YT 
$ CE NELLY. 
Enter a Porzer, 5 | 
. [Knocking Bron * 


£ ＋ a 


Port. Here” 382 "Knocking indeed : it a Man were Por- 


ter of Hell- Gate, he ſhoald have Old türning the Key. 


[ Knock.) Knock, knock, knock. Who's there i'th* 


Name ot Belzebab ? Here 82 "ROW: that hang d him- 


++, Tel} 


BI 


: a 
— 1 ert 32 14 * 7 - 
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SCENE IV. | 


Enter Macduff, Lenox, and: Porter. 


Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring? Ws 
— Our Knocking has awak'd him; here he comes. 
Len, Good morrow, noble Sir. 


— 
— 


Enter 
* 


. MC hs 


ſelf in the Expectation of Plenty: Come in time, have 
Napkins ug about you, here you'll Sweat for't. 
[Koch.] Knock, knock, Who's there in th? other De- 
vil's Name? Faith, here's an Equivocator, that could 
Swear in both the Scales againſt either Scale, who com- 
mitted Treaſon enough for God's ſake, yet could not 
Equivocate to Heaven: Oh come in Equivocator. ¶ Knock ] 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there? Faith, here's an 
Engliſh Tay lor come hither for ſtealing out of a French 
Hoſe : Come in Taylor, hexe you may roaſt your Gooſe. 
| Knock.) Knock, knock. Never at quiet ! what are you? 
But this Place is too cold for Hell. I'll Devil-porter it no 
farther : I had thought to have let in ſome of all Profeſſi- 
ons, that go the Primroſe way to th' everlaſting Bonfire. 
[xnock.] Anon, anon, I pray you remember the- Porter. 
„ Enter Macduff, and Lenox. | 
Maca. Was. it ſo late, Friend, ere you went to Bed, 
That you do lie ſo late? 17 | 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were Carouſing till theſecond Cock : 
And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three Things 
: 4 _ {Macd. What three I hings doth Drink eſpecially provoke ? * 
7 — Port. Marry, Sir, Noſe painting, Sleep, and Urine, Let- 
144. chery, Sir, it provgkes, and unprovokes; it provokes the 
4 Deſire, but it takes away the Performance. Therefore 
7 much Drink may be ſaid to be an Equivocator with Let- 
chery ; it makes him and it mars him ; it ſets him on, and 
it takes him off; it perſuades him, and diſneartens him; 
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2 makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to; in Concluſion, Equi. 
eb vocates him intoa Sleep, and giving himthe Lye, leaveshim. 
1715 Macd. ] believe Drink gave thee che Lye laſt Night. 
2 Port. That it did, Sir, i th' very Throat on me; bu: 
g I requited him for his Lye, and I think, being too Rronw 
I for him, tho he took up my Legs ſometime, yet I made 
„ ift vo caſt him. "I 
If S8 CEN E, Sc. 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Aach. Good Morrow, both. 5 
NMacd. Is the King {urring, worthy 7 / 4 > 0 
Macb, Not yet. | 
Macd He did command me to Gal timely on kim, 

I've almoſt ſtipt the Hour. | 
Mack. Tl bring you to him. e 

Macd. I know this is a Joyful Trouble to Tou: 

But yet tis one. 
Macd. The Labour we delight in, 1 Phyſicks Pain; | 


Fd | Py ba, | | "ct 


This is the Door. 1 
Macd. Vl make ſo bold to call, for tis my limited { 
" NEE. | [Exit Macduff. 
Len. Goes the King hence to Day? 5 
Mach. He did appoint fo. D b 
Cen. The Night has been unruly ; ; where we lay * 
Our Chimneys \ were blown down: And, as they ſay, 
* Tamentings. heard i' th“ Air, ſtrange Screams of Death, 0 
And propheſying with Accents terrible . 
Of dire Combuſtions, and conſus' d Events, * 
New hatch'd to th' woful time: | | 
I) he obſcure Bird clamour'd the live-lon Night. A 
| Some ſay the Earth was Fev'rous, and did make. 4 
Mach. Twas a rough Night. „ 
Ten. My young * cangot Parallel "= 1 
AF ellow to it. Dy | 
Enter M acduff. 5 : 1 


| Macd. O Erber ! Horror ! / 
Or Tongue or Heart cannot conceive, nor Name thee--- 
Mach. aud Len. What's the Matter? f Is 
 _MWacd. Confuſion now hath made“ his Maſter-piece, 
| Moſt facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
BB The Lords anointed Temple, aud ſtole thence - 
_ - The life o' th Building. | : 
10 - Mach. What is't you ſay? The Lie 
Len. Mean you his Majeſty ?—— | 
Macd. Approach the Chamber, and deſtroy your Sight 
With a new Gorgor. Do not bid me ſpeak; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves : Awake! Awake! 
Exeunt Macbeth ard Lenox. 
+ Macd. Ring the Alarum -bell--Murther : and Treafon / 


Bar 


I Heals or r cures Pain. 
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Panguo, and Donalbain Malcolm] awake! BUR, 
Snake off this downy Sleep, death's Counterfeit, 7 
And look on Death itſelf.- up, up, and ſee 
The great deom's Image Malcoim, Bauguos- 
As from your Graves rite up, and walk like Spr'g gute, : 


. To countenance this Horror. Rin 8 the Be. — f 
S. CR NVE. . 
Bell Rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 
n; Lady. What's the Buſinefss 105 


That fach an hideous Trumpet calls to to parley 
ed The Sleepers of the Houſe? Speak. 
fr. Macd. Gentle Lady, 
ö Tis not for you to hear what I can Speak. 
'Fhe Repetivon in a Woman's Ear, 
Would Murther as it fell. 5 
Ener Banqod. © 
O Banque, Bangla” our JAN: let £ marker d. 
. Lech. Woe, alas! 
What, in our Houſe — 
Ban. Too cruel, any where. 
Macduff, I prithee contradict thyſelf, | 
And ſay, it is not ſo. 
Enter Macbeth, Lenox P' Ree. ES 
Mach. Had I but dy'd an Hour before this Chance, 
T had liv'd a blefled Time : For from this Inſtaut, 3 
The:e's nothing ſerious in Mortality ; | 
All is bat Toys : Renown and Grace is dead; 
The Wine of Lif is drawn, and the mere Lees 
Is left this Vault to b:ag of. 
Enter ecm, and Donalbain. 
Don. What 3 is amiſs ? 5 
Mach. You are, and do not Know {ph | 
The Spring. the Head, the Fountain of your Blood 
Ts ſtopr; the very Source of it is ſtopt. 6 ah 
Macd. Your Royal Father's M urder d. 
Mal. Oh, by whom? © 
Len. Thoſe of his Chamber as it Tem, bad e ont t; 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg d with Biood, 
ox. So were their Daggers, wich unwip'd we fond: * 
n! Upon their-Pilows ; they Rar'd, and were aro 
an- No Man' Life was to be trulted with the. 
B 5 Macs. 
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Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my Fury, 


That I did kill them 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? 


Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temp'rate + fu. 


rious, 
Loyal and neutral in a Moment? No Man. 
The Expedition of my violent Love 
Out- run the Pauſer, Reapn. Here lay Duncan, 
His filver Skin lac d with his“ goary Blood. + 
And his gaſh'd Stabs look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruin's waſteful Entrance; there the Murtherers. 
Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade, their Daggers 
Unmannerly breach'd with Gore : Who could retrain, 
That had a Heart to love, aud in that Heart 81 
Courage, to make's Love known ? | 


Lady. Help me hence, ho! —  [Seeming to Air 


Macd. Look to the Lady. 
Mal. Why do we hold our Tomtaes, 
That moſt may claim this Argument for ours? 
Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, | 
Where our Fate hid-within an Augre-hole, | 
May ruſh and ſeize us? Let's away, our Tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 
Mal. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow on 
The Foot of Motion. 


Ban. Look to the Lady; [ Lady Macbeth i is carriedon 


And when we have our 1 ked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in Expoſure ; let us meet, 
' And queſtion this moſt bloody-Piece of Work, 
To know it farther. Fears and Scruples ſhake us: 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd Pretence I fight | | 
Of treas'nous Malice. 
+ Mace So do I. | 
A ” 
| lach. Let's briefly-put on manly Readineſ, 
And meet i'th! Hall together. 
All. Well contented. | {Exeunt 
Mal, What will you do? Let's not conſort with them 
To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is a , Ott ce 
Which the falſe Man does eaſy. I'll to Elan. 
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Even like the Deed that's done. 
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Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated Fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer ; where we are, 
There's Daggers in Mens Smiles: The near in Blood, 
The nearer bloody. 
Mal This murderous Shaft that's ot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt Way 
Is to avoid the Aim. Therefore to. Horie, 
And let us not be dainty of Leave- taking, 
But ſhift away; there's Warrant in that Theft, 
Which ſteals it ſelf when than: 5 no Mercy left. UE xeunt 


85 8 E - N E. IV. 
Enter Roſſe, wh % 32 Man.” 


Old N Threeſe re and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time, I've ſeen 
Hours dreadful, and Lhings ſtrange; but this fore N 'gbe 


20 


Hath trifled former Knowings. 


Rofſe. Ah, good Father, 
Thou ſeeſt the Heav'ns as troubled with Man's Act, 
Threaten his bloody Stage. By th' Clock 'tis Day, 
And. yet dark Night ſtrangles the travelling Lamp: 
Ist Night's Predominance, or the Day's Shame, 
That Darkneſs does the Face of Earth intomb, 
When living Light ſhould kiſs it? 
.Q/4 Man. I is unnatural, 
On Halle laſt, 
A Falcon towring in her Pride of Place, 
Was by a mouſing Owl hawkt at, and Kkill'd, 
Rofſe. And Duncan's Horſes, a Thing moſt ſtrange 
and certain 
Beauteous and ſwift, the Minions of their Hace, ; 
Turn'd wild in Nature, broke their Stalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainft Obedience, as they would 
Make War with Man. 
Old Mer. Tis ſaid, they eat each has. 
Rofſe. They did io; to th Amazement of mine © da 


That look'd N t. 
Enter Macduff. 


Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the World, Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not? | | 
3 Rofſe: 


To be inveſted. 
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Noſ. Is t knou n who did this more than Woody Deed} 
As Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain. 
KS Alas the Day 
What Good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were Suborned ; | 
Malclm and Donalbam, the King's two Sons, 
Are Rtoi'n away and fled; which puts upon _ | 
—_ of the Deed. 

Eg. Gainſt Nature ſtill; 
Thrifdeſs Ambition, that will raven upon 
Thine own Life's Means, Then tis moſt like 


The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth ? 


Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to _ 
Ro, Where is Dancan's Body WEED 
AMacd.. Carried to Colmes-hill, 
"The ſacred Storehouſe of his Prodieceſſors, ' 
And Guardian of their Bones. 4 be 
Rof. Will you to Scone? © © 
Macd. No, Couſiv, I'II to F fe. 
Roſ. Well, I will thither. | 
1 may you ſee, Things well 45 there; ; 
© _. aqtern Y 
Left our old Robes fit eafier than our new, | | 
Ro/. Farewel, Father. 
0% M. God's Beniſon go with yoo, and with thoſe 


Thet would make 00 of bad, and Friends of Foes. 
T Exeunt. 


F 
5 "Bake T Jl. SCENE: 1 


A b Rejal = are ow 815 
Eiter Ba 
H o haſt it now ; King, Condor, Gh, all 
The wayward Women promis'd ; and | fear 

Thou plaid'ft imoſt foully for't : Vet it was ſaid 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity, + 
But that myſelf ſhould be the Root, and Father 
Ot many Kings. If there come Truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Ma beth, their Speeches ſhine) 


Wx. by the Verities ou thee made good, 5 
May 
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May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And ſet me up in hope ? But huſh, no more. 
Trumpets ſound.” Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth, 
Lenox, Roſſe, Lords: and Attendanty. » 
| Mach, Here's our chief Gueſt. | 4 
Lad). If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all Things unbecoming. 9 
Mach. To- night we hold a ſolemn Supper, Sir, 
And T'll requeſt your Preſence, 5 
Ban, Lay your Highneſs' . ; 
Command upon me, to the which my Duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble Tye | 


Deed ! 


9 For ever knit. | 
Ps Mach. Ride you this Afternoon? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord. | 
Mach. We ſhould have elle deſired 8 
Your good Advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 
And proſperous) in this Day's Counſel ; but $f Wh 
We'll take To-morrow. Is it far you ride? 
Ban. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
7 Twixt this and Supper. Go not my Horſe the better, 
ere; I muſt become a Borrower to the Night | | 
5 For a dark Hour or twain. 
Mach. Fail not our Feaſt. 5 
Bas. Mx Leid, I will ne. | 

Mach. We hear, our bloed) Couſins are beſto d 

In England, and in Ireland, not confeſſing, 

Their cruel Parricide, filling their Hearers 
With ſtrange Invention; but of that To morrow; 

When therewithal we ſhall have Cauſe of State, 

Craving us jointly. Hie to Horſe : Adieu, 

Till you return at Nigbt. Goes Fleance with yu? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord; our time doth call upon us. 
Macb. I wiſh your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of Foog ; 

And ſo I do commend you to their Back. 

Furewe. LE [Exit Banquo, 

Let every Man be Maſter of his time FX 

"Till ſeven at Night, to make Society *Y 

93 The ſweeter: welcome: We will keep ourſelf 
#7 Till Supper time alone: Till then, God be with you, 
| [ [Exqunt Lady Macbeth. and Lords, 
SCENE 


— 
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Manent Macbeth and a Servant. 


Sirrab, a Word with you : Attend thoſe Men 

Our Pleaſure ? « | 

Serv. They are my Lord, without the Palace- Gate. 
Macbeth, Bring them before us ——=—To be thus, is 


But to be ſafely thus: Our — in Banguo 
Stick deep, and in his Royalty of Nature KS, 
- Reigns that which would be fear'd. * Tis much he dares, 
' And to that dauntleſs Temper of his Mind, + 
He hath a Wiſdom that doth guide his Valour 
T's act in Safety. There is none but he, 
Whoſe Being I do fear: And under him, 
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as it is ſaid 
Anthony's was by Caſar. He chid the Siſters, 
When firit they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them ſpeak to him; then Prophet like, 
They hail'd h'm farther to a Line of Kings. 
Upon my Head they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
'T hence to be wrenech's with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine ſucceeding. If *tis ſo, 
For Bangu?'s Iſſue have I fill'd my Mind? | 
For them, the gracious Duncun have I marther'd 
Put rancours in the Veſſel of my-Peace 85 
Only ſor them? And mine eternal Jewel 
Giv'n to the common Enemy of Min, 
Jo make them Kings? The Seed of Banguo King: 2 
Rather than ſo, come Fate into the Liſt, | 
And champion me to tl Utterance ! Who's were 
| Enier Servant and two Mur ther ers. 
Go to the Door, and ſtay there till we call. 
[Exit Servant. 
Was it not Yeterday we 6 together ? 
Murth It was, ſo pleaſe your Highnek. 
Mach. Well then, now | 
You have conſider d of my Speeches? Kivica | | 
That it was he, in the Times paſt, which held you 
So under Fortune, which you thought had been 
Our Innocent ſelf; this 1 made good to you 


In 
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nothing. [Exit Serv. 
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In our laſt Conf ' rence, paſt in Probation with you: 


How you were born in Hand, how croſt ; the Inſtru- 


ments, 


Who wrought with them: And all Thing 5 elſe that might 


To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz' 
Say, thus did Banque. 

1 Murth. True you made it known. 

Mac. I did fo; and went farther, which is now 
Our Point of ſecond Meeting. Do you find 
Your Patience ſo predominant in your Nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you ſo goſpell'd, 
To pray for this good Man and for his Iſſue, 
Whoſe heavy Hand hath bow'd you to the Grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? | | 

1 Mur. We are Men, my Liege. 

Macb. Ay, in the Catalogue ye go for Men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 
Showges, Water-Rugs, and demi- Wolves are clipt, | 
All by the Name of Dogs ; the valued File 
Diſtinguiſhes the Swift, the Slow, the Subtle, 
The HouſeJhrepes, the Hunter, every one 
According.to the Gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him closd'; whereby he does receive 
Particular Addition, from the Bill | 3 
That writes them all alike : And ſo of Men, Pp 
Now, if you have a Station in the File, 
And not in the worſt Rank of Manhood, fay it; 
And I wall put the Buſineſs in your Boſoms, 
Whole Execution takes your Enemy off; 
Grapples you to the Heart and Love of us, 
Who wear our Health but fick 4. in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perſe 

2 Mur. I am one, 
Whom the vile Blows and Puffets of the e World, 


Have & incens'd that Lam ®reckleſs what 


I do, to ſpite the World. 
1 Mur. And I another, | 
So weary with Diſaſters. tugg'd with Fortune, 
That L would ſet my Life on any Chance, 
Mach. 
care leſa. - 
| B g 
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Mach. Both of you . 
Know Banguo was your Enemy. 
Mer. True, my Lord. 
' Macs. So is he mine: And i in ſuch Woody Diftance, 
That every Minute of his Being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of Life; and though I could 
With bare: fac'd Power fweep. him from my Sight, - 
And bid my Will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
For cer: ain Friends that are both his and mine, 
Whoſe Loves F may not drop, but wail his Fall 
Whom I my ſelf truck down : And thence it is, 
That I to your Aﬀiſtance do make Love, _. 
Maſking the Buſineſs from the common 142 
For ſundry weighty Reaſons. £ 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my T ord, 
Perform what you command = 
T Mur. Though our Lives | 
Macs. - Your Spirits ſhiue through, you. In this Hour 
at moſt, 
I will adviſe you where to plant your ſelves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o'th Time, 
The Moment on't, (fort muſt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the Palace: and with him, 
(To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work) 
Fleance his Son that keeps him Company, 
(Whoſe Abſence is ng leſs material tome, 
Than is his Pather' } muſt embrace the Fate 
Oft that dark Hour. Reſolve your. ſelves a- part, 
I'll come to you anon. 3 
mur. We are re ſolv'd, my Lord. 
Mach, Fil call upon you ſtraight; abide within, 
It is concluded ; Banguo, thy Sou!'s F light, 1 
If it find Heav n, mult, find it out to-night, [Exeunt. 


' 0, "OE N 1 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 


Lady. Is Ba ius gone from Court ? 
Serw. Ay, Nadam, but returns again to-night. _ 
. Lady Say to the King, L would 28 5 his Leiſure, 
For a few Words. 
_ Serv, Madam, I will. | 
Lady, 


2 
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Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, = * 
Where our Deſire is got without Content 
"Tis ſafer to be that Which we deſtroß. 
Than by Deſtruction dwell in doubtful ſoy. 

„ Enter Macbeth. | 

How how, my Lord, wiy do you keep alone? 
Of ſortrieſt Fancies your Companions making? 
Uſing thoſe Thoughts. which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on; Things wirhout all Remedy 
Should be without Regard; Whar's done, is done. 

Mach. We have ſcotch'd the Snake, not kill'd it 

She'll cloſe, and be her ſelf; whilſt our poor Malice 
Remains in Danger of her former Tooth. 

But let both Worlds disjoint, and all Things ſuffer, 


Ere we will eat our Meal in Fear, and ileep 


In the Affliction of theie terrible Dreams, 


IT hat ſhake us nightly. Better be with the Dead, 
(Whom we, to gain oar Place, have ſent to Peace) 
Than on the Torture of the Mind to lie ; 

In reſtleſs Ecſtaſy. Duncan is in his Grave: 
After Life's fitful Fever, he ſleeps well; 5 5 
Treaſon has done his Worſt; nor Steel nor Potion, 
Malice domellick, foreign Levy, nothing 


d 8 
Can touch him farther! 
Lady. Come on; > 


Gentle my Lord, ſleek o'er your rugged Loc ks, 


Be bright and joviz] mong your Gueits to-night, 


Macs. So ſhall T, Love; and fo I pray be yon; 
Let your Remembrance ſtiil apply to Bangiso. 
Preſent : him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue: 
Uniate the While, hat we muſt leave our Henours 
In theſe fo flatt'ring Streams, and make our Faces 
Vizards Cour Hearts, diiguiſtng w Hat they are. 

Lady. You muſt leave tis, 5 

Macs. O full of Scorpions is my lind, dear Wiſe F 
Thou know'lt that Banne and ins Fance lives. 

Lady. But in them, Ne ture's Copey's net eternal. 

Mach. There's Corn EE are aſſallable; 
Then be thou jecund. Erehe Bar hath fl. wa 
His cloyfter'd Flight, ere to black H-car's Summers 
The ſhard-born Beetle with his drewsy Huus. 

Hath rung Night's yawning Pe. 1, there ball be done 
ſcotch. to ſlaſb, hack, or rut. * Deed 
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A Deed of dreadful Note. 

Lady. What's to be dene ! 

Mach, Be innocent of the Knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the Deed : Come ſealing Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 

Cancel and tear to Pieces that great Bond, 

Whick keeps me pale ! Light thickens, and the Crow 
Make Wing to th' rooky Wood: 

Good Things of Day begin to droop and drowze, 
Whiles Night's black Agents to their Prey do rouze. 
Thou marvell'ſt at my Words ; but hold thee ſtill; 
Things had begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill : 
So Pr 'yrhee 80 with me. 8 (Browns | 


8 . 
4 Park, the Caſtle at a d. Hance. 


E ter three Murtherers. a 


1 Mar. But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not to miſtruſt, fnce he delivers | 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 

To the Direction juſt. 1 

1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 3 


* 


- 


| The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome Streaks of Pay: 
Now ſpurs the + lated Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near . 
The Subject of our Watch. 
3 Mur, Hark, I hear Horſes, 
Banguo n, "Give us Light there, ho ! 
2 Mur. Then it is he: The reſt . 
That are within the Note of e, 
Abeady are they i' th' Curt. 
1 Mur. His Horſes go about. 
3 Mur. Almoſt a Mile; but he 4 italy, 
(So all Men do) from hence to th' Palace Gate 
Make it their Walk. 


Enter Banquo, i lesdee wich a Torch, 
2 Mur. A Light, a Light, 


lar. 
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3 Mur. Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to't, 
Ban. It will be Rain to- night. 
2 Mur. Let it come down. 
Ban. Oh Treachery | 
iy Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 
Thou may Revenge. Oh Slave? 
(Dies. Fleance eſcapes. 
3 Mur. Who did ſtrike out the Light? 
I Mur, Was't not the Way? 
3 Mar. There's but one down; dhe Son 
Is fled. | 
2 Mur. We've loſt beſt half of our Affair. 
i Mar. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is 
done. Exeunt. 


SCE 8 
4 Room of State in the Caſtle: 


” Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, 
Lenox, Lords,, and Attendants. 


Mach. You know your own Degrees, fit down : 
And firſt and laſt the hearty Welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majeſty. _ 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoſt : | 
Our Hoſtels, keeps her State, but in beſt time 
We will require her welcome. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my Heart ſpeaks, they're Welcome, 
Eater firſt . Murtherer. 
Mich. See: they Engounter thee with their Hearts 
I 
Both ſides are even: Here I'll fit. i BY midſt; 
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meaſure 
The Table round There's Blood upon thy Face. 
ie. Murtherer e. at the Door. 
Mur. "Tis Bal quo's then. 
Mach. Tis better thee without, than he within, 
Is he diſpatch'd ? 
Ar. My Lord, his Throat i is cut, I did that for 2 
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Mach. Thou art the beſt of Cut throats; yet he s 
good, hee: 
That did the like for 4 * thou didſt it, 
Tou art the Non- pareil. . | 
Mar. Moſt royal Sir, 


Flzance is ſcap'd. | | 
Mach. Then comes my Fit again: I had. elſe been 


: Whole as _ Marble founded as the Rock, 
As broad and gen' ral as the caſing Air: 
Bat now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bonnd in 
To ſawey Doubts and Fears. But Banqus s ſafe? — 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: Safe jn a Ditch he biges, 
With twenty trenched Gaſhes on his Head ; 3 iq 
The leaſt a Death to Nature, 
Mach. Thanks for that; 3 
Tbere the grown Serpent lies: The Worm at's fled 
Hath Nature that in Time will Venom breec | 
No Teeth for th” preſent. Get thee. gone, to-morrow 
We'll hear our ſelves again. Exit Murtherer. 
Lach. My royal Sa. 7 
You do not give the Cheer ; ; theF alt 8 * cold 
Ihhat is not often vouched, while tis making. 
Tis given with Welcome. To feed, were beſt at home ; 
From thence, the Sawce to Meat is Ceremony, | 
Meeting were bare without it. I 
(The Ghoft of Banquo riſes, 4nd fats in  Maebetly's Place. 
8 1 ene | n N 
W Igeſtion wait on te, * 
And Health het . K | 
Len. Mav't pleaſe yous Highneſs 8 
Mach. Here had we now our Country s Honour 
rn 
Were the grac'd Perſon of our j. preſent ; 3. 
Whom may L rather challenge tor use 
Than Pity (gr Miſ chance! N 
Rae. His Abſence, Sir, 
Lays Blame upon his Promiſe. Pleast your cf Highnef | 
To grace us with your royal Company 5 


* 


Mats. Ble Fable sf; 5 tf 1 | Starting. 
Len. B SA Place l Sir. ' Wha . 

| Sos F471 Meet. 
» * el. MM 
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Mach. Where? © 

Len. Here, my good Lords 
What is't that moves your Highneſs ? 

Mach. Winch of you have done this? 

Lords, What, my good Lo:Yl ? 

Mach. Thou canſt not ſay I did it: Never ſhake 
Thy Goary looks at me. 

Reg. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſs 3 is not well: 

Lady., Sit, worthy Friends, my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his Youth. Pray you _ Seat. 


The Fit is momentary, on a Thought 
He will again be well. If much you note * 


You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion; 


Feed, and regard him not. Are you a Man? 
To Macbeth aft. 


Mack. Ay, and a Bold one, that dare look cn that 


| Whi ich might appall the Devil. 


Laay. Proper Stuff ! 
This is the very Painting of your Fear; [lat. 
This is the Air-drawn-dagger which you ſaid | 
Let you to Duncan. Oh, thefe Flaws and Starts, 
Umpoſtures to true Fear) would well become 
A Woman's Story at a Winter's Fire, 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam. Shame it ſelf! 
Why do you make ſuch Faces ? When all's done | 
You Jock but on a Stool, | 
Mach. Pr'ythee ſee there 


Behold ! look! Joe ! How fay you? 


[ Pointing to H. Ghft 


| Why, mY care I, if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too. 
If Charnel- houſes at our Graves muſt ſend © * 


Fhoſe that we bury, back; our Monuments 


Shall be the Maws of Kites. [The Ghoft . 


Lady. What? Quite unmann'd in Folly 7 
Nach. If J ſtand here, I ſaw him. 
Lady. Fie for Shame, 
Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i'th —_ 
Time, 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weal; 
Ay, and ſince too, Murthers have been 1 d 


Too terrible ſor th Ear: The Times have been on | 
| at 


| 
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That when the Brains were out, the Man would: die | 


And there an End; but now they rite again 
With twenty mortal Murthers on their Crowns, 
And puſh us from our Stools ;. this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a Murther is. 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 5 
Vour noble Friends do lack vou. 
Macb, I forgot | 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy Friends, | 
I have a ftrange Infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Love and Health to all“ 


J drink to th' general Joy of the whole Table, 
And to our dear Friend Banquo whom we miſs, 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we wu, 
And all to all. | 
Lords. Our Duties, and the Pledge: 
(The Ghoſt riſes again. 


hide thee :. 
Thy Bones are Marrowleſs, thy Blood i is cold ; 85 
Thou haſt no Speculation in thoſe Eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with. 

Lady. Think of this, good Peers, | 

But as a thing of Cuſtom : Tis no other, 
Only it ſpoils the Pleaſnre of the Time, 
Mach. What Man dare; I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian Bear, T 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian Ty ger, | 
Take any Shape: but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. Be alive again 
And dare me to the Deſart with thy Sword; 
Tf Trembling I + inhibit, then, proteſt me 
The Baby of a- Girl. Hence horrible Shadow, 
_ Unreal Mock'ry hence: Why ſo, 


(The Ghoſt waniſhes. 


1 am a Man again; pray you. fit ſtill. (The Lords riſe. 


Lady. Yeu have diſplac'd ng ptr. broke the good 
Meeting 5 

With moſt admired Disorder. 

Mack. Can ſuch A be, 


F inbalit. 


x 
* a 
1 * 
15 And 


Then I'll fit down: Give me ſome Wine, fill full : 


Macb. frm; and qui! my Sight: Let the e 


be 6 
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And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Without our ſpecial Wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Ev'n to the Diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch Sights, 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mane is blanch'd with Fear. y 
Rofſe: What Sights, my Lord? 
| Lady. L pray you ſpeak not 3 he grows "oh and 
worſe, 
Queſtion enrages him: At once, good night. 
Stand not upon the Order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Len Good. night, and better r Health. 
Attend his Majeſty. a 


N Good. Night to all. [Exeunt Lordi. 
Lach. I will have Blood, an ſay Blood will have 
Biood : 


Stones have been known to move, and Trees to ſpeak ; 

Augures that underſtood Relations have 

By Mag-pies, and by Coughs, and Rooks brought, forth 

The ſecre.'it Man of B'ood. What is the Night? 
Lady. AimcRt at Odds with Morning which is which. 
Ma. How ſay'ſt Wente that Macduff denies his Per- 

ſon, a 

At our great Bidding ? 
Lady. Did you tend to him, Sir? 
Mach. I hear it by the Way, but I will ſend: 

There is not one of them, but in his Hauſe 

F keep a Servant fee'd. I will to-morrow 

(Zetimes Twill) unto the wayward Siſters 

More ſhull they ſpeak 5 For now I'm bent to know 

By the worſt Means, the work, for mine own good; 

All Cauſes thali give Way, I am in Blood 

Stept in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go-0'er: 9 8 

Strange 1 hings T have in Head, that will 8 

Which muſt be acted ere they may be ſcann'd. 

Lady. You lack the Seaton of all Natures, Sleep. | 

| Mach. Come, we'll to ſleep; my Kage and Self- 


abuſe, | | 
Is the initiate Fear, that wants hand Uſe: 5 
We're yet but young indeed. eg (Exeunt. 
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SCE N E VI. The Heath. 
Jn "WER Enter hs three Wi tches, meeting Hecate. | 


Wit. Why how now, Hecat' you look LY | 
Zee. Have I not Reaſon, Beldanis, as you are 
—_ and over- bold, how did you dare 
To Trade and Traffick with Macbeth, 
In Riddies and Affairs of Death? 
And J, the Miſtreſs of your Cha:ms, _ 
The cloſe Contriver of all Harms, 
Was never call'd to bear my Part, 
Or ſhew the Glory of our Art? 
Ard which is worle, all you have done 
Hath been but for a way ward Son, | 
Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for inis own Ends, not for you, 
But make amends now; get you gone, 
And at the Pit of Acheron 
Meet me i th Morning : Thither he 
Will come to know his Deſtin / 
| Your Veſſels and your Spells provide, 
Your Charms, and every thing beſide, "Hog + 
Jam ſor th' Air: This Night I'll ſpend 
Unto a diſmal, fatal End, | 
Great Buſineſs muſt be brought ere Neon 3 
Upon the corner of the Moooenn 
There hangs a vap'rous Drop, profound; 
T'l catch itere it come to Ground 
And that diſtilld by magic Slights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial Sprights, © 
As by the Strength of their IIluſion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and b-ar 
His hopes 'bove Wiſdom, Grace, and Fear + . 
And you all know, Security 
Is Mortals chiefeſt Enemy. [Muſich and a fie. 
Hark, I am call'd my little Spirit ſee | 
Sits in the foggy Cloud and ſtays for me, 
| * within, Came away, come away, Kc. 
1 I Nich. 


— 
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SCENE VIII. 


| Enter Lenox and another Lord. 


Len, My former Speeches have but hit your Thoughts, 


Which can interpret farther: Only I ſay 


Things have been ſtrangely born. Theo nay Duncan 


Was pitled of Ma: 155 — marry he was dead 
And the right valiant Banquowalk'd too late. 


Whom you may ſay, if't pleaſe you, Fl-ance Kill 4. 


For Fleance fled: Men muſt not walk tco late. 


43 
1 Witch, Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be 
back again, [Exeant, 


Who cannot want the Thought, how monſtrous too | 


It was for Mal:amb, and for Donalbaine 
To kill their . gracious-Father ? Damned Fact! 
How did it grieve Macbeth? Did he not ſtrait - 
In pious Rage the two Delinquents tear 


That were the Slaves of Drin and thralls of Steep ? ds. 2 


Was that not nobly done? Ay, wil ſely too; 
For 'twou!d have anger'd any Heart alive 
To hear the Men deny't. So thatT fay” © 
He has born all 'Lhings well, and I do think 
That had he Dancan's Sons under his Key, 


(Asand't pleaſe Heav'n he ſhall not) they ſhould find 


What 'twere to kill a Father: So ſhould Flearce. 


But peace For from broad Words, and cauſe he fall d 


His Preſence at the Tyrant's Feaſt, 1 hear 
Macduff lives in diſgrace, Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf ? | 

Lord, TheSons of Duncan. 
From whom this Tyrant holds the due of. Birth, 
Live in the Exgliſb Court, and are receiv'd _ 
Of the moſt pious Edward, with ſuch Grace, 
That the Malevolence of Fortune nothing 
Takes from his Right Reſpect. Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the King upon his Aid 
To wake Northunber Vang and warlike Sexzcard;_ ; 
That by the Help. of theſe, (with Him above 
To ratify the work) we may again 
Give to our Tables Meat. Sleep to our Nights: 
#0 tee from our Feaſts and Banquets bloody 


ves; 
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Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exaſp'rated their King, that he 
Prepares for ſome Attempt, | 

Len. Sent he to Macduff? 
Tord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not L. 
The cloudy Meſſonger turns me his Back 


Aud hums ; as who ſhould ſay, you'll rue e the Time. | 
That elogs me with this 8 


Len. And that well might 8 
Adviſe him to a Care 10 hold what Diſtance 
His Wiſdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold _ | 
His Meſſage ere he come ! That a ſwift Bleſſing 0 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 
Under a Hand accurs'd !- _ | 
Lord. Ill ſend. my Pray'rs with him. » | (Excunt. 


1 FATS FL FS 7 Fs TY Forara: 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


44 dark Cie, in the Middle a great Cauldtm 
burning. 


0 Thunder. E. nter the three Witches. © e 


if Witch. HRICE the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 
LE; 24 Witch. Thrice, and once the | 
hedge Pig whin'd. 
34 WW itch. Harper crys, tis Time, tis Time. 
1 f Witch. Round about the Cauldron go, 
In poiſon d Entrails throw. 
(They march round the Cauldron, and th.ow in the 
Several Ingredients as fer ua ae of their 
, Charm. 
Toad, that under the cold Stone, 
Days and Nights has, thirty One, 
Swelter d Venom ſleeping got; 
Boil thou firſt 7th” charmed Pot. ; 
All. Double, double Toil and Trouble; ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron — ; 
% Watch, 
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1 Witch. Fil et oi a fruny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boi. and bares 
Eye of Newt. and Toe of Frog; 
Wool of Bai, and longue of Dog; 
Adder's Fork, and B. ind worm Sting, 
Lizard's Leg, and Owiet's Wing; 
For a Charm of pow'rful Trouble, 
Like a Heil-broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, TLoil and Trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 5 

3 Witch. Scale of Dragon; Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw and Gulf 
Of the raveing ſalt Sea-ſhark ; | 
Root of Hemlock digg d i' th' Dark; 
Liver of blaipheming Few 3 
Gall of Goat, and flips of Yew, 
Silver'd in the Moon's Eclipſe; 
Noſe ot Turk, and TJartar's Lips; | 
Finger of Birth-ittrangled Babe, 5 


Ditch- delivered by a Drabkz; 
Make the Grewel thick, and ſlab. - 
Add thereto a Tyger's Chawdron, 
For th' Ingredients of our . Cauldron. 
All. Double, double, Toil and Trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Witch. Cool it with a Baboon's Blood, 
'Then the Charm is firm and good. 


| Enter Hecate and other three Witches l 
 Hec. Oh! well done! I commend your Pains 
And every one ſhall ſhare i' th' Gains, , | 
And now about the Cauldron fing { 


9 


Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
1 Mufick and a Song. 
Black Spirits and White, 
Blue Spirits and Grey. 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 

You that mingle may. | 3 2 | 
2 Witch. By the. pricking of my Thumbs | 
Something wicked this way comes 
Open Locks, whoever Knocks. | | 1 8 
F SCENE 


/ 
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8 C ENE II. 
| Enter Macbeth. | 
"Mach. Ho now, you ſecret blackand midnight ng 2 
What is't you dos? 135 g 
All. A Deed without a Name. : 
Mach. I conjure you, by that. which you profeſs, 
How &er you come to know it) anſwer me. | 
Tho you unite the Winds, and let them fight - + ] 
« Againſt the Churches; tho' the yeſty A 1 


Confound and ſwallow Navigation up; 
* Tho' bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees blown down, 
© Tho'-Caftles topple on their Warders ads) . 
* Tho! Palaces aud Pyramids do flope _ 
Their Heads to their Foundations; tho' the Treaſure 
Of Nature's  Germains tumble all together, | 
« Even till Deſtruction ſicken: $21: ee me ; 
To what I ask you. * r 
1/ Witch. Speak. | | 9 
204 Witch: Demand. 
34 Witch. Well anſwer. x 0 
1% Witch. Say, if ch hadft rather bear it tem our 
Mouths: | 
Or from our Maſters? | 
Macb. Call 'em : Let me ſee? em. &, 
1/2 itch. Pour in Sow's Blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greaſe that's ſweaten 
From the Murth'rer's Gibber, . 
Ignto the Flame: Ä 
A Come High or Low: _ 5 
Thy ſeit and Office deftly ſno p. Laue, 
; pparition an armed Head riſes. | 
Mach. 4 me, thou unknown POWer 
1% Witch, He knows thy Thought: 
Hear his Speech, but ſay thou nought. | 
App. Macbeth! Macberb Macbeth ! E. eware Ila. 
dux. — 
Beware the Thane of Fi Fife ---- diſmiſs me enough. 
 TDeleends. 
Macs. What-e' re Miah art, hs thyCood caution Thanks. 
2 ſt harp'd my fear aright, But one Word mote - 


1/4 Witch 
PF Oc Klndied, . nk 
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Mich. He will not be commanded ; here's another 
Kore yon than the firſt. | Thunder. 
| Apparition of 'a bloody Child riſes, 
A499. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth! 
Mach. Had I three Ears, I'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to Scorn 
The Pow'r of Man; For none of Woman born 
Shall harm Macbetb. ..  [Defeends. 
Mach. ThenliveMacduf: What Need 1 fear of * 
But yet ll make Aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a Bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live, 

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lyes; | 

And ſleep in Spight of Thander. (Thunder. 
Apparition of a Child crowned, with a Tree i in 

„ Old ns riſes. » 
What is this, ; 
That rifes like the Iflue of A King, BY 
And wears upon his Baby-brow the Round 
And Top of e * 

All. Liſted, but ſpeak not. | X 

App. Be lion-mettied, —— and take no Care, 
Who Chafes, who Frets, or where Conſpirers are, 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd: be, until 

Great Birnam Wood to Dunſinane s high Hill 
Shall come againſt him. [ Deſcends. 

Mach. That will never be: | 
Who can impreſs the Foreſt,” bid the Tree 
Unſix his earth-bound Root? Sweet Boadments! ot! f 

Rebellious Dead, riſe never till the Wood /. 
Of Birnam riſe; and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall life the Leaſe of Nature, pay his Breath 
To Time and mortal Cuſtom, - Yet my Heart 
Throbs to know one Thing; Tell me, (if your Art. 
Can tell ſo much) ſhall Banquo's Iſſue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom? 
All. Seek to know no more. 

[The Cauldron ſinks into the Givent: 

| Macs. I will be fatisfy'd. Deny me this, 5 

And an eternal Curſe fall on you : Let me know. - 


1 ſinks that Cauldron? : And what Noite is this? 
| ( Hob. 


*. Witch. Shew ! | 
24 Witch 
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24 Witch. Shew! 
34 Werch, Shew! 25 
411, Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like Shadows, ſo depart © | ; 
{Eight Kings appear and paſs over in order, and | 
Banquo /aff, with a Glaſs in his Hand. 
Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banguo; down! 
"Thy crown do's fear mine Eye: ba ls. And thy Hair 
(Thou other Gold bound: brow) is like the firſt —— 
A third, is like the former ---- filthy Hags! © 
Why do you ſhew me this? - A fourth? Start Eye! 
What, will the Line firetch out to th' crack of Doom; - 
Ano: ber yet ?- A ſeventh ! I'll fee ne more 
And yet the Eigth appears, who bears a Glafs, 
Which ſhews.me many more; and ſome 1 tee 
That twofo'd Bails and treble Scepters carry. 
Horrible Sight ! Nay now ee tis true, | 
For the Biood-bolrer'd Bargis ſmiles upon me, 
| 85 po nts at them fer his. What, is this o:? 
Witch. Ay Sir, all this is 0. But why 
| Stall Macbeth thus amazedly ? Bent =; | 
Come Siſters, chear we up nis Sprig! 'ts, | 
And ſhew tie Þeit of our Detights; 7702 3-..f8 
PU Charm the Air to give a Sound © + 
White you perform your Antique round 
That this great King may kindly „ 
8 Qar. Duties did his Welcome pay. Hi Label. 
She Te Witches Dance, and V. aniſh. 
Reach Where are they? Seger — — Let this 9 185 
nicious Hour | + 
Stand ay, zccuried | in the Kalendar. 
Come in. without there? 
Enter Lenox. 
alas What's your Grace's Will? 
Mach. Saw you the wayward Sitters ? 2 
Len. No, my Lord. | 
Mach. Came they not by you ? 
. No indeed. my Lord. 
Mach: Infected be the Air whereon Fn ride, - 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them II did hear: 
The galloping of Horſe. Who was't came by? 
Len. "Tis two or three, my Lord, that bring vou 
Word. Macduf 
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Pos & #7 


Macduff is fled to Edghand: 1 51” Hen 9% 5 


Mach. Fled to England? 
Zen. Ay, my good Lord. 
Macb. Time thou anticipat'ſt my esd Eapbeis: 
The flighty Purpoſe never is o'ertook- 
Unleſs the Deed go with it. From this een | 
Tha very Firſtlin ngs of my Heart :ſhall be [ 
he Firſtlings of my Hand. And even now 


0 To crown my Thoughts with Acts, bet thought and done: 


The Caſtle of Macduff I will ſurprize,” 
Seize upon Fife, give to the Edge d th! Sword: - 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls 


That trace him in his Line. No boaſting like 2 Poa 


This Deed. I'll do before this Purpoſe cool. 
But- no more Sights. Where are theſe Gentlemen ?. 


* bring me where they are. 1 4 akne 
SC E N E . 
Macduff „ Gg. ; 5 4 ; 


| kun La Macuff, ter Sen, and Roſie 4 0 4 

25 Macd. Whathad he Jone, to dh him fly the Land ; 

Rel. Von muſt have patience, Madam. 

L Macd. He had none 5 5 
His flight was Magneſs ; when our Aﬀtions 0 not, 
Our Fears do make us "Traitors. * | 

-Rof You know not, 


Whether it was his Wiſdom, or nis Fear. | 


L Macd.Wildom ? To leave his Wife, to leave his babes, | 


- His Manſion, and 2 Titles, in a Place 


From whence himſelf does fly > He loves us not. 
He wants the natural Toueh; for the poor wie | 
Che moſt diminitive of Birds, will fight, g 
Her young Ones in her Neſt, againſt the Owl : 
All is the Fear, and nothing i is the Love; 
As little is the Wiſdom where the F light” 
So ons againſt all Reaſon. 

Ro/ Deareſt Coufn;”  - 18 
I pray you School yourſelf; but 'for Foy Huiband; 
He's 36h wiſe, — and beſt knows + 


» 


The Fits o th: e I rk Agen farther, 
But cruel are the Times, when we Are Traitors, 
And do not know ourſelves; When we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know! not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 

Each way, aud move. I take my leave of you; . 


Shall not be long but Lil be chere again: , 


Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb opward 
Jo what they were before: wy: Prang Conka, 15 
Bleſſing upon you. Lo „ pr 
L Macds Bather d he is, pho” yet he's Fatherleſs... 
Ro/. Lam fo much a:Fool, ſhould Iftay longer, 
It would be my Diſgrace and your Diſcomfort.- 
I take my Leave at once. Exit Roſſe. 
E Maca. Sirrah, your Father's dead. 
And what will you do: now? How well you re? 
Son. As Birds do, Mother. 
L Macd. What; on Worms and Flies? 
Gon. On what I get, and ſo do they. 
L Macd. Poor Bird. 
Thou'dſt never fear the Net, nor Line, 
The Pit-fall; nor the Gin, , 


* 


Son. Why hoald I, Mother! poor Birds they a are not 


- - ſet for. e 

My Father is not dead, for all your — ty 
L Macd. Ye 13 is dead; how.. wilt * do for. 2 

Father? ä 
Sen, How will“ you do for a Husband? 
L Macd. Why, I can buy me twentv at any Market. 
Son. Then. you'll buy em to ſell again. 


* 


L Maca. Thou ſpeak with all thy * and yeri faith 


With wit enough for thee. | 
Son, Was my Father a brio Mother ? EP 
L Macd. Ay that he was. 

Son. What is a Traitor? 
L Macd, Why one that Swears 2 Lies 
Son. And be all raitors that do ſo? 


FA Macd. Every, one that dora fo is a Traitor, AS} 


muſt be Hang'd. 
Son, und muſt they all be Han W that year and lc? 
Maca. Every one. . 
Len. Who mult eee 2010 6 
L Macd. 
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ot 


If you will take a homely Man's Advice, 


. 
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L Macd. Why, honeſt Men. * 

Son, Then the Lyars and Swearers are Fools; ; for 
there is Lyars and Swearers enow to beat the honeit 
Men, and hang wp them. 

L Maucd. Got help thee, poor Monkey: But how 
wilt thou do for a F ather? 

Sen. It he were dend you'd: weep: for him: If you 
would not, it were a+ good Sign that I ſhould quickly 


have a new Father. . 
L Mord Poor Pratler! 1 how thou talk'ſt? 
E, wer 4 Meerger. yo 


M: 7 at 5 ou, fair Dame, I am not to you known, 


Tho in your State of Honour I am perfect: 


doubt ſome Danger does approach you, nearly. 


Be not found here, hence with, your little ones. 
To fright you thus methinks-I am too Savage! ; * 


To do worſe to you were fell Cruelty, 


Which is too nigh your Perſon, Heav”! Th preſerve you, 

I datesabide. no, longer. 1 . Weer. 
L Mad. Whither ſhould 1119 715 

Ive done, no harm. But remember 1 now 


I'm in this earthly, World, where to do FRAY 


1s 6ften laudable, to do Good ſometime _ 
Acedunted dang'rous Folly, Why then, alas! 
Do I put up that womanly Defence, 


— 


1 fay Tad ard Harm What are beg F ace: I 


Py e Wetter. 5 
Mar.) Where i is your Husband? 1 gY ” 1 
L Macd. I hope in no Place fo augstied 7 


Where uch as thou may ſt find um. ; 


ons 195 a Traytor. 7 vi 
2. Thou 1y'ſt, then e Wain, 
Mar. W a %% 1 Srabling his 
Young” Fry of Tea ery 120 
Son. He as killed me, Nene, 76 | 
Run away,, Pay 5% u. 5 
| DE wit, crying Morder 
FP | Ce SCENE 
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. 
"The King of England's Palace. 
Enter Malcolm and MacdufF. | 
Mal. Let us ſeck out ſome deſolate Shale, and there 
Weep our ſad Boſoms empty. , 
Macd, Let us rather e , 
Hold faſt the mortal Sword; and like 2298 Nen, 
| ranged our downfal Birth-doom : Each new Morn, 
em Widows how!, new Orphans cry, new Sorro's VS . 
Strike Heaven on the Face, that it refounds 
As if it ſelf with Scotland, and Nuke out | 
Like Sy llables of Dolour. | 
Mal. What I believe, I'll wail; © 
What know, believe; and what I can rebel 
As I ſhall find the Time to Friend, F'will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchapce ; 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole Name bliſters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : You have lov'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet; I'm young, but ſomething 
You may diſcern of him thro' me, and Wiſdom «© 
= offer up a weak, poor, innocentLamb, . 3 
peaſè an angry God. e e e PI; 
"XZ I am not ac rous. | 
Mal. But Macbeth is. q | 
A good and virtuous Nature may TIT! = 
In an imperial Charge. I crave your Pardon: | 
That which you are, my Thoug hrs cannot tranſpoſe z 
Angels are bright ſtill, tho the 1 — Fell; 
Tho all Things foul would wear the Brows of Gin, 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill look fo. | 
Macd... I've loſt my Hopes. 
Mal. Perchance ev e Laid Fnd 480 Doubts 
Why in that Rawmneſs left you Wife and Children 
Thoſe preciqus Motives, thoſe ſtrong Knots * Feet | 
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Without Leave- a: 1 
Let not my Jealouſies your Dihonous, 3 5 1 A 
But mine own Safeties . You may be _— juſt, 1 
Whatever I ſhall an.” = 


TC. 
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| Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country! 


Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Baſis fure, - 


For Goodneſs dares not check thee ! Wear thou thy 
ä | : 

His Title is“ affear'd. Fare thee well, Lord: 

J would not be the Vilain that thou think'ſt 


For the whole Space chat's in the Tyran.'s Graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. | | 


Mal. Be not offended ; | 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute Fear of you. 


T think our Country ſinks beneath the Yoak, 


It weeps, it bleeds, and each new Day a Gaſh 

Is added to her Wounds. I think withal, 

There would be Hands up-lifted in my Right: . 

And here from gracious England have I Offer 

Of goodly Thouſands. But for all this, | 
When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's Head, 2 
Or wear it on my Sword, yet my poor Country . 
Shall have more Vices than it had before, 

More Suffer, and more ſundry Ways than ever, 


By him that ſhall ſucceed. 


_ What ſhould he be? _ ke. 
It is my ſelf I mean, in whom I know F 


All the Particulars of Vice fo grafted, BEE 


That when they ſhall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the poor State 
Efteem him as a Lamb, being compar'd 

With my conſineleſs Harms. | 


Macd. Not in the Legions 


Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn'd: 


Jn Ills, to top Macbeth.  ' 


Mal. I grant him bloody, : 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, Imacking of each Sin 
That has a Name. But there's no Bottom, none 
In my Voluptuouſneſs; your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 
The Ciftern of my Luſt; and my Deſire | 
All continent Impediments would o'er-bear 


That did oppoſe my Will. Better Macbeth, Than 


* Aﬀear'd, a Law Term, for conſirm'd. L 


* + This Conference of Malcom wh Macduff is taker 
out of the Chronicles of Scotland. - "I 15 


N 
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Than ſuch an one to reign. 
Macd. Boundleſs Patemperance 1 
In Nature is a Tyranny; it hath been 
Th' untimely Empty ing of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: You may 
Convey your Pleaſures in a ſpacious Plenty, | 
And yet ſeem cold: The JTime yon may ſo boodwink . 
We've willing Dames enough there cannot _ | 
That Vulture in you to:deveur ſo max. © 
As will to.Greaineſs dedicate ans) S296 256! 1 : 


Finding it ſo inclin d-. 5 
Mal. With this, there . „ 2] 
In my molt ill compos A Affecties, * 225965 


A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that were: King | 
J ſhould cut of che Nobles fut ane gi! 
Deſire his. Jewels, and this other's Houſe, . 15 N 
And my More- having would be as a Saw ee n 
To make me hunger more: that Lſhonld * 465 
Quarrels unjnſt againſt the Good. and e wavy 
Deſtroying them for Wealth. FADE 15551 Ages. 44 5 K 
MNacd. This Avarice * 44 1} 
Sticks deeper 5 grows with, more icious: Rook. 
Than Summer-teeming Luſt; and it hath been! 
The Sword of our-flain Rings: Vet do not er. & 
Scotland hath f Foyſons ra tl up your Wd * 
_ Of your Mere own. Aibt} heſSare gortable, © - gn 
With other Graces weigh'd, 1+ | 
Mal. But I have none; the Kiog-becoming, Gees 
As Juſtice, Verity, Temp'rence, Stableneſs, 
Bounty, Perſev'rance, Mercy, Lowlineſs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fartitude 3/ : 
J have no Reliſh, of them, but abound daga ; 
In the Diviſion of each ſeveral Crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I Power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet Milk of Concord into Hell, a 
U proar the univerſal Peace, dann 5 
All Unity on Eartn. | 
Macd. Oh Scotland nen e 
Mal. If ſuch 2 one be fu to govern, Tak bi 1840 8 
1 am as I have Wale. | Wa 
g | Macd. 


+ Play. 5 . is Hoh 
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Macd. Fit to govern! 
No not to live. Oh Nation miſerable x 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody-ſceptred, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy. wholeſome Days again 3 
'Sinee that the trueſt Iſfae of thy Fhrene 
By his own Interdiction ſtands acturſt, 
And do's plaſpheme his Breed? Thy. r al Fathen 
Was à moſt ſainted King; the Queen that ł thee, 
Oftner upon her Knees than on Rer Peet: 
Dy'd every Day ſhe lid. Oh fare thee. wel, 4 
Theſe Evils thou repeat'ſt upon thy H, 4 
Have baniſh'd me from Scheer. re Breath" 
Thy Hope ends he ᷣ rn 8 
Mal. Macduff, this noble Pula bt 89 ©: 2 by | 0 : 
Child of IntEgrityyhath' from, my So 55447 20 
Wip'd the black Sereples, recon Wd: my Thoughts 0 
To thy good Frath and Honour. ' Deviliſh Macb:#2: 
By many of theſe Trains hath. ſought to win me 
Into his Po Vr : And modeſt Wiſdom 1 | 
From over-credulous Haſte ; but God above. LE 
Deal between thee and me for even no-w]· 201171 
I put my ſelf to th Direction, and 21 v4, 
Unſpeak mine on Detraction; here ng 7 
| The Taints and Blames I laid upon my ſelf, 4 
For Strangers to my Nature. I am yet | 
Unknown to Women, never was forfworn, 2 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,. - 
At no Time broke my Faith, would not dene 
The Devil to his Fele , and r 
No leſs in Truth, than Life : My hrſt falſe mu 
Was chis upon my- ſelf; What I truly 
Is thine, and my poor Country's to command: 
Whither indeed, Before thy Here- approach. 
Old Seyavard with ten thouſand warlike Ne 
DP ready at a Point, was ſetting forth 7 
Now we'll together, and the Chance of _— 
Ze like our warranted Quarrel. Way are you ten * 
Macd. Such welcome, and — Things, at 
once, 


= hard to-reconci'e, - 


oy 


FER. 
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0 E NE V. 
Es nter 4 Doctor. 5 3 | 2 
Mal. Well. 5A anon. Comes the Ring forth, 7 
pray vou? | 


Deg: Ay, Sir, there are a Crew. a wretched Souls | 
That ſtay his Cure; their Malady convinces | 
The great Aſſay of Art. But at his Touch, 

Such Sanctity hath Heav'n given ORR © 1 8 

They preſently amend. LBxir 

Mal: Ithank: you, Doctor. Fo 
Macd What's — Diſeaſe ke means „ 
al. Tis call'd the Evil. | 
A moſt miraculous Work in this good I Kin, 
Which often ſince my Here. remain in E . 
T've ſeen him do. How he ſolicits Hear Ws. 
Himſelf bett knows; but ſtrangely · viſited 9 
All ſwoln and ulc'rous, pityſuf to the Eye, 
The mere deſpair of Surgery; he cures ; 

Hanging a golden Stamp about their — ; 

Put on with holy Prayers: And tis ſpoken, 

To the ſucceeding Royalty he lee | 
The healing Benedictiction. With this Rrange Virtoe, 
He hath a heavenly, Gift of Propheey, 1. 

And ſundry Bleſſings. hang about this — 


That al him fall of Grace, vibes 
oo 5. Ca E N * VL 
* e Roſſe. 


Macd. * who comes here! 5 
Mal. My Country- man; but yet I Chow bim not. 


Mac. My ever gentle Couſin, welcome kither. *' - 


Mal. I know him now. Good God, betimes remove 
The Means that makes us eee an 


Ro: Sir, Ann. et Z | 
28 gal Stands Ausland where br 
Raeſſe. Alas poor Country, PH 5 
Almoſt afraid to k it ſelf. It cannot al 


« Be call d our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 


Baut who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: 
There 


a a & & K aa 


The gen'ral-Cauſe 7 Or is 9 a Fee- Grief: 


« Where Sighs and Groans, andShrieKs that rend the Air 
Are mad, not mark d; where violent Sorrow ſeems 
© A modefn Ecſtaſy : The Dead-man's Knell 
« 1s there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom? And good. Mens Lives: 
« Expire before the Flowers in-their Caps, 
« Dyiny, or ere they ficken. 
Macd. Oh Relation! too nice, and yet too true. 
Mal. What's the neweſt Grief? 
| Rojſe. That of an Hour's Age doth hiſs the Speaker, 


Each Minute teems a new one. 


Mac. l. How does my Wiſe? 

Roe. Why, well. 

Macd. And all. my Children * | 

Rofje. Well roo. 

Macd. The Tyrant has not batter d at their Peace ? 
Fals. No, they were well at Peace when 1 ie] leave: 


| 'em. 
Macd. Be not. a Niggard of your Speech How goes it?: 
Ree. When I came hither to traſport the Tidingy 


Which I have heavily born, there ran a.Rumour 


Of many worthy Fellows that were out, 


Which was to my Benef witneſs'd. the rather, þ 


For that I ſaw the Tyrant's Power a- foot; 
Now i is te Time of Help; your Eye in Scotland 
ow:d create Soldiers, and make Women __ 
To \ doff their dire Diffreſſes. | 
Mal. Be't their Comfort EIS WT 
We're coming. thither: Gracious Faeland hath | 


Lent us good. Seyabard and Ten Thouſand Nen:;; 
An older, and a. better Soldier, noge 


That Chriſtendom gives. out. 
Rofje. Would. I could anſwer 


This Comfort with. the like. But I have Words: 


That would. be howil'd out in the defart Air, 


Where hearing ſhould not catch them. 5 


Macd. What? Concern.they , 


Due to. ſome ſingle Breaſt 
Boe. No Mind that's lonelk 


But in it ſhares ſome Wos, though:the main Part: 


Fertain; to von alone. 
4. It 
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Keep! it not from me, quickly let. me have it. 

% Let not your Ears deſpiſe my Tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt Jour | 
"That ever yet they heard. : : 

Macd. Hum! F gueſs RE. 

Ref. Your Cattle is ſurprla 4; your. wife ip Babes. 
Savagely flaoghter'd; to relate the Manner, 
Were on the Quarry of theK. . murthe? Deer 3 
To add the Path of y. 

Mal. Mereiſul Heavn n | 
What Man, ne'er pull your Hat upon. your Brows ; 7 
Give Sorrow Words; the Grief that does not ſpeak. 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught Heart, and bids it break. 

, Macd. My Children too 

Fes 3p fe, Children, Servants,. all that could be 

| and. 
Maed. And J muſt be from thence , wy Wife Kill 
1 85 too? 

Rof. I've aid. gh i 

Aal. Be comſorted. | "iy 
Let's make us Med'cines of gur great Revenge, 
To cure. his deadly Grief, ® 5 

Macd. He has no Children. All 22 pretty Ones 
Did you ſay all? what all? f. 

Mal. Endure it like a Man. 

Macd. I ſhall⸗- 

But I muſt allo feel it as a Man. 

J cannot but rememember ſuch Things were, ö 
That were moſt precious to me: Did Heaven Jook on | 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduf, 
Tbey were all ſtruck for thee & Naught that I am, 
Not for their own. Demerits but for mine 

Fell Slaughter on their Souls: Heaven reſt them now ! 

Mal. Be this the Whetſte ne of your Sword, let Gricf 
Convert to Wrath: Blunt net the Heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could pay the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And b:aggert with my Tongue. But gentle Heaven? 

Cut ſhort ail Intermiſſion: Front 0 Frout, SY 


vp oh Hell kite! what, all? 

What, all my pre ty Chickens, and cheis am, 

At one fell Swoop ? 
Baal. Eudule it, &c, . diſfute. 
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Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland and myſelf 
Within my Swore's length ſet him, if he . 
Then Heaven forgive him too! 
Mal. This Tune goes manly: 
Come, go we to the King, our power 15 150% 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
E ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above . 


Put on their Inſtruments. Receive what Clitar' you: may, 


The. Night is long that never finds the Day, [Zxeunts 


| e 


ACT Vo S CE NE; „I. 


Au Ani chamber in Macbeth”; F-; Caſtle. 
Enter a Doctor of Phy/h ch, and a Gentlewoman: 


Dog: * Have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 


rceive no 1 ruth i in your Neger. When was 

it ſhe laſt Wwalled ? | 
Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have 
ſeen. her riſe from her Bed, throw her Night Gowh Upe- 
on her, unlock her Cloſet, take forth Paper, fold it, 
write upon't, read it, and, afterwards ſeal it, and, 


again return to Bed; yet all this while i in a "xr falt 


Sleep. 
Do#. A great perturbation in Nature! to receive at; 


once the Benefit of Sleep, and do the Effects of  Watch- 


ing. In this ſlumbry Agitation, beſides her Walking 


and other actual Performances, What * ab 19 


have you heard her fay ?- 
Gent. That, Sir, which J will not aſter her. 
4 You may to me, and tis moſt meet you! 
on! * 
. Gent. Neither to you, nor any: one, having no Witt |; 
neſs to confirm m Speech. | 
Enter 12 7 Macbeth avinh 2 Tapers. To AIP 
Leyen Bere ſhe Brow This is her very Guiſe, ** 


upon my Life faſt a ſleep; obſerve her; And. cloſe. 
Do# How came ſhe by that. Light? 
Gent, Mhy, it ſtood by her: She. has light. by - 
continaally; tier command, © * 
Doc. 7 ice her Eyes are * 


. ͤ K —.— 


| 
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' Gene. Ay, but their Senſe is ſhut. 

Dock. What is it ſhe does no. Look how ſhe rubs 
her Hands. 

Gent. It is an e A8 with her, to ſeem 
thus Waſhing her Hands: I have known her to continue 
in this a *Ouar: er of an * 3 

Lady. Vet here's a 8 | | 

D:3. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I ol ſet down. what comes 


from her, to ſaciefy, my Remembrance the more ſtrongly... 
Laa. Out? damned Spot; out I fay =—- one; tu o; 
wby then tis time to 'do't=—Hell is Murky. Fie, my 


Lord, fie, a Soldier, and afraid? What need we fear, 


who. Knows it, when none can call our Power to ac- 
count yet Who would have thought the. old n to 
bave had {o much Blood in him? . 


Doc. Do you mark that? 


Lach. The Thaze of Fife had . 1 


now ? What, will theſe Hands ne'er be clean: No 
more o that, my Lord, no more o that. you marr all 
with farting. 7 

Dog. Go to, 8⁰ to; you have knqwa. what on 
| Hould not. 


Sent. She has ſpoke what ſhe mould not, I am. ſure 


of that : Heaven knows what ſhe has known. 

Taq;. Here's the ſmell of Blood ſtill- All the Per- 
umes po Arabia will nat ſweeten this, little Hand. ONf 
oh! 

D;8. What a gigh is there? The Heart is ſorely charg d. 


en. I would not have ſuch a Heart in my Hon, | 
Fer the Hgnity of the w ole Body. 


Doc. Well, well, well 

Sent. Pray Gall it be, 8 

Doc. This Diſeaſe is beyond my Prafiice: 'Yet 1 
| Have known thoſe which have walk't in. their exp. 
* who havediedholily im their Beds. _ 

Lach. Waſh your. Hands, put. on your Night. .gown, 
look nat. ſo Pale J tell you yet again, Banguo's bu- 
ned he eannot came out of his Grape. 

Dock. Even ſo. | 


Lady. To. Bed, to Bed; there's knocking. at . FM | 


— came, Wa _ e n Tour Hand : 


R "7 * 1 Pe: 2A Ty what" 9 
17 - £4 1 % ; 4 xd 
— 1 2 35 


\ 


„ 220 


The Tragedy) Machern. 61 
what's done, cannot be undone. To Bed, to Bed, to 
Bed. | l Lach. 
Hock. Will the, go now to Bed! ? 
Gent. DireQly. ; 
Doe. Foul whiſp' rings are ee ; „ Needs ; 
Do breed unnat'ral Troubles. Infected Minds 
To their deaf Pillows will diſcharge their Secrets. 
More needs ſhe the Divine than the Phyſcian. 
Good God forgive us all]! Look after her,  —- - 


Remove from her the Means of all Annoyance, - 


| And till keep Eyes upon her ; ſo good night. 


My Mind ſhe'as “ mated, and amaz'd my Sight. 


I think, but dare not ſpeak. 


9 Good TT" a Doctor. 92 ä [Exeurt. 


8 C E N E BE 
A Field with a Wd 6 at + Difance 


Euter Menteth, Cathay,” Angus; Lind: and Soldiers. 


Ment. The Engl Power is near, led on by Mais, 
His Uncle Seward, and the good Macduff.. 
Re venges burn in them; for their dear Cauſes 
+ Would to the bleeding. and the grim Alarm 
„ the mortified. Man. 
. Near Birnam Woad 3 
Sa we well meet them; that Way are they coming: 
Cath. Who knows if Donailbain he with his Brother? 
Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: Tre a File 
Of all the Gentry ; there. is. Seywards San; 
And many ünruff d Youths, that even now. * 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. . 
Ment. What does the Tyrant? ma 
Cath. Great. Dunſinane he EW fortifigs ; 3 
Some Tay he's Mad: Others that lefler hate him 


* 


7 


Do call it valiant Fury; : but for certain, 

He cannot buckle his diſte mper d Cauſe. | hats. 

Within the Belt of Rule. f 8 
Noa do's he feel 2 m_— 

GE ecret Murthers ſticking on his Hands; EE” Now 


e, or ſubduc d. 
4 his Line omitted in all but: the ff Edition in Folio. 
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New minutely, Revolts upbraid his Faith breach; 
Thoſe he commands, move only in Command, 
Nothing in love; now does he feel his Title 
Fang looſe about him, like a. Giants Robe 
Upon a dwarfiff Thief. 
Mont. Who then ſhall blame. 
His peſter d Senſes to recoyl, and ſtare, 
When all that is within hirn does condemn 
© elf, for being hene? 
'Gath. Well, march we rs 2 
To give Obedience where 'tis truly ow: 
Meet we the Medicine of the ſickly Weal, 
And with him, r we, in our Coun s purge, 
Each drop fre ad OP 8 
Lien. Or ſo much as it needs, | 
To dew the Sovereign Flower, aud drown the Weeds. 


Make we our Mares towards n. * tuns, 
89 II. 
2 © Duane. 


Enter Macbeth, Dockur, ne; Antendants, 


- Maeb. Bring me ng more Reports, let them fly all';- 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunſinane, 
I cannot taint with Fear. What's the Boy Malcolme * 
Was he not born of Woman! Spirits that know 
All mortal Confeq uences, have pronounced ft 
« Fear not Macbeth, no Man that's bora of Word 
Shall eber have Power upon thee. Fly falſe Thy 
And mingle with the Egli Epicures. . 

The Mind I ſway by, and the Heart I bear, 

Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear, 

Eater d Servant, 

The Devil Amn the black, thou cream fad Leung 
Where got'ſt thou that Gaoſe-look? WM 

Ser. There are ten thouſand e ee 
Mach. Geeſe, VillinZ > Wy boo 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 

Mach. Go, prick thy Face, and over- tt thy Fear, 
Foo itt * What Salaten, Patch pda 


n 


Ez 7 


© 


75 


+ ” 
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Death of thy Soul! thoſe Linnen Cheeks of thine | 
Are Counſellors to Fear. What Soldiers, Wheyface? 
Ser. The Eugliſs Force, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mach. Take thy Face hence———Seyzon —1 2 am ſick. 
24 "at Heart. 
When T behold Septen I fay 1 this Puſh 
Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. © 
I have liv'd long enough: My way of Life 
Is fall'n into the'Sear, the yellow Leaf: 
« And that which ſhould accompany old Age, 
As Honour, Love, Obedience, Troops of Friends, 
J muſt not look to have; but in their ſtead, 
« Curſes not loud but deep, Mouth-honour, Breath, 


Which the poor Heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


Enter Seyton. | 
Sey. What is your gracious Pleaſure ? 
Mach. What News more; 
Sey. All is confirm'd, my Lord, which was reported. 
. PH fight, till from my Bones my Fleſh is hackt, 


Give me my Armour. 


Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
Mach. I'll put ton; | 
Send out more Horſes, kirre the: 1 round, 
Hang thoſe that talk of Fear. Give me mine Armour. 


How does your Patient; Doctor? 


De. Not ſo ſick, my Lord, 
As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming N er . 


That keep her from her Reſt. 


Mach. Cure her of that: | 
« Canſt thou not miniſter to Minds diſeaſed; 
* Pluck from the Memory à rooted — 


„Raze out the written Troubles of the Brain; 


« And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote, 
«« Cleanſe the full Boſome of that perilous fluff 


„ Which weighs — TY ps 0% 


Dog: Therein the Patent 11 


Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. on bi 


Mach. Throw Phyſick to: that beg _ none of i it 


Come, put my Armour on, give me my Staff. 
Seyten, fend out Doctor, the Thanes fly Evi ing 
Come, Sir, diſpatch If thou -eouldſt, Om caſt 


The "WA ter of my Land, find her Diſcaſe, a7 „ And 


| 12 * it to a ſound and priſtine Health, 
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64 Te Trabi of Mach rn. 


I would applaud thee to the very Echo, Es 
That ſhould applaud: again. Pul't off, I 3 — 
What Ruburb, Senna, or what purgative Drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Engl % hence ? hear'ſt thou of them? 
Dea. Ay, my good Lord; s Real 8 a 
Makces üs hear ſomething 
Mach. Briug it after me; 
T will not be afraid of Death and 86 
l I ill Birnam Foreſt come to Dusſinaue. je 
VDoct. Were I from \Dunfmane away, and clear, 


Profit * ſhould hardly draw me E. xeunt. 
SCENE. IV. . 
| | Birnam Nod 


Eater 1 Seyward, Macduff Sr Son, 
Menteth, Cathneſs, Aagus, ang OR" maui 2 


M Couſin, I kope the Days are near at Hand. 
That Chambers will be ſafe. _. 

Ment,” We deut it nothing: 

Sey. What Wood is this before us 2 

Ment. The Wood of. Birnamm. 

Ma Let every Soldier hew him down a: Bough. 
And bear't before hin; thereby ſhall we ſhadow _ 
The Numbers of our ns aud make Pre 12 


Err in Report of us. 


Sold. It ſhall be done. 

Seyw. We learn no — but the confident Tyrant 
Keeps ſilk in Dunſinane, and will endure | 
Our ſetting down before t. 

Mal. Lis his main Hope: 


For where there is Ad vantage to be given, 


Both more and leſs hath giyen him the Revolt 3. 
And none ſerve with him but ene T Re 
. Witoſe, Hearts are ahſent too. 


Macd. + Let our juſt. Cenſures — 


Attend the true Rvent, and ou we on. 


nne ſoldierſhip. _ | Lejws 


* Set our "oF Genfures wo . 1 


* 
„ „ 
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. The Tragedy of MaczzrTn. 65 
Seyro. The time approaches, * 7 

That will with due Deciſion make us know 

What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe: 

Thought ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate, 


But certain Iſſue, ſtrokes muſt arbitrate. | \ 
Towards which, advance the War. 1 weunt nt marching: 


8 C EN E V. 
| © Dunſmuane.. | 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers 507 D Be and 
Colours. 
J - Math. Hang aut our Banners on the outward Walls 


The cry is ul, they: come : Our Caſtles Strength _ 
Will langh a Siege to ſcorn. Here let them lie, 
Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: 5 
Were they not reinforced with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, Beard to Beard, 
And beat them backward Home. What is that Noise; 
[4 cry within of Womens 
Sey. It is the. Cry. of Women; my good Lord. 
Mach. I have almoft forgot the taſte of Fears : 
The time has been, my Senſes would have cool'd | 
To hear a Shriek, and my fell of Hair 
Would at a diſmal Treatife rouze, and ir PLS 
As Life were in't. I have ſupt full with Horrors, 
Direneſs familiar to- my flaughterous Thoughts 
Cannot once ſtart me. ' Wherefore was that Cry | a. 
Sey. The 9 is. dead. | 
Mach. She ſhould have dy 4 hereafter 3. 
There would have been a time for ſuch a Word, 
« Tomorrow, and to-morrow, and to morrow 
« Creeps in this petty Pace from Day to Day, 
« To the laſt Syllable of recorded Time; 
“% And all our Yeſterdays have lighted Fools _ 
« The Way to + duſty Death. Out, out, brief Candle f 
“Life's but a walks Shadow, a poor Player, 
That firuts and frets his Hour upon the Stage, 
6 8 then is heard no more ! It i is a T ale g | 
Told 


t for ret we 4. 
+ dufly Death. 


66 The Tragedy of Mack RETN. 
« Told "ub an Ideot, full of; Sound and F y, 

* Signifying nothing! 

op Evter.. a Meſſenger. 

Thou com'ſt to. uſe thy Tongue: IT hy. e quickly. 

Nef, My gracious Lord, 

1 ſhould report that which 1 foy Low, * 

But know bot how @ do't., | 

Mach.” Well, ſay it, Bir. E 
Meß. As 1 did fland.my watch upon the Hitl, 

I look d. toward Birnam, and anon methoughe 
The Wood began to move. 

. Mach, Liar, and Slave! {Striking hin. 

Be e/. Let me endure your wich, it be not ſac 

Within this three Mile you may ſee it erging! ? 
I fay, a moving Grove. 

Mags... If che ſpeak'ſt falſe, * LE 

Upon the next Tree ſhalt thou WY alive 
5 TH Famine cling thee : If thy Speech be ſooth, 

care not if thou doſt for me as much 

I pull in Reſolution, and begin 
To doubt th Equiyocation of the bien, 

That lies like Truth, _ * Fear not, till Birnam Wood 
Do come to Dun/inane,” and now a Wood | 
Comes towards Dunſinane. Arm, arm, and out ! 

If this which he avouches do's appear, | 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here ; ö 

I gin to be weary of the Sun, 7. 
«© And with the State d'th' World were now undone. E 

« Ring the alarm Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 

At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our Baek. Eau, Bu 


| TS CEN E VI. 
TY ffir Dunſnhane. 5 
Eater Valeolme, Seyward, Macduff, ard the 


Army, with Boughs, , _ 
Mal. Nou near enough : you 1 Screen; throy 


| down, Or 
And ſhew like thoſe you. are. You (worthy Vac) I ſh 
Shall with my Couſin, your right noble Son, By 
Lead our firſt Battle. Brave Macduff and we | dee 
ny take upon' 5 what elſe remains to da, Acc An 


bim. 


veun!. 


We Tragedy. 7 Manny: 4 


According to our Order. 
Seryau. Fare you well: 


Let us but find the Tyrant's Power Tonight, | 


Let us be beaten, if we cannet fight. 
Macd. Ns all our Trumpets Ipeak, Sire them all 
Breat ; 
Thoſe clam rous Harbingers of Blood and Death. {Exe. 


Jang cant, 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mack. , They'ye ty'd me to a Stake, I cannot 1. 5 
But Bear-like 7 Hul fight n orſe. What's he 
That was not horn of Woman 4 Fubh a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 1 La 
Euter. 0g n „ 
155 80. What Sch Nie Name 7.” NETS "PE PR 
Mach. Thou'lt be afraid" to hear it.” A 


Name 


Than any is in Hell. 
Mach. My Name's e 


Po, Sep The Devil himſelf could not rene, 
wie 1 
More hateful to mine Ear. eee dre 20 11 
Mach, No, nor more Farfit. 
""_ ra Thou lyeſt adbored | Tyre with my 
wor 
Tl prove che Lye thou 7 90 tech e 
Eh, and ' young Seyward*s in. 
Mach, Thou waſt born US Woman; * F * 
But Swords I {mile at, Wea pets Ops laugh to'Scorn, 
Brandiſh'd by Man that's of a Woman born. 31 al, 
Alarums... Enter Macduff. 
Maca. That Way the Noiſe is: Tyrant "OR thy Face, 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no Stroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ill. 


5. Seyw. N 05 SOR. thou alt x agar A bottle 


J cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe Arms 1 


Are hir'd to bear their Staves: Or thou Machelbß, 

Or elſe my Sword With an unbatter'd Edge 

1 ſheath again undeeded. There thou fuld ſt de | 
By this great Clatter, one of greateſt Note 
Seems bruited, Let me ans him, Fortune! 3 


And more I beg Wea ture $90 Exil. _ Moran. 


* 


8 Tie age 'of Macnr rn. 


Euter Malcolm and Sey war. 
Seyab. This Way, my Lord, the Caſtle's gently ren 
der'd: 

The Tyrant's People on both ſides as fight. 
The Me Manes do bravely in the War, 
The Day almoſt itſelf profeſſes yours. 
And litt tle is to do. 0 
Mal. We've met with Foes. 


* 


That ſtrike beſide us. q 
Sew, Enter, Sir, the Caſtle. | [Boron ae 
8 GE NE VII. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Why ſhould I play the . Fool, and die 
DS mine own Sword ? Wü 1 ſee lives, the Gaſhes 
D better upon them. Pay. | 
3 To him, enter Macduff 
1 Macd. Turn Hell-Hound, turn. 

e Of all Men elſe I have avoided thive 

thee back, my Soul is too auch clinrp' 

2 blood of thine already. 

Macd. I've no Words, | 
My Voice is in my Sword-! thou bloodier FRE 
Than Terms can give thee ut. [Ft. Alarun 

Mach. Thou loſeſt Labour, 

As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant Air + 
With thy keen Sword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Tet fall * Blade no vulnerable Creſts 
I bear a charmed Life, which mult not 33 
Jo one of Woman born. | 


Macd. Deſpair thy Charm ö 
* let the Angel whom thou ſtill bat OY 15 | 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his Mother” 8 Womb ; | 
Urtimely rip'd. | 


Mach. e be Met Totals that tell me fo 2 7 Ha 
For it hath cow . my better Part of Man: * I w 
And be'theſe jugling Fiends no more believ'd, MK An 

| The alter with us in à double Senſe; 1 PRES 3 
That ar + "the Ward of Promiſe! to our Far, An 
And break it to our Hope, I'll not fight with thee, „„ 
Macd, Then yeild thee, Coward, | Thi 


And live to be the Shew, and _ oth Tithe.” "We'll 80 ( 


N- 


am. 


e' 


Te Tragedy of Macs. * 


We'll have thee, as our rarer Monſters are, 
Painted upon a Fole, and under-writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. | 
Macb. F'1l not yield ; 
To kiſs the Ground before young Malabn' s F cet, 


And to be baited by the Rabbles Curſe: 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dun/mane, 


And thou oppos d, being of no Woman born: 
Yet I will try the laſt. Before my Body, 
I throw my warlike Sheid. Lay on Made, 


And damn d be he, tat * cries hold, enough. 


- [Ex xeunt fighting, Alarums 


- SCENE VIII. 


Retreat *. Flor N. Enter with Drum ** 1 Mal- 
colm, Sey ward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 4 
Mal. I would the Friends we miſs were ſafe arriv'd 
Sexzv. Some muſt g off: And yet by theſe I ſee, 
So great a Day as this is cheaply bought. | 
Mal. Mackduff is miſſing, and your noble Son. 
Roſe. Your Son, my Lord, has paid a Soldier's 
| (1 D! 3 
He only liv'd but tilbd he x was. 5 Man, | 
The which no ſooner had his Prow'ſs confirm 4. 
In the unſhrinking Station where he fought: 
But like a Man he dy'd: : 
Sc. Then is he ead? 
Roſe. Ay, and brought off the Field: Four Caufe 
of Sorrow 


| Muſt not be meaſur d. by his, 6, agen, fr then 


It hath no End. 
Seay, Had he his Hurts te ? 
Se. Ay, on the Front. 72 
Seyw. Why then, Gocks Soldier be he 
Had J as many Song as T have Hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer Death: 
And ſo his Knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. He's worth more Seen, 45 


\ 
* 


And that I'll fpend for him, i 5 


Seyæv. He's worth no Ade 75 21 


They ſay he parted well, and paid his Score, 
So God be with him. Here comes newer Comfort. 


50 The Tragedy of Macst Tn. 
Enter Macduf with Macbeth's Head. 

Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art. Behold, where 

ſtands 

Th' Uſurper's curſed Head; the Time is free: - 

I ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, 

That ſpeak my Salutation in their Minds: 

W hoſe Voices I defire aloud 11 mine. 

Hail King of Scotland! 

All. Hail King of Scotland? | Trg 
Mal. We fhall not ſpend a large Expence of Time, 
Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, | 
And make us even with you. Thanes and Kinſmen 

Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In fuch an Honour nam d. at's more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the Time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends · abroad 

That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, - 
Producing forth the-cruel Miniſters 

Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
(Who, as*tis thought, by ſelf and violent Hands 
Took off her Life; } this, and what needful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of + Heaven, 
We will perform in Meaſure, Time and Place; > 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to {cc us crown d at Ker 
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7 be je Following 3 is the Muſic as Lei 2 
in the Tragedy of MEACBETH., I 


Mus1c in. the Second ACT. 
Set by Mr. LEVERTDGE., 


Enter ſeveral Witches. 
| fe Mitch. @QPEARK, Siſter—is the Deed: done? 
Long ago, long ago; 
Above twelve Glaſſes ſince have run; 
d. Ill Deeds are ſeldom flow, 

Or ee but following Crimes on former wait, 
4th. The worſt of Creatures faſteſt propagate. 
Many more Murders muſt this one enſue ; 

Dread Horrors fill abound, 
And ev'ry Place ſurround, 
As if in Death were found 
Propagation too. ; 
2d. He muſt! 
34, He ſhall! ; 

If. He will ſpill much more Blood, 

And become worſe to make his Title good; 

Cho. He will, he will ſpill much more Blood, 

And become worſe, to make his TY good. 
1/7, Now let's dance. 
2d. Agreed. 

34. Agreed. 
4th; Agreed, 
All. Agreed. 


Cho. We ſhould rejoice when good Kings. bleed. 


When Cattle die about, about we go; *. 
When Lightning, and dread Thunder, 5 
Rend ſtubborn Rocks in ſunder, 

And fill the World with Wonder, 

5 What ſhould 1 we do? hs. 

= 7 Cho, 
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l. Redd we ſhou'd rejoice. 
When Winds and Waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the Mountains tareing, 
And Monarchs die GWE: 
What ſhou'd we do? 
Cho. Es — we ſhould e 
if Kiel have a Dance ahhh the Heath, 
We gain more Life by Duncan's Death ; 
2d. Sometimes like brinded Cats we ſhew, 
Having no Muſick but our Mew, 
To which we dance in ſome old Mill, 
Upon the Hopper, Stone or Wheel; 
To ſome old Saw or bardiſh Rhime, 
Che. Where {ſtil the Mill-clack does keep time. 
IL | 
Sometimes about a hollow Tree, 
Around, around; around dance we ; 
Thither the chirping Crickets come; 
And Beetles ſing in drowſy.Hum : | 
Sometimes we dance-o'er Ferns or Furs, 
To Howls of Wolves, or Barks of Curs; 
Or if with none of theſe-we meet, 


8 Ch. We dance to th Echoes of our Feet. 


-. Che. At the Night Ravens difmal Vols, 


When others tremble we rejoice, 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we ftill, 
To th* Echoes from a hollow Hill, LE xeunt.. 


. MUSIC 


Mvusrc m a Third! ACT. 


Enter Hecats: Se. 
Spirits in the Clouds call. 


Spi. Fierate, EHurate come away 
Hee. Hark, hark, I'm call'd 
My little merry airy Spirit ſee, 
Sits in a foggy Cloud and waits for me. 
Spi. Hecate, Hecate, | 
Thy chirping Voice I hear, 
So pleaſing to my Ear, 
At which I Poſt away, 
With all the Speed I may, 
Where's. Puckle? 
Hi. Here. 
Hec. Where's Stradling? 
=o Here; : | 
And Hopper too, and Helhway too. 
We want but you, we want but you. 
3 Hoc. Come away, come away, make up th account. 
Verſ. With new fall'n due, 
From Church- yard N 
„ -T will but noint and then I'll mount. 
| Now Pm furniſhed for my Flight 
Symphony whilſt Hecate places in the Machine. 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin my fweet Spirit and I, 
© what a- dainty Pleaſure's this, 
To fail in the Air 
When the Moon ſhines fai, 
To ſing, to dance, to toy and kiſs. 


Mt. 


Over Hills and miſty Fountains ; 

Over Steeples, Tow'rs and Turrets, 

We fly. by Night mongſt troops of Spirits 
Cho. re" fly by VER "monglt troops of Spirits 


[Exit. 


ACT 


Over Woods, high Rocks, and Mountains; 


— —— — 


* 


A C T the Fourth. 


| = Muſic at the Cauldron. 
Enter Hecate, and all the Witches. 


75. Black Spirits and white, 
24. -. -Red Spirits and gray 
2 Voices. Mingle, mingle, mingle you that mingle 
3d. Tiffin, Tiffin > 4m, 
_ Keep it ſtiffin. 0 
4th. Fire drake Pucky 
Make it lucky. 
5th, Liard Robin 
You muſt bob in. 


Cho. Ra; around, around, 1 la, 
All III come running in, all 985 out. 


* 4s Here's the blood of a Batt. 
Hie. O, put in that. 8 
2d. Here's Lizards Brain. 5 
Hec. Put in a Grain g 
34. Here's juice of Toad, 
419+ Here's oy] of Adder, 
Which will make the Charm grow madder. 
The, To add to theſe and raiſe a pois nous Stench 
Here heres three Ounces; ; of a red haired 
Wench, 
Che Round, around, . ad about, 


All Il come N in, all * TP out, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 

The Duke of Venice. f 
Brabantio, @ Magnifico, Father zoDeſdemona | 
Gratiano, His Brother. | | 
 Lodovico, their Kinſman. 
| Senators. 
Othello the Moor, General of the Army in ( 
Cyprus. | 
Caſſio. his Lieutenant-General. 
Iago, Siandard-bearer to !he Moor; a Pi llain, 
Rodorigo, a fooliſh Gentleman, that follows 


the Moor in hopes to cuckold him. 
Montano, the Moor”s Predeceſſor in the Go. 
vernment of Cyprus. | . 
Clown, Servant to the Moor. = 
Dfficers, e N "mat 
x Herald. | Wy 


WO ME N. 


Deſdemona, Bag e o Blabantio, and Wise 
#0 tbe Moor. a! N 


{> „ 
Emilia, Wife to Ingo. {< N . 


Bianca, Caſſio's Wench. K 3 ED : 
Allendants. a . 7 
8 ; SW : Wo 
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Enter lago and Rodorigo. 


Us H; Never tell me, I take it 
much unkindly, i 

| That thou who haft had my Purſe, 

| As iftheStrings were thine, ſnould ſt 

== Eno of this. 
g. But you'll not hear me. 

It ever I did dre of ſuch a matter, abhor me. | 
Rod. Thou toldft me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
lag. Deſpite me if I'do not: The greary ones of the 

CRF. -- 

[n perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, by 

Oft capt to him; and by the Faith of Man, 7 

I know my Price, I'm worth no worſe a Place. 


But he as loving his own Pride and Purpoſes, 


Evades them, with a bombaſt Circumſtance, NO 
= es 2 . 9 Horribl7 


6 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


Horribly ſtuſt with E pithets of War; 

And in concluſion, 

Non-ſuits my Mediators ; certes (ays he )) 

I have already choſe my Officer, and what was he? 

Forſooth a great Arithmetician, _ 

One Michael Caffe, a Florentine, - | 

A Fellow almoſt damg'd in a fair Wile, 

That never ſet a Squa*'ron in the Field, 

Nor the Diviſion of a Battle knows, 

— ore than a Spinſter, but the beokiſh Theorick, 
Wherein the tongued Conſuls can propoſe 

As maſterly as he: Mere Prattle without Practice 

Js all his Soldierſhip he had the Election, 

And I, Of whom his Eyes have ſeen the Proof, 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on ot her Grounds, 

Chriſtian and Heathen, muſt be led and calm'd 

Ey Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Caker : 

te (in good time) mutt his Lieutenant be, | 

And i, God bleſs the Mark?! his Moorſhip's Antient. 
Rod. By Heaven I rather would have been his Hanz 

man. 

Lag. But there's no Remedy, 

5 i is the Curſe of Service; 

Preferment goes by Leiter and Affection, 

And not by old Gradation, where each ſecond 

Stood Heir to the frſt. | | 

Now Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 

if I in any juft Term, am afſign'd 

To lere the Mocr? | 

Pod. I would not follow him then, 

Tag. O Sir, content you,. 5 


— 


I ſoliow him to ſerve my turn upon 151 3 


We cannot all be Mafers, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd; You ſtall mark 
Many a dutecus and Knee-crooking . 
That (doating on his own obſequious Bondage) 
Wears out his Time much like his Maſter's Aſs, 

For nought but Provender, and when he's old calhier's: 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. 
Others there are, 

Who trim'd in Forms and Viſages of Duty, | 
Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelves, 
And throwing but ſhews of Service on their Lords, 


/ 
Lg 
8 r 
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Well thrive by them; 
And when they have lin'd their Coats, 
Do themſelves Homage. 


Theſe Folks have ſome Soul, 


And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Z 


In following him, I follow but my ſe A 
Heaven is my Judge, S,. 
For Love and Duty, but ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end. 


For when my outward Action doth demonſtrate \ 


The native Act and Fi bigure of my Heart, 


In Compliment extern, 'tis not long after, 
But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
For Daws to peck at- | 
I am not what I ſeem, 
Red. What a full Fortune has the thick Lips owe, 
If * can carry her thus? 
Call up her Father, 


Rauf him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 
Proclaim him in the Streets, incenſe her Kinſmen; 


And tho' he in a fertile Climars dwell, 


Plague him with Flies: tho' that his Joy be Joy, 


Yet throw ſuch Changes of Vexation on't,. 


As it may loſe ſome Colour, 


Red. Here is her Father's Houſe, Pl call aloud. - 
Jag. Do with like timorous Accent, and dire Yell, 


As when by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. 


Rod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantis, ho! 4 
Tag. Awake, what ho, Brabantia, 56 


Thieves, Thieves! 
Looloto your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 


| Thieves, Thieves ! I Brabantio at a Window. 


Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible Summons ? * 
What is the matter there? 

Rod. Seignior, is your Family within? 

Iag. Are all Doors lockt? 

Br. 2. Why, wherefore afk you this? | 

lag. Sir you are robb'd, for ſhame put on your Gown; 
Your Heart is burſt, you have loſt half your Soul 3 


Even now, even very. now, an old black Ram 5 
5 8 
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Is tupping your white Ee; ariſe, ariſe, | 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, (I ſay. 
Or elſe the Devil will make a Grandſire of you: Ariſe, 
Bra. What have you loft your Wits ? | 
Nod. Moſt reverend Seignior, doyou know my Voice? 
Bra. Not I, what are you ? — 
Rod. My Name is Nedorigo. 
Bra. The worſe welcome; 
J have charg d thee not to haunt abu ny Doors: 


In honeſt pla inneſs thou haſt heard me ay 


My Daughter's not for thee; and now in Madneſs, 
Being full of Supper, and diſtempering Drapghts, 
Upon malicious Bravery, arg: thou. come | 


Jo ſtart my quiet? 


Red. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
Bra. But thou moſt needs be ſure | 
My Spirit and my Place have in their Powers 
To make this bitter to thee. 
Rod, Patience. gc od Sir. 
| Bra. What tell' thou me of Robbing ? This i is Venice 
Xſy Houſe is no Grange. ; 
- Red. Moſt grave Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure Soul I come to you. - 
Tag. Sir you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve 


Gad, if the Devil bid yon. Becauſe we come to do you 


Service, you think we are Ruffians: You'll have your 
Daughter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe; you'll have 


your Nephews neigh to you; you'il have Courſer: fer 
Couſins, and Gennets ſor Germans. 1 


Bra. What prophane Wieteh art thou? 

Jag. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
Daughter and the Moor are no making the Eeaſt with 
two Backs. 

Bra. Thou art a Villain. 

Lag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer, I know thee en 


Rod. Sir, | will anſwer any thing: But I beſeech you, 


If't be your Pleaſure, and moſt wiſe Conſent, 
{As partly I find it is) that your fair Daughter 


At this odd Even, and dell Watch o'th Night, 


Tranſported with no worſe nor better Guard, 
But with a Knave af Hire, a Gundelier, 
To 


[. - $f 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice. 9g 


To the groſs Claſps of a lacivious Moor : 

If this be known to you, and your Allowance, - 
We then have done you bold and faucy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke; Do not believe. 
That from the Senſe of all Civility, - 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your, Daughter (if you have not given her leave, 
I ſay again) hath made a groſs revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit and Fortunes, 

To an extravagant and wheelling Stranger, 


| Of here, and every where: Straight ſatisfy your felt ; 


If ſhe be in her Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the State, 
For thus deluding you. 1 5 
Bra. Strike on the Tinder, Ho: RE 
Give mea Taper, —— call up all the People 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 


| Belief of it oppreſſes me already; 


Light I ay, Light. ROOTS | 

Jag. Farewel, for I muſt leave you; 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſame to my Place, 
To be produc'd (as if I ſtay I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor ; for I do know the State 
(However this may gall him with ſome Check) 
Cannot with Safety caſt him: For he's imbark'd, 
With ſuch loud Reaſon, to the Cyprus Wars, 
(Which even now ſtand in AR) that for their Souls, 
Another of his Fathom, they have none | 
To lead their Buſineſs ; in which Regard, 
'Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 
Yet for Neceſſity of preſent Life, 
[.muft ſhew out a Flag, and Sign of Love, 


Which is indeed butSign) that you may ſurely find him, 


Lead to the Sagitary.the raiſed Search, 
And there will I be with him. So farewel. | 
Enter Brabantio in his Night-goxvn, aud Servants, 

' -. auith Torches, 

Bra. It is too true an Evil, gone ſhe is, 

And what's to come of my deſpiied Time, 
Is nought but bi:terneſs. Now Rodorigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her? 3 unhappy Girl! 
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to Orbello, the Moor of Venice. 
With the Moor, fay'ſt thou? who would be a Father? 


Hew didfi thoe know *twas ſhe? O ſhe deceives me 


Paſt 'Thought--- wiat faid ſhe to you ? get more Tapers--- 


Raiſe all' my Kindred, Are they married think you ? 
' Rad. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. O Heaven, how Bot we out? O Treaſon of 

my Blood / 

Fathers, from hence, truſt not your Daughters Minds, 

By what you ſee them act: are there not Charms 

By which the Property of Youth and Maidhood 

May be abus'd ? how you rvt read, Eats 

Of ſome ſuch thing: 

Nod. Yes Sir; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my Brothers. O would you had had her, 
Some one way, ſome another---do you know - 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rox. T*think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 

Bra, Pray you lead on, at every Houſe I'll call, 

J may command at moſt : # oy Weapons ho, 

And raiſe fome ſpecial Officers of Might: : 
On, good Rodorigo, I'il deſerve your [Exeunt. 
Enter Othello, Jago. and Attendants with Torches. 

Lago. Tho' in the Trade of War I have ſlain Men, 
Yet do I hold it very Stuff o' th! Conſcience, | 
To do no contriv'd Murder; I lack Iniquity 
Sometimes to do me Service: nine or ten times 
I thought to have e him _ 
Under the Ribs. 

3 'Tis better as 2 | 

g. Nay, but he pa | 

Ard Joke ſuch n = revoking Terms 
Againſt yourHonour, thatwith the little Godlineſs I have, 
J did full hard forbear him: But I pray Sir, 
Are you faſt married; For be ſure of this, 
That the Magnifico is much beloved, 
And hath in his Effect, a Voice potential, 
As double as the Duke's : he wilt divorce you, 


Or put upon you what Reſtraint, or. Grievance, 


Lhe Law (with all his Pn: to . K 1288 
Will give him Cable. 
"ws Let him do his * 


* 
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My Services which I have done the Seignory, 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
(Which when I know that Boaſting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate). I fetch Life and Being 
From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
May ſpeak unbonnetted to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd ; for know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle De/demona, 
I would not my unhouſed free Condition, 
Put into Circumſcription and Confine 
For the Seas Worth. N 
But look what Lights come yonder? 
Enter Caſſio wvith Lights, Officers and Torches. 
lag. Thoſe are the raiſed Father and his Friends. 


You were beſt go in. 


O:h. Not I, I muſt be found. 


My Parts, my Tit'e, and my perfect Soul, 


Shall manifeſt me rightiy ; is it they? 

Jag. By Janus, I think no. 

07. The Servants' of the Duke, and my Lieutenant, 
The Goodneſs of the Night 1 857 you (F riendt) 


What is the News? 


Caſ. The Duke does greet you (General) 
And he requires your Haſte, Poſt haſte eee 
Even on the Inſtant. 

Otb. What is the matter, think you 2 

Caf. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine, 


Tt is a Buſineſs of ſome Heat ; the Galleys 


Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very Night at one another's Heels: 
And many of the Conſuls rais d and met, 


Are at the Dulce's already; you have been hotly call'd for, - 


When being not at your Lodging to be found, 


The Senate ſent above three leveral Quetts 


'To ſearch you our. © OH 


Oth. Twas well I am found by you, (you. 


J will but jpend a Word here in the Hou, and go wich 
Caſ. Antient, what makes he here? EA Oth. 


Jag. Faith he to night bath boarded aL ad Carrac; 


If. it prove lawful Prize, he's mate fort” tr, 
Caf.: l do not 3 
tag. He's married. 8 
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12 Othello, the Moor i 4 enice. 


Caj. To whom? 
lag. Marry to Come Captain, willy you go 7 
Enter Othello. 
Otb. Have with you. 
Caſ. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, and others avith Lights and 
Weapons. 


lag. It is en General be advis d, 


He comes to bad intent. 


Oth. Hollo, ſtand there. 
Rod. Seignior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They draw. 
Tag. You Rodorigo, come Sir, I am for you. | 
Otb. Keep up your brighs Swords, for the Dew wall 
ruſt them ; 
Good Seignior, you ſhall more command with Years. 
Than with your Weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul Thief, here bag chou Row'd my 
Daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt kane her ; 
For I'll refer me to all things of Senſe, | 
(If ſhe in Chains of Magick were not bound) 


Whether a Maid fo tender, fair, and happy, , 


So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhun'd 

The wealthy curied Darlings of our Nation, 

Would ever have (to mcur a general Mock) 

Run from her Gardage tothe ſooty Boſom 

Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear not to deliglit? 
Judge me the World if tis not groſs in Senſe, 

T — thou haſt practic'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth with Drugs or pen 

That weaken Motion: | Il hav't diſputed on 5, 

'T'is probable and palpable to thinking; 

I therefore apprehend and do at:achithee, 

For an abaſer of the World, a PraQtiſer 

Of Aris inhibited, and out of Warrant. 

Lay hold up*% him; if he do weſt. 

Sub. due him at his Peril. > 

Otb. Lid tur Hands, 
Boch of m. e hclining and the reſt: 
Were jt my ue to Eght, I ſhonld have own it 


9 Prompter; weve will you I 80 


i 


< 
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To bring me to him ? 


In this time of the Night? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle Cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 


| Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


To anſwer this your Charge ? 

Bra. To Priſon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courſe of direct vue 
Call thee to anſwer. 

Oth. What if.I obey? _ 
How may the Duke be therewich 3 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Upon ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State, 


Officer. True, moſt worthy Seignior, 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
Tam ſure is ſent for, 

Bra. How ! the Duke in Council? 


Or any of my Brothers of the State, | 
Cannot but feel this Wrong, as *twere their own. 
For if ſuch, Actions may have Paſſage free, 
Bondſlaves and aue mall our Stateſmen be. 
[ Exeunt. 
Dukes and $ enators, ft at a Table, with Lights, and 
Attendants 5 

Dake. There is no Compoſition in the News 
That gives them Credit. 

1 Sena. Indeed they are diſproportioned ; 


My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 


Du, And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But tho they jump not on a juſt account, 
(As in theſe Caſes, where they aim Reports, 
Tis oft with Difference) yet they all confirm 


A Turkifo Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus, 


Du. Nay, it is poſſible enough to em: 
I do not fo ſecure me in the Error, 


But the main Article 1 do approve 


In fearful Senſe. 
Sailor auithin. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 
Enter a Sailor. 
Officer. A Meſſenger from the Galleys. 
Du. Now——what's the Buſine's ? 
Sailor. The Turkiſh Preparation makes for Rades, 
So was I bid report here to the State. 
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14 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


Du. How ſay you by this change? ? 
1 Sen. This cannot be by no ailay of Reaſon.. 
Tis a Pageant, 
To keep us in falfe gaze: when we conſider 
The Importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; 
And let ourſelves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Tur than Rhodes, 
So may he with more fertile Qgeſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th' abilities 
That RHades is dreſt in; ift we make thought of this,. 
We maſt not think the Turk is ſo unskillful, 
To leave that lateſt which concerns him firſt ; ; 
NegleQing an Attempt of eaſe and gain, 
To wake, and wage a Danger profitleſs. - 
Du. Nay, in all Confidence, he's not for * 
Offic. Here is more News. 
| Enter a ſecond Me efſenger. 
. Meſ. The Ottomites, Reverend and Gracious, 
x Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
| Have there enjoin'd them with an after Fleet. 
1 Sen. Ay, fo I thought ; how many, as you gueſs ?. 
Me. Of zo Sail, and now they do reſtem 
Their backward courſe, bearing with frank Appearance. 
Their Purpoſes towards Cyprus. Seignior Mentano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, : 
With his free Duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Da. * Vis certain then for Cyprus; 
Marcus Luccicos is he not in Towp ? * 
1 Sera. He's now in Florence. ; 
Da. Write from us to him, poſt haſte diſpatch. 
1 Sena. Here comes Brabant and the valiant Moor. 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roder go, Iago, Caſſio, and 
Oſicers. 
Du. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ = 
| Againſt the general Enemy Ottcman. ». 
I did rot ſee you, welcome gentle, Seignior, 
We lackt your Councel, and your Help to u'ght. 
Bra. So did I yours, good your Grace pardon me: 
Neither my Place, nor ought I heard of Buſineſs 


Hath rais'd me from my Bed, nor doth the. General 
| 4 1 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. 1 : 


Take hold of me; for mx particular Grief 
Is of ſo floodgate and o'er-bearing nature, 
That it englvts and ſwaliows other Sorrows, 
And yet is fill itſelf. 

Du. Why what's the matter? 

Bra. My Daughter, O my Daughter ! 

Sen. Dead! Foe 

Bra. Ay to me: „ 

She is abus'd, fto!n from me and corrupted, 

By Spells and Medicines bought of Mountebanks : | 
For Nature fo prepoſterouſly to err, | * 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe) 

Sans Witchcraft could not... 

Da. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiFd your Daughter of herſelf, 
And you of her, the Bloody Book of Law 
You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter Letter, 

After your own ſenſe: tho' our proper Son 

Stood in your Action. | 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace; 
Here is the Man, this Moor, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 

Hath hither brought. 8 

All. We are very ſorry for't. EE | 
Du. What in your own part can you ſay to this? 

Bra. Nothing but this is fo. | 

Orth. Moſt potent, grave and reverend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approved good Maſters : 

That I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 

It is molt true: true, I have married ber; 

The very head and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my Speech, 
And little bieſt with the ſoft phraſe of Peace; 

For fince theſe Arms of mine had teven years pith, 
Till now ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt action in the tented Field; 

And little of this great World can I ſpeak, 

More than peftains to feats of Broils, and Battail. 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my Cauſe, * 

In ſpeaking of myſelf ; yet by your patience, + 


I will a round unvarniſh'd Tale deliver, 
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Of my whole courſe of Love, what Drugs, what Charms, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magick, 
(For ſuch proceeding am I charg'd withal) 
I won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden never bold, 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſht at it ſe!f ; and ſhe in ſpite of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on — 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and. moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs, Perfection ſo could err 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out practices of cunning Hell, c 
Why this ſhould be. - I therefore vouch again, 
That_with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Or with ſome. Dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 
Du. 'To vouch this is no proof, 
Without more certain and more over teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits, and poor likelibcods 
Of modern ſeeming do prefer againſt him, 
1 Sen. But Ozhelh ſpeak, 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes, | 
Subdue and poiſon this young Maid's affeQtions. ? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair * 
As Soul to Soul affordeth ? 
Oh. I beſeech you, 
Send ſor the Lady to the ley, 5 
And let her {peak of me before her Father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The Truſt, the Office I do hold of you,. . 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. ws | 
Du. Fetch Deſdemona hither. _ [Exit Iago. 


And till ſhe come, as truly as to Heaven 
I do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 
So juſily to your grave Ears III preſent, 
How I did thrive in this fair Wt 8 1 
And ſhe in mine. 
Da. Say it, Othello, + 
Ot. Her Father lov'd me, of invited me, 
- Still 
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Orb. Antient, conduct them, you knew belt the place; ; 
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Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, | 

From Year to Year, the Battles, Sieges, Fortunes 

That I have paſt, 9 | 

I ran it thro' even from my boyiſh Days 

To th' very Moment that he bad me tell it: 

Wherein I ſpake of moſt difaſtrous Chances, 

Of moving Accidents, by Flood and Field ; - 

Of hair-breadth Scapes i'th' imminent deadly Bread; 

Of being taken by the inſolent Foe, ; 

And ſold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 

And Portance in my Travels Hiſtorß: | 

Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Deſarts wild, 3 

Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whoſe Heads touch 

Heaven, | | 

It was my Hint to ſpeak, ſach was the Proceſs: 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eat; 

The Anthropophagi, and Men whoſe Heads 

Do grow beneath their. Shoulders; theſe to hear, 

Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline. | 

But ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her thence, 

Which ever as ſhe would with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy Ear 

Devour up my Diſcourſe. Which J obſerving, 

'To:k once a pliant Hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a Prayer of earneſt Heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinctively. I did conſent, 

And often did beguile her of her Tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 

That my Vouth ſuffered. My Story being done, 

She gave me lor my Pains a World of Sighs ; 

She ſwore in faith twas ſtrange, twas paſſing ſirange 3 

' Twas pitiful, twas wondrous pitiſu. | 

She wiſht ſhe had not heard it——yet ſhe wiſht 

That Heaven had made her ſuch aMan---ſhe thanked me 

And bad me if I had a Friend that loved-her, , 

I ſhould but teach him how tell my Story, 

And that would woe her. On this heat I ipake : 

She lov'd me for the Dangers I had paſt, 

And I lov'd her that ſhe did pity them; 

This only is the Witchcraft J have us'd: ns 
ere 
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Here comes the Lady, 
Let her witne it. 3 3 
Euler Deſdemona, Tago, and the ref. 
Du. I think this Tale would win my Daughter too 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the reſt. 
Men to their broken Weapons rather uſe, | | 
Than their bare Hands 
Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak. h 
Tf ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the Wooer,. 
Deſtruction on my Head, if my bad Blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs: 
Do you perceive in all this noble Company, 
Where you moit ewe Obedience? | 
De/. Noble Father, | 
I do perceive here a divided Duty ; - + 
To you T'am bound for Life and Education; 
My Life and' Educatiou both do learn me 
How to reſpect you, you are the Lord of Duty, 
J am hitherto your Daughter, But here's myLHusband.; 
And fo much Duty as my Mother ſhewed 
To you, preferring you before her Father, 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor my Lord. = 
Bra. God be with you, I ha' done: 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs, 
had rather to adopt a Child than get it; 
JJ Moors * + 
I here do give thee that with all my Heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with my Heart 
I would keep from thee. For your ſake, Jewel, 
I am glad at Soul, I have no other Child; _ 
For thy Eſcape would teach my Tyranny, F 
To hang Clogs on em. I have done my Lord. 
Du. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf, and lay a Sentence, 
Which like a Griſe or Step may help theſe Lovers 
Into your Favour ol | 5 . 
When Remedies are paſt, the Griefs are ended, 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on Hopes depended. 
To mourn a Miſchief that is pait and gon, 
Is the next way to draw new Miſchief on: 
What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, 
Patience lier Injury a Mockery makes. 5 
* 8 - 
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The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief; 
He robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleis Grief. 
Bra. So let the Turks of Cyprus us beguile, 
We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile; _ 
He bears the Sentence well that nothing bears, 
But the free Comfort, which thence he hears - 
But he bears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pray Grief, muſt of poor Patience borrow. 
Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, | | 
Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivceal : 
But Words are Words, I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd Heart was pierced thro' the Ear. 
I humbly beſeech you proceed to the Affairs of the State. 
Dua. The Turk with a moſt mighty Preparation makes 
for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the Place is beſt 
known to you; and tho' we have there a Subſtitute of 
molt allowed Sufficiency, yet Opinion, a moſt ſovereign 
3 Miſtreſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe Voice on you: 
You muſt therefore be content to ſlubber the Gloſs of 
your new Fortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſ- 
terous Expedition. | 
O:h. The Tyrant Cuſtom, moſt grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel Conch of War, 
My thrice-driven Bed of- Down : I do agnize, 
A natural and prompt Alacrity | 
I find in Hardneſs, and do rtake 
This preſent War againſt the Ortomites. 
Moſt aumbly therefore, bending to your State, 
I crave fit Diſpoſition for my Wile, ; 
Due Reverence of - Flace and Exhibition, 
With ſuch Accommodation and Beſort, 
As levels with her Breeding. 
e, Du. Why at her Father's. 
Bra. I will not have it ſo. 
Othb. Nor I. | | | 
Def. Nor would I there reſide, 1 
To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious Ear, 
And let me find a Charter in your Voice, 
T' aſſiſt my Simplenes —  - . 
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Du. What would you De/demona?— © 
Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right Vielence, and Storm of Fortunes 
May trumpet to the World: my Heart's ſubdued, 
Even to the very Quality of my Lord: | 
I ſaw Ozhelle's Viſage in his Mind, 
And to his Honours and his valiant Parts 
Did I My Soul and Fortunes conſecrate. 
So that, dear Lords, if E be left behind 2105 
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for which I love him, are bereft me, 
And I a heavy Interim ſhall ſupport | 
By his dear Abſence; let me go with him, e 
Oth. Your Voice, Lords: beieech you let her Will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not © 
To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite, 
Nor to comply with Heat, the young affects 
In my defun& and proper Satisfaction. 
But to be free and bounteous to her Mind: . 
And Heaven defend your good Souls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great Buſineſs ſcant, ' 


Of feather'd Capid foil with wanton Dulneſs, 
My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtruments, 
That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Buſineſs, 
Let Huſwives make a Skellet of my Helm; 
And all indign and baſe Adverſaries | 
Make Head againſt my Eftimation. 
Du. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Or for her ſtay or going; the Affair cries Haſte; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer, you muſt hence to Night? 
Def. To Night, my Lord, to Night? 5 
Orth. With all my Heart. e 3 
Du. At Nine i'th' Morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome Officer behind, 8 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you, 
And ſuch things elſe of Quality and Reſpect 
As doth import you. 
0. Pleaſe your Grace, my Antient, 
uA Man he is of Honeſty and Truſt) 
| To his Conveyance I aſſign my Wife, 8 4 
Fa "It 


When ſhe was with me ;---no, when light-wing'd Toys 
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With what. elſe needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 


Da. Let it be ſo. 

Good night to every one; and noble Seignior, 8 
If Virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 

Your Son in-Law, is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen. Adieu brave Moor, aſe De/demona well. 
Bra. Look to her Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to ſee, 
She has deceiv'd her Father and may thee. [Ex. 
Oth, My Life upon her Faith. Honeſt Jago, 

My De/demona muſt I leave to thee; 

1 prithee let thy Wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the beſt Advantage. 

Come De/demona, I have but an Hour 1 
Of Love, of wordly Matter and Direction, | 1 
Jo ſpeak with thee : we mult obey the Time. | if 

| 


Rod. Lago. | [Excunt Moor and Del. 
Tag. What ſayſt thou noble Heart ? 


Rod,” What will I do, think'f thou? 

Jag. Why go to Bed and fleep, 

Red. I will incoatinently drown myſelf. 

ag. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. 

Why thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a. Preſcription to die, when Death is 
our Phyſician. 

lag. O villainous, I ha' louk'd upon the World for 
tour times ſeven Years, and fince J could diſtinguiſh 
between a Benefit and an Injury, I never found a Man 
that knew how-to love himſeif; ere I would fay I 
would drown myſelf for the love of a Ginny Hen, I 
would change my Humanity with a Baboon. 

Rod. What ſhould I do? I confeſs it is my Shame to 
be ſo fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 

lag. Virtue, a fig, 'tis in+ ourſelves, that we are 
thus, or thus ; our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which 
our Wills are Gardeners. So that it we will plant Net- 
tles, or fuw Lettices, tet Hyſſop, and weed up "Thyme : 
lapply it with one Gender ot Herbs or diſtract it with 1 
many ; either have it ſterile with Idleneſs or manur'd N 
with Induſtry: ws tho the oO and corrigible Authority 
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of this, lies in our Will. If the Ballance of our Lives 
had not one Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Sen- 
ſuality, the Blood and Baſeneſs of ouf Natures would 
conduct us to moſt prepoſterous Concluſions, But we 
have reaſon to cool our raging | Motions, our carnal 
Stings, our unbitted Luſts; whereof 1 take * that you 
call Love, to be a Sect, or Syon. ®© 


Rod. It cannot be. 
| Jag. It is merely a Luſt of the Blood, and a Per- 


miſſion of the Will: Come, be a Man; drown thy 
ſelf? . drown Cats and blind Puppies : I have profeſt me 
thy Friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving with 
Cables of perdurable Toughneſs; I cou'd never better 
ſteed thee than now. Put Money in thy Purſe; tollow 
thou theſe Wars, defeat thy Favour with an uſurp'd 
Beard; I ſay, put Money in thy Purſe. It cannot be 


that Becdemoa ſhould long continue her Love to the 


Moor put Money in thy Purſe — nor he his to her; 
it was a violent Commencement in her, and thou ſhalt 
fee an anſwerabie Sequeitratior——bur' pur Money in 
thy Purſe. —— Thee Moors are changeable in their 
Fill thy Purſe with Money. The Food 
that to ink now 15s as luſcious as Locuits, ſhall ihort 
be as bitter as Coloquin'ida:; She muſt change for 
Youth; when ſhe is jated with his Body, fhe will find 
the Errors of her Choice Therefore put Money 
in thy Purſe. If thou wilt needs damn thy felf, do 
it a more delicate way than drowning. Make all the 
Money thou cant. If Sanctimony, and a frail Vow, 
betwixt an erring Barbarian, and a ſuper;uvtle Venetian, 


be not too hard for my Wits, and all the Tribe of 


Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her; theretore make Money 
A pox of drowning thy ſelf, 'tis clean out of - the 
way; ſeek thou rather to be hang'd in compaſing 
thy | Joy, than to be drowned, and go without her. 
Rod. Wilt thou be ale to > my Hopes, if I end on 
the Iſſue? 
l hog art fure a Me =— go, make Money 
I have told thee often, and I retell thee again, and again, 
I hate the Moor. My Cauſe is hearted, thine has no 
leſs Reaſon. Let us be conjunctive in our Revenge a- 


gainſt him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thy 
ſelf 
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kel a Pleaſure, me a Sport. There are many Events in 
the Womb of Time, which will be delivered. Tra- 
verſe, go, provide thy Money, we will have more of 
this to-morrow, adieu. 
Nod. Where ſhall we meet i'th' Morning ? 2 
lag. At my Lodging, 
Nod. VIl be with thee betimes. 
Tag. Go to, farewel : do you hear Rodorigo i ? 
Rod. What ſay yeu ?. 
Tag. No more ef drowning, do you hear? 
Rod. I am chang'd, I'll go ſell all my Land. [Ex.Rod. 
lag. Thus do I ever. make my Fool my Purle : 
For I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I ſhould Time expend with ſuch a Swain, 
But for my Sport and Profit : I hate the Meor, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my Sheets _ 
H'as done my Office; I know not if't be true. 
But I, for meer Suſpicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for Surety : he holds me well 
The better ſhall my Purpoſe work on him. 
Ca//io's a proper Man, let me ſee now, 
To get this Place, and to plume up my Will, 
A double Knavery——how, how, —— let's ee 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's Ear, 


That he is too familiar with his Wife —— 


He hath a Perſon, and a ſmooth Diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected, fram'd to make Women falie 

'The Moor 1s of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo: 

And will as tenderly be led by the Noſe as Aſſes are - 

I have't — it is ingender' d——Hell and Night 

Maſt RY this monſtrous Birth to the World': Light. 
[Exit, 


ACTH SCENE 1. 


Enter Montano, Goveracy of Cyprus, with tuo other 
| Gentlemen. 
Mos. "HAT from the Cape can you diſcern 
at Sea ? 
I Gee. Nothing at all, it is as high-wrought Flood, 


Foam 
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I cannot *twixt the Heavens in the Main 
Deſcry a Sail. 
Mon. Methinks the Wind hath poke aloud at t Land 
A fuller Blaſt neer ſhook our Battlements: 
If it hath ruffian'd ſo vpon the Sea, | | 
What Ribs of Oak, when the huge Mountains melt, 
Can hold the Morties 3 ? What ſhall we hear of this ? 
2 Cent. A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet: 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming Shore, 
The chiding Billows ſeem to pelt the Clouds 
The Wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Maia, 
Seems to caſt” Water on che burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th'ever fired ar, 
I never did like Moleſtration'view - + 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mon. If that the Turkih Fleet DEP 
Be not inſhelter'd, and embayed, they : are drown'd, 
It i is impoſſible to bear it out. | 


ER S 
* | nter 2 third Gentleman. | 


3 Gen. Ne ews, Lords, our Wars are done : 
The deſperate Tempett hath fo bany'd the Tor ns 
That their Deſignment haults. - 

Another Ship of Veniſfſe 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wrack and Sufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. i 

Mon, How, is this true ? 

3 Gen. The Ship is here put in: 

A Veroneſſo, Michael Cato, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor O:bells, 7: 
Is come on ſnore ;. the Moor himſelf at Sea, 

And is in ſull Commiſſion here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad owt, 'tis a worthy Governor. 

3 Gent. But this fame Caſſio tho he ſpeak of Comfort 
Touching the Turk; Loſs, yet he looks ſadly, | 

And prays the Moor be ſafe, for r were __ 
With foul and violent Lempeſt. 4 

Mor. Pray Heavens he be: 
For 1 have ferv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier; Lets to the Sea- ide, J 
As well to fee the Veſſel that's come in 


"As to e out our Eyes for brave Othellos, 
47, Even 
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Even till we make the Main and th' Aerial Blue 
An indiſtinct regard. 
3 Gent. Come let's do ſo, 
For every Minute is Expectancy 
Of more Arrivance, 
| Enter Caſo. 
Ca/. Thanks to the Valiant of this wariike Ifte, 
That ſo approve the Moor: O let the Heavens 
Give him Defence againſt the Elements, : 
For I have loft him on a dangerous Sea, , 
Man. Is he well ſhipt ? | „ 
Caf. His Bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd Allowance; 
Therefore my Hopes (not ſurfeited to Death) 
Stand in bold Cure, =D 
| Enter a Me Nerger. 
Meſ. A Sail, a ſail, a ſail. = 
Caſ. What Noile ? ? 
Gent, The Town is empty, on the Bre o'th* Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry a Sail. 
Caf. * Hopes do ape him for the AF ps 
[A Shot. 
Gent. They do diſcharge their Shot of n,; 
Our Friends at leaſt. Eo 
Cui. I pray you, Sir, go 1 
And give us truth, who tis that. is arriv d. 
2 Gent. # Hall. (Evie 
My. Put. good n is your General wiy'd ? 
Cal. No# fortunate] y, he hath atchiev'da Maid, 
That paragans Deſcription and wild Fame : X 
One char ecels, the Quirks of blazoning Pens 3 
And iu the efteatial Veiture of Creation, 
Does bo al Excellency o— 


| Enter a Gentleman. 
_ How now, who has put in? 
Ca/. Tis one Jago, Antient to the General. 
He has had moſt favourable and happy Speed: 
Tempetts them{elves, high Seas, and howvling Winds, 
The gutter'd Rocke, and congregated Sands, 
(Traitors eniteep'd, to clog the guiltleſs Keel) 
As having ſenſe of _ do oni | 
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Their common Natures, letting ſafe go by 
The divine Deſdemona. 

Mon. What is wth ? 4 | 

Caf. She that I our great Captain's tain 
Left in the 8 bold 2 . 4 12 85 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our Thoughts 

A ſennight's ſpeed Great Fove, Orhelh guard, 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 
That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
And ſwiftly come to Deſdemona's Arms, | 

Give renew'd Fire | 

To our extinguiſh'd Spirits ; 

And bring all Cyprus Comfort. ——— | 
| [ Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Rodorigo, 

O behold ! 

The Riches of the Ships is come on ſhore. 

Ye Men of Cyprus, let us have your Knees : 

Hail to thee Lady: and the Grace of Heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 7 
Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Caſio, 

What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? ? 

Caf. He it not yet arrived, nor know I ought, 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 

- Def. O but J fear how loſt you Company? 
Ca / The great Contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark! a Sail!“ 

[Within] A Sail! a Sail! | 
Gen. They give this Greeting to the Citadel: 
This likewiſe is a Friend. 

Caf. See for the News: 

Good Antient, you are welcome. Welcome Mitre 
Let it not gall: your Patience, good lago, 

That I extend my Manners.” "Tis my Breeding | 
That gives me this bold ſhew of Courteſy. 

Tas. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, | 
As of her Tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

Def. Alas ! ſhe has no Speech. 
. In faith, too much ; 
I nud it fill, for when I ha' leave to 


Marry, before your. Ladyſhip I grant, 


- She 


Lin 
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She puts her Tongue a little in her Heart, 

And. chides with Thinking. 

Em, You: have little Cauſe to fay ſo. 
lag. Come on, come on; you 're Pictures out of 
Doors, 

Bells in your Parlors, wild Cats in your Kitchins, 

Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offended, 

Players in your Houte-wifery, and Houſe-wifes in your 
Deſ. O fy upon thee, Slanderer. Beds. 
lag. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Turk ; 

You "if to play, and go to Bed to work. 

Em. You ſhall not mote. mY Praiſe, 
Tag. No, let me not. | 
De/. What wouldſt chen write of me, 

If thou ſhouldſt praiſe me? 

Iag. O gentle Lady, do vot aan me to't 


For I am nothing, if not critical. 


De/. Come, one aſſay —- there's one gone to the Har- 
Lag. Ay, Madam. {bouny 
Def. I am not merry, but I do beguile 
The Thing I am, by ſeeming otherwiſe: 
co how wouldit thou praiſe me? 

Tag. I am about it; but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 
out Brains and all. But my Muſe labours, and chus ſhe 
is deliver'd : ; 

1F ſhe be for Je \ aviſe; Frm and Wi ts 
The one's far uſe, thiother uſeth it. 
Def. Well prais'd : how if-ſhe be black and witty ? 
lag. 7 be be black; and thereto have a Nit; 
She'll ind a (White that full her et A 
De, Worſe and worſe. 
Em. How if fair and fooliſm? . 
Iag. She never yet wwas fooli/h, HA WAS fair, 
For even her Folly helpt her to an Heir. | 
 De/. Theſe are old fond | Paradoxes, to make Fools 
laugh YH? Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou 
for her that's foul and fooliſh? | 
Iag. There's none fo foul, and fooliſh thereto, 
But does foul Pranks, cinch fair and wife ones do 
Def. O heavy Ignorance I thou praiſe## the worſt beſt. 
But what Praiſe couldit thou beſtow en a deſerving Wo- 
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man indeed ? one, that in the Authority of her Merit, did 
juſt put on the Vouch of very Malice it ſelf. 
Iag. She that was tver fair, and newer proud, 
Had Tongue at Will, and yet was nter loud,” 
Newer lackt Gold, and never yet Tent gay, 1 
Tled from ber Wiſh, and yet ſaid, noto I may: . 
She that when anger d, her Revenge being nigh,” L 
Bade her Wrong ſtay, alf ber B. A fry * = 
She that in Wiſdom never auas fo frail, © 
To change the Cod's head ſor the 8 almen's-Tail : 
She that could think, and ne er diſchſe her Mind, 
See Suitors following and not look behind ; © 
She was a Wight, (iff 4 ever Jach a ws Were 8 
Def. To do what? 
Tag. To ſuckle Fools, and chrvnicle ſriall Boer 
De/. O moſt lame and impotent Concluſion !- 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, tho he be thy Husband 
How ſay you Caſſio, is he not a moſt 5 870 and libera] 
Counſellor ? 
Caf. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh him 
more in the Soldier than the Scholar. 
Tag. Afide.] He takes her by the palm: Ay; Wel 
nid hiſper with as little a Web as this, will! 
enſnare as great a Fly as Casto. Ay, ſmile upon her, 
do — 1 will cateh. thee in thine-own Courtſhip.” You 
ſay true, tis ſo indeed. If ſuch Tricks as theſe 
ſtrip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had been better 
you had not kiſs'd your three Fingers ſo oft, which now 
again, you are moſt apt to play the Sir in. "Very good 
well kiſt and excellent Courteſy=— tis ſo indeed 
yet again your Fingers to your Lips? would they 
Were Ag K for your ſake —? ent — 
The Moor, I know his "Trumpet. og” 
Ca. Tis truly fo.” 
Deſ. Let's meet him and receive bim. 
Caf. Lo, where he comes. 
4 Enter Othello and Attendants 
Oh. O my fair Warrior! 81 . 
Deſ. My dear O. f 
Oth. It gives me wonder} great as my Content, 
To ſee you here before me. My'Soul's Joy, 
Af after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 1 | 
ay 
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May the Winds blow till they have waken'd Death, 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas, 
Olympus high, and duck again as low ö; 
As Hell's from Heaven; it I were now to die, 
Twere now to be moſt happy, for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content to abſolute, 
That not another Comfort like to this 
Sacceeds in unknown Fate 

Def. The Heavens for bid. 
But that our Loves and Comforts ſhould increaſe, 
Even as our Days do grow. © | 
. Othi Amen to that, iweet Powers: 
I cannot ſpeak. enough of this Content, 
It ſtops me here, it is too much of Joy : 


And this, and this, the greateſt Diſcord be, [ Kifing ber. 


That e'er.our Hearts ſhould make. 
Lag. O, you are well-tun'd now, 
But I'll let down the Peg that makes this Muſick, 
As honeſt as.I amy .. - = | [Ade 
Oth. Come, let's to the Caſtle: * | 
Now Friends, our Wars are done, the Tu4s are drown'd. 
How to our old Acquaintance of this Ifle ? 
Honey, you ſhall be well defur'd in. Cyprus; 


J have found great Love amongſt them: O my Sweet, 


I pratile out of Faſhion, and I dote 

In mine ow-]n Comforts: prithee, good Jago, 

Go to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers; 

Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadel- 

He is a good one, and his Worthineſs FE 
Does challenge much Reſpect. Come De/demona,. 


Once more well met at Cyprus. ¶Exeunt. 


Lag. Do you meet me preſer tly at the Harbour: come 
thither, it thou beeſt valiant; as they ſay, baſe Men be- 
ing in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, . 


more than is native to them 


liſt me, the Lieutenant 


to Night watches on the Court of Guard: firſt I muſt 


tell thee this, Deſdemona is directly in love with him. 
Red. With him! why tis not impoſſible. 


lag. Lay thy Fingers thus, and let thy Soul be in- 
ſtructed: mark me with what Violence ſhe firſt lovd 
the Moor, but for bragging, and teiling her fantaſtical 


db 


Lies; and will ſhe love him {till for 18 let not 
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what Delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the Devil? When 
the Blood is made dull with the Act of Sport, there 
ſhould be a Game to enflame it, and to give Satiety a 
freſh Appetite, Lovelineſs in Favour, Sympathy in 
Years, Manners, and Beauties; all which the Moor is 
defective in: now for. want of theſe requird Conveni- 
ences, her delicate Tenderneſs will find it ſelf abus'd 
begin to heave the Gorge, diſreliſn and abhor the 
Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in it, and compel 
her to ſome ſecond Choice. Now Sir, this granted, (as 
it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd Poſition) who ſtands 


ſo. eminent in the Degree of this Fortune, as Cao 


does? a Knave very yoluble, no farther conſcionable 
than in putting on the mere Form of civil and human 
Seeming, for the better compaſling of his ſalt and moſt 
hidden looſe Aﬀections : A ſlippery and ſubtle Knave, a 
finder of occaſions ; that has an Eye, can ſtamp and 
counterfeit Advantages, tho true Advantage never pre- 
ſent it ſelf: A devilih Knave | Beſides, the Knave is 
handſome, young, and hath all thoſe Requiſites in him 
that Folly and green Minds look after. A peſtilent com- 
pleat Knave, and the Woman hath found him already. 
Rod. cannot believe that of her, ſhe's full of - moſt 


bleſt Condition. 


Tag. Bleſt, figs-end; the Wine ſhe drinks is made of 


Grapes : if ſhe had been bleſt, ſhe would never have 
lov'd the Moor: Bleſt Pudding! Did thou not ſee her 
paddle with the Palm of his Hand? didſt not mark that? 
Rod. Ves, but that was but Courteſy, 
Lag. Lechery, by this Hand; an index and obſcure 
Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foul I houghts: they 


met ſo near with their Lips, that their Breaths embrac'd 


together. Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when theſe 
Mutualities ſo marſhal the way; Hard at Hand comes 
the Maſter, and main Exerciſe the incorporate Conclu- 


ſion. Piſn— But Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have 


brought you from Venice; wach you to night, for the 
Command III lay it upon you. Cafio knows you not, 
FH not be far from you: do you fiud ſome occaſion to 
anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too e e FIT 


thy diſereet Heart think it. Her Eye muſt be fed, and 
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Diſcipline, or frem/what other Courſe you pleaſe, which 
the time ſhall more favourably miniſter. 7 
Rod. Well. - | | 

lag. Sir, he is raſh, and very ſudden in Choler, and 
haply may ſtrike at yo: provoke him that he may; for 
even out of that, will I cauſe thoſe of Cyprus to mutiny, 
whoſe Qualifications ſhall come into no true Taſte again, 
but by diſplanting of Cao. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 
Journey to your Deſires, by the means I ſhall then have 


to prefer them, and the Impediments moſt profitably re- 


mov'd, without which there was no Expectation of our 
Proſperit . . OT 5 
Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any Op- 
portunity. „ier $1 1 . 
Lag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cita- 
del: I muſt fetch his Neceſſaries aſhore. Farewel. 


Kad. Adieu. [Exit. 


Jag. That Caffi loves her, I do well believe; 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt and of great Credit: 


| The Moor, howbe't that J endure him not, 


Js of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, 

And I dare think he'}l prove to De/Zemona 

A moit dear Husband : now I love her too, 
Not out of ablolute Luft, (tho peradventure 

I ſtand Accomp:ant for as great a din) 

But partly let to diet my Revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the lulty Moor 

Hath leap'd into my Seat, the thoaght whereof 
Doth like a poiſonous Mineral gnaw my inwards 5 
And uothing can, nor ſhall content my Soul, 
Till Jam even'd with him, Wife for Wife: 
Or failing ſo, yet that J put the Moor, | 

At leaſt, into a jealouſy fo ſtrong, 


That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 


If this poor Traſh of Venice, whom I trace, 
For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 


I' have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, 


Abuſe him to the Moor, in the right garb, 
(For I fear Ca/F», with my night- cap too) 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 


And 
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And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 
Even to madneſs'; "tis here; but yet confuſs d: 


I 
Knavery” s plain Face is never ſeen till us'd. Js © 
Enter Othello's Herald, reading à Proclamation. 1 
It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant General, 
that upon certain tydings now arrived, importing the u 
mere perdition of the Turſiſb Fleet, evety Man put him. 
ſelf into triumph, ſome to dance, ſome to make Bone. 
fires, each Man to what ſports and revels his mind leads 
bim; for beſides this beneficial News, it is the celebra. 
tion of his Nuptials: So much was his pleaſure ſhould W 
be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is fuli 
liberty of feaſting, from this preſent Hour of five, til! 
the Bell hath toll'd eleven. Heaven bleſs the = of 
Cyprus, and our noble General Othello. 
Enter Othello, Caſſio, and Deſdemona. 
Otb. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to Night; 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable flop, 
Not to out-ſport diſcretion. 
Caf. Tags hath direction what to do: 
But notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
Will Look to it. 
Oth. Iago is moſt honeſt. 
Michael good night, to morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech w th you. Come my dear Love, 
The Purchaſe made, the Fruits are to enſue, 
Ihat Profit's yet to come twixt me and you. | 
Good' night. | [Ex. Och. and Deſd. 
Enter 1e 
Caf. Welcome Jago, we mult to the Watch. 
Lag. Not this Hour, Lieutenant, tis not yet ten a 
Clock: our General caſt us thus early for the love of his 
Deſdemona, whom let us not therefore blame: he hath 
not yet made the wanton night with her; and ſhe is 
ſport for Jove. 
Ca. She is a moſt exquiſite Lady. 
Jag. And I'll warrant her full of game. 
Caſ. Indeed ſhe is a moſt freſh and Gelicate Creature. 
Tag. What an Eye ſhe has; 
Methinks it ſounds a parley to Provecation. | _ 
Caf. An inviting Eye, and yet methinks right modeſt. F; 


| go POINT ©» B&s = hs 


En IS 


Jag. And when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an Alarm to Love:! 
Caſ. She is indeed Perſection. | Tag. 
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Jag. Well, happineſs to the Sheets come Lieute- 
nant, I have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without is a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants that would fain have a mea- 

ſure to the health of black Oshello. | 

Caſ. Not to night, good Jago: I have very poor and 
unhappy Brains for drinking: I could well wiſh Courteſy 
would, invent ſome other Cuſtom of enterteinment. 

: Tag. O they are our Fri nds, but one Cup: III 
ds a giinkifor:yous ons i e often 4p = 
az. 64/ J have drunk butione Cup to night, and that was 


d craftily qualified, too: and behold: what innovation it 
ali makes here: I am. unfortunate in the Infirmaty, and 
ii! dare not task my weakneſs with any more. 40 65 
f Lag. What, man, tis a night of Revels, the Gallants 
S celire . 8 V | 
|Co/. Where .. 05. 5 
t; lag. Here at the Door, I pray you -eall them in; 
© Caf. Tl dots, but it diſlikes me. (Exit. 


lag. If I can faſten but one Cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, | | 
As my young Miſtreſs's Dog- Now my ſick Fool Rodorige, 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong {ide out, 
To: De/demena, hath. to Night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep, and he's to watch: 
Three Lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling Spirits, 
That hold.cheir Honours in a wary Diſtance, . 
9. The very Elements of this warlike Iſle, 
| Have I to night fluſtred with flowing Cups, 
| And they watch too: now mongſt this Flack of Drun- 
a a kards, . | 


iis Am I to put our Caſo in ſome Adion 
th That may offend the Iſle. 
: 5 


But here they come: | 0 | 
It Conſequence. do but . approve my Dream, 
e. My Boat ſails freely both with. Wind aud Stream. 

Cal. Fore Heaven they have given me a route already, 
en. Good. Faith, a little one, not paſt a Piut, 
N 5 
et RE | 0 Jag. 


» 
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Some Wine, ho: Ig. 
Aud let ne the Gabis, elink, link, 
And let me the Canetin, clink : 
A Soldier's a Man, Oh Man's Life's but a Sen, 
Why then let u Soldier drinl.— Some Wine Boys. 

Caf. Fore Heaven an excellent Song. 

Lag. J learn'd it in Exglaud, where indeed they are 

moſt potent in potting 3 "your Dane your Ger man, and 

your Pe -bellied rere {drink ho) are nothing to 
ydur 

904 145 your Engl 2 ſo exquiſite i in his drinking! 

Tag. Why he drinks you with facility your Daze dead 
drunk; he ſweats not, to overthrow your Almain; he 
* Hollander x vomit, e er the next 1 can 

e filled 

Caſ. To the Health of our Gen 

Mon. Tam for it, Leben, and I will do Vou 
Juſtice. | 

Tag. O ſweet England. - 

King Stephen aba, and a worthy Peer, 
Hi, Breeches coft him. but a Crown, _ 
He held em ſiæ pence all tas dear, 
With: that 275 calld the Taybr 6 
He was a Wieht of high” Renown, 4 
And thou art bat of low degree: 
"Tis pride that pulls the Country down, © (ho. 
And take thine old Cloke about t hee. Some Wine 
2 Why, this is a more exquiſite Song than che 
other 

Lag. Will you hear't again? _ 

Caf. No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his * 
that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's above all, 
and there be Souls that muſt be faved, and there be 
Souls mult not be ſaved: | 

Lag. It is true, good Lieutenant. 

Cef. For mine own part, no Offence to the General 
nor any Man of Quality, J hope to be ſaved. 

Jag. And fo do I too, Lieutenant, 

Caf. Ay, but by your leave, not bows” me 3 the 
Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Antient. Let's have 
no more of this, let's to our Affairs: forgive our ſins 

— Gentlemen, let's look to our buline!s : do- not think 
Gem 
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Gentlemen J am drunk, this is my Antient, this is my 
Right. hand, and this is my Left: I am not drunk now, 
I can ſtand well enough, and I ſpeak well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 
Caſ. Why very well then: you muſt not think then 
that I am drunk. - [Exit. 
Mon. To the Platform, Maſters, Come let's ſee the 
Watch. 
' Tag. You ſee this Fellow that i is gone before. 
He is a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
And give Direction: and do but fee his Vice; 
Tis to his Virtues a jaſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th\\other, tis pity of him, 
I fear the Fruſt Ozhe/lo puts him in, 


On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 


Will ſhake this Hland. © 
Mon. But is he often thus? 
| Tag. "Tis evermore the Prologue to bis "Shop, 
He'll watch the Horologue a double ſet, | 
If Drink rock not the Cradle. 
Mon. Twere well the General were put in mind of i its 
Perhaps he ſees it not, or his good Nature 
Praiſes the Virtue that appears in Calſio, 
And looks not on his Evils: is not this true? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
lag. How now, Nodorigo. | | 
I pray you after the Lieutenant go. [Exit Rod. 
Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazar'd ſuch a place as his own Second, 
With one of an not Infirmity: 


It were an honeſt Action to ſay to to the Moor. 


lag. Not I, for this fair Iſland: 
I do Jove Caſſio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this Evil: bark, what Noiſe : 
_ [ Help, Belp, within, 
Re-enter Caſſio, driving in Rodorigo. 
Caf You Rogue, you Raſcal--- 
Mon. What's the matter, Lieutenant! 8 | 
Ca/. A Knave, teach me my Dory! I'll beat the 
Knave into a Iwiggen Bottle. 
Nod. Beat me- 
Caf, Doſt chou prate, Rogue? 
| Mon, 


, 


Who's that who ring the Bell? Diablo 
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Mon Nay, good Lieutenant: pray Sir, hold vour Hand, 
Co Let me go Sir, or Tu Knock you o'er the Maz: 
zar | 
Mon. Come, come, you are drunk. i 
Caf. Drunk ? — _- - [They fabi. 
Taz. Away I ſay, go out and cry a Mutiny. [Ex. Ked. 
Nay good Lieutenant- „Gentlemen, 
Help ho----Lieutenant---Sir, 353 — 
Help Maſlers, here's a goodly Watch indeed 
ho 


The Town will riſe; ty, fy, Lieutenant, 


| You will be ſham'd for ever. 


Enter Othello, and Gentlemen avith Weapon t. 
Oth. What's the matter here ? 
Mon. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to Death. [ ents, 
Oth. Hold for your Lives. 
Jag. Hold, hold Lieutenant 51H. 
Gentlemen. 


Have you forgot all place of Senſe and Duty ? 


The General * to you---hold, hold, for ſhame. 


Oth. Why how now ho, from. whence ariſes this ? 
Are we turn'd Turks, and to ourſelves do-that 
Which Heaven has forbid the Otromites? 
For Chriftian Shame, but by this barbarous Brawl z 
He that ſtirs next, to carve. for his own.. Rage, 
Holds his Soul light, he dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 
From her Propriety: what is the matter ? 


Honeſt ago, that lookeſt dead with grieving, | 
Speak, who began this? on thy Love I charge thee. 


{ag. I do not know, Friends all but now, even now, 
In Quarter, and in Terms, like Bride, and Groom. 
Diveitipg them to Bed; ; and then but now--- 

(As if ſome Planet had unwitted Mer) 
Swords out, and. tilting one at others Breaſt, 
In Oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak . 

Any beginning to this peeviſh Odds; 

And would, in Action glorious, I had loſt: 


_ Thoſe Legs that brought me to a pare of it. 


0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus ſorgot 5 
Ce/. I pray you paxdon me, I cannot. k. 5 , 
. 
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Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil: 
The Gravity and Stillneſs of your Vouth, 
The World hath noted; and your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt 'Cenſare. What's the matter 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, 

And ſpend your rich Opinion for the Name 

Of a Night-brawler ? give me Anſwer to't. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger: 
Your Officer Jago can inform you, _ | 
While I ſpare Speech, which fomething now offends 
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought | 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night; 

Unleſs Self- charity be ſometimes a Vice, 

And to defend ourſelves it. be a Sin. 

When Violence aſſails us. 

Oth. Now by Heaven 5 
My Blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 
And Paſſion having my beſt Judgment choler'd,. 
Aſſays to lead the way: if once I ſtir, 

Or do but lift this Arm, the beſt of you 

Shall fink in my Rebuke, Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began, who ſet it on? 

And he that is approy'd in his Offence, 

Tho' he had. twinn'd with me, both at a. Birth. 
Shall loſe me. What in a Town of War, 

Yet wild, the People's Hearts brim ful of Fear, 


To manage private and domeſtick Quarrels ? 


In Night, and on the Court and Guard of Safety? 
'Tis monſtrous. Say, Jago. who n ? 


Mon. If partially aſſign'd, or leagu'd in Office, 


Thou doſt deliver more or: leſs than Truth, 


Tuou art no Soldier. 
lag. Touch me not fo near: 
Than it ſhould do Offence to Michael Caſtio; 
Yet I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him, Thus tis, General; 
Montana and. myſelf, being in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for Help, 
And Cas/2a following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon' him, Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Ca/io, and intreats his Pauſe; 

4 


ewe» — - 


1 * 


— — — — 


me, 


I had rather have this Tongue cut from my Mouth, 


My 
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My ſelf the crying Fellow did m_ 
Left by his C'amour, as it ſo fell out, 
The Town might fail in Fright : he ſwift of Foot, 
Out-ran my Purpoſe ; I return'd the rather, 
Fer that I heard the Clink and Fall of Swords ; 
And Cafes high in Oath, which till to Night 
I ne er might ſay before. When ] came back, 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe together, 
At Blow and Thruſt, even as agen they were, 
When you your. ſelf did part them. 
More of this Matter can I not report. 
But Men are Men, the beſt ſometimes forget: 
Tho Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As Men in Rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt; ; 
Yet ſurely Caſio I believe receiv d | 
From him that fled ſome ſtrange Barum, 
Which Patience could not paſs. _ | 
Oth. I know, Jago, | 
Thy Honeſty and Love doth mince - this matter, 
Making it light to Ca Caſſio, I love thee ; 
But never more be Officer of mine. 
Look if my gentle Love be not AAA; up: 
Euter er rg evith athers. 
I'll make thee an Example. | 
De/. What's the matter? 
Orh: All is well, Sweeting : _ 
Come away to Bea. Sir, for your Hurts 
My ſelf will be your Surgeon ; lead him off: 
Iugo, look with Care about the Town, © 
And filence thoſe whom this vile Brawl diſtracted, 
Come Deſtemona, tis the Soldier's Life, 
hon have their ba!my Slumbers wak'd with S.rife. 
[Exeunt Moor, Deſde mona, and A4ttendants. 
"Jap. What are you hurt, Lieutenant? 
Caf, Ay, paſt, all Surgery. 
Jag. Marry Heaven torbid. 
- Caf. Reputation, Reputation! 0 1 have loſt my 
Reputation! 
I have loſt the immortal part of my ſelf, 
And what remains is beſtial: my. Reputation, 
Tago, my Reputation — 
Jag. As J am en honeſt Man, I thought you nh re- 


ceiv d 


„ 
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ceiv'd ſome bodily Wound, there is more Senſe in 
that than in Reputation: Reputation is an idle and moſt 
falſe Imputation, of.en got without Merit, and loſt with- 
out Deterving : You have loſt no Reputation at all, un- 
leſs you repute your ſelf ſuch a Loſer. What Man-— 

there are ways to recover the General agen : you are 
but now. caſt in his Mood, a Puniſhment more in Policy 
tian in Malice; even ſo as. one would beat his offence- 
leſs Dog, to affright an imperious Lion: ive to him 
again, and he's yours _ | | 


Coſ. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, than to deceive 


ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight, fo drunken, and 
indiſcreet an Oſicer. Drunk? and ſpeak parrot ? and 
{qu:bber, ſwagger; fwear ? and diſcourſe Fuſtian with 
one's own Shadow ? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine! 


if thou haſt no Name to be known by, let us call thee 


Devil. | 


Lag. What was he that you followed with your Sword? | 


What had he done to you? 
Caſ. J know not. 
Tag. Is't poſſible? i e | 
Caſ. I remember a "Maſs of things, but nothing dff- 
tintly ; a Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. O that Men 
ſhould put an Enemy in their Mouths, to Real away 
their Brains; that we ſhould with Toy, Pleaſance, Re- 
vel, and Pani, transform our {elves into Beaſts. 
Lag. Why, but you are now well enough: how came 


you thus recovered ? 


Caf. It hath pleas'd the Devil Prunkenneſs, to give 
place to the Devil Wrath; one Unperte&neſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpite my ſelf. : 

lag. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller; as the 
Time; the- Place, and the Condition of this Country 
ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befaln: but 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 


Caf. I will ask him for my place again, he ſhall tell 


me Jam a Drunkard; had I as many Mouths as Hydra, 
dach an Amer vous ftap ther . e de now a ſen- 
ſible Man, and by and by a Fool, and preſently 4 Fraſt: 
every inordinate Cup is unbleſt, and the Ingredient 


ADEN.  * 
| by Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
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Creature, if it be well us d; exclaim no more againſt it ; 
And, good Lieutenant, I.think you think I love you? | 

Caſ. I have well- approv'd it, Sir II drunk? ; 

Tag. You. or any Man living may be pigs -viep ſome 
time, Man: I tell you what you ſhall do Gene: | 
ral's Wife is now the General: I may ſay ſo in this re- 
ſpect, for that he has devoted 'and given up himſelf to 
the Contemplation, Mark and Devotement of her Parts 
and Graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely to her, importune 
her help to put you into your Place again: She is of ſo 
free, ſo. kind, ſo. apt, fo bleſſed- a Diſpoſition, that ſhe 
holds it a Vice in her Goodneſs. not to do more than 
ſhe is requeſted. This broken. Joint, Letween you and 
her Husband, intreat her to ſplinter: And my Fortunes 
againſt any. lay, worth, naming, this. GM of. your. Love 
ſhall grow ſtronger than'rwas. before. N 0 

"Caf. You adviſe me Well. 

Iag 1 proteſt in the Sincerity & — 5 and heneſt 
Kindneſs. 

Caſ. I think it freely, and betimes in the Morning I 
will beſeech the virtuos Dęſdemona to undertake for me; 
4 x ad a of my Fortunes if they check me. 

are in the right; _ . 
Good Xi ig Listen ent. TImuſt tgthe Watch. 1 945 

Caf. CA nie ight heneſf Jago, (Exit. 

Lag. And. b c he then 2 fays Tplay the Villain? 
When this Advice is free. I give and honeſt, . 

Likely to thinking, and indeed the Courſe - 

. To win the Moor agen Fox. tis molt nf 

The inclining Deſaamuna to ſubdue 

In any honeſt ſuit : She's fraurd ag foitful 

As the ſice Elements, Hud then for her | 

To win che Moor, were't to renounce his a 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sir, | 
His Soul is ſo infetter'd to her Love, 

I hat ſhe,may make, unmake, do what ſhe Ul, 

Even as her Appetite ſhall play the Gl 

With his Neale! F unction. Am I then a e. 
To gaunf! Ce to his parattet Cõurſe 
Tuecth to his Good ? "Tis Hell's Divinity: 

When Peril will their * Sins pa on, , 
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They do ſugeſt at ſirſt with heavenly _ 5 
As I do now. - For: whilethis honeſt Fool * 
P. ies Deſclemonia to repair his Fortunes, 

And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor; 8 
TIypour this Peſtilence into bis 3 

That ſhe repellshim for her Body's Luſt: 

And by how much ſke ſtrives to do him good, 

She ſnhall undo her Credit with the Moor. 

So will turn her Virtue into Pitch, t. 

And out of her on Goodneſs make the Net 


That en them all. 


Enter Rodorigo. 
How now Radorigo? 

Rod. I follow here in the Chaſe, not like a Hound 
that hunts,” but one that fills up the Cry: My Money is 
almoſt ſpent; I have been to Night exceedingly well 
cudgel'd; and think the Iſſue will be, I ſhall have ſo 
much Experience for my Pains, and ſo with no Money 
at all, and a little more Wit, return again to Venice. 

Iag. How poor are they that have not Patience? 
What Wouna did ever heal but by Degrees? 

Thou know'ſ we work by Wit, and not by Witchcraft; 
And Wit depends on dilatory Time: 

Does't not go well? Caſſio has beaten thee, 2 
And thou, by that ſmall Hurt, hath caſhier'd Caf 2. 
Tho other things grow fair againſt the Sun, | 


Vet Fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe - 


Content thy ſelf a while. In Troth 'tis Morning; 
Pleaſure aud Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort. 
Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 

Away I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter. [Ex. Rod. 
Nay get thee gone: Two things ate to be done; 
My Wife muſt move for Gy 0 to her Miſtreſs : 
Ti ſet her on to draw the Moor apart, 


And bring him jump, when he may 5 a 


Solliciting his Wife. Ay, that's the way: 
Dull not Device by Coldneſ and Dea. [Exis: 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Caſſio cbith "Muſicians. | 


F Adlers play here, I will content your Pains, 
Something that's brief, and bid good mor. 
row General. [They play, and 4 Clown enters. 


Caſ. 


1 * that they ſpeak i' th* Noſe thus ? 
| : Mu/. How Sir, how? | 
Clo. Are theſe, I pray you, Wind- Inſtruments fi 

Muf. Ay marry are they, Sir. 

Cho, O thereby hangs a Tail. 

Mis, Whereby hangs a Tail, Sir? 

Clo. Marry Sir, by many a Wind- Inſtrument chat 1 
know. But Maſter's, here's Money for you; and the 
General ſo likes your Muſick, that he deſires you for 
Love's ſake, to make no Noiſe with it. 

Mu. Well Sir, we will not. 

C/o. If you have any Muſick that may not * heard, 
to't again ; but as they ſay, to hear Muſick, the Gene- 
ral does not.greatly care, _ 

uf. We have none tuch, Sir. 

C/o. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll 
away; go vaniſh into Air, away. [Ex. Muficiors, 

Caſ.. Poſt thou hear, my honeſt Friend ? 

Cl. No, I hear not your honeſt Friend, I hear you. 
. Caf. Prithee keep up thy Quillets, there's a poor 
Piece of Gold for thee : If the Gentlewoman that at- 
tends the Generals Wife be ſtirring, teil her there's 
one Caſſio entreats of her a little Favour of Speech. 
Wilt thou do this? | 


< 


ſeem to notify unto her. { Exit Clown. 
Enter Tago. 
2 Do my good Friend: In happy time, Iago. 
Vou have not been a bed then? 
Car. Why no, the Day had broke before we FN. 
I have made bold to fend in to your Wife; 


My 


> rt 


Cl. Why Maſters, have your Inſtruments been at 


Ch. She is ſtirring, Sir; if he will fir hither, I ſhall 


? 


8. 
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or 


| 


# Procure me ſome Acceſs. 
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My Suit is, that ſhe will to De/demona | 
lag. I'Il ſend her to you preſently, 


And 1 deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 


Out of the way, that your Converſe and Buſineſs 


1 May be more tree. Ry 


Caf. I humbly thank you fort: I never knew 
A n more kind and boneſt. | 
Enter Emilia. 


Em. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am forry 
For your Diſpleaſure, but all will ſure be well. 


The General and his Wife are talking of it, 


And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly, the Moor replies, 
That he you” hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 


| And great Affinity, and that in Wiſdom 


He might not but refuſe you : but he proteſts he loves 
And needs no- other Suitor but his Likings, 
To take the ſafeſt Occaſion by the Front, 
To bring you in again. ; 
Ca/. Yet I beſeech vou, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 


| Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 


With Deſarmonæ alone. 
Em. Pray you come in, 
Iwill beſtow you where you ſhall 5270 time 
To ſpeak your Boſom freely. 
Caf. I am mach bound to you. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Othello, 1 ago, and other Gentlemen. 


0:h. Theſe Letters give, Jago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate: 


That done, I will be. waning on the 8 


Repair there to me. 
. My good Lord, ru dor. 


. Oth, This Fortification, Gentiemen, ſhall we Gy? | 


Ger. We'll wait upon your Lordſhip, [ Exeunt. 

Eaten Deſdemona Caſſio, and Emilia. 

Deſ. Be thou aſſur'd good Caffe, I will do 
All my Abilities in thy behalf. | 

Em. Good Madam do, 1 know it grieves my Tian, 
As if the Cauſe were his. 

Da. O thai's an honeſt Fellow : doubt not, Coffs. 
8 | ut 
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But I will have my Lord and you _ N 

As friendly as you were. Tx 

Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, 

Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſio, 

He's never any thing but your true Servant. 

+ Def. I know't, I thank you, you do love my Lord: 

You've-known him long, and be you well ar a, 

He ſnall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no fanthes off, br: 

Than in a politick diſtance. 

Caſe Ay, but Lady. 1 

That Policy may either laſt ſo longs a... 41 

Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, 

Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumſtances, 

That I being abſent, and my Place ſupplied, 

My General will forget my Love and Service. 

De Do no: doubt thats, before Emilia here, 

J give thee Warrant of thy Place: aſſure thee, 

It I do vow a Friendſhip, I'll perform, it 

Io the laſt Article: my Jord ſhall never reſt, _ 

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 5 

His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board a Shrift, 

I'll intermingle every thing he does 

With Cafio's Suit. Therefore be merry, cao. 

For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die 

Than give thy Cauſe away: | 

Enter Othello. and I 480. 
Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caſ. Madam, I'll take my ſeave. 
Def. Nay ſtay, and hear me ſpeak, 
Caf. Madam, not now ; I'm very ill at eaſe,” 

Unſit for mine own Purpoſes. | 12 
Def. Well, do vour Diſcretion. {Lai an, 
Iag. Ha, 1 like not ta. | 
Ot. What doſt thou ſay? 
lag. Nothing my Lord. or 5 e know f not what, 

Oth. Was not that Caſio parted from my Wife? 
lag. Caſſio, my Lord? no ſure, I cannot think it, 

That he would ſteal away ſo e eee | 

* you coming. 8 
Orth. I believe twas he. GREY = 
De/. How now my Lord ! ; 36mm 15 

I have heen talking with a Suitar here, Gag, 

: an 
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Or T ueſday noon, cr night, or 
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AuMan that languiſhes i in your Diſpleaſure. 


Oth. Who 1s't you mean? 
Deſ. Why, your Lieutenant Caſio, Good my Lord, c 
If I have any Grace or Power to move you, 
His preſent Reconciliation take : 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, | 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, * 
I have no Judgment in an honeſt F ace. b 
J prithee call him back. _ 
Oth. Went he hence now? 
Deſ. In ſooth, ſo. humbled, 
That he has left part of his Grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him: good Love, call him back. 
O:h. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other time, 
Deſ. But ſhall' be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
Deſ. Shall't be To night at. Supper ? 
Oth. No, not To-night. 
Dei. To morrow Dinner then? 
Otb. I ſhallnot dine at home? 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
Deſ. Why then To- morrow W. or Tueſday morn, 
edneſday morn, 
I prithee name the Time, but let it not 
Exceed three days : faith he's penitent ; 


And yet his Treipaſs in our common Reaſon, 


(Save that they ſay, the Wars muſt make Examples 
Out of the belt) is not almoſt a Fault, 
To incur a private Check: when ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Ozhe/h. I wonder in my Soul 
What you would aſk me, that Lwould deny? 
Or ſtand ſo mamm'ring on? What, Michael Ca:/c2 ! 
That came wooing with vou, and many a time, 
When I ſpoke of you diſpraiſingyj © 
Hath ta'en your Part, to have jo much to do 
To-bring- him in? Truſt me, I could do much —— 
Oh. Prithee no more, let him come when he Will, 
Iwill deny thee nothing. WHOS 
Def. Why this is not a Boonr ts 49 
'Tis as] ſhould intreat you wear your @ioves, N. 
Or feed on nourifhing Meats,vor ke . you ẽ warm, 


Or {de to you to do peculiar Profit 


To 
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To your own Perſon. Nay, when T have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of Poiſe and Difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted. 
Otb. ] will deny thee nothing : 
Whereon I do beſeech thee grant me this, 
o leave me but a little to my ſelt. 
Dy. Shall I deny? no: Farewell my Lord. 
Oth. farewell my De/demona, I'll come ſtraight, 
De. Emilia, come, be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [Ex. Def. and Em, 
Oth. Excellent Wretch#! Perdition catch my Soul! 
But I do love thee, and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. | 
Iag. My noble Lord. 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay, Iago... 15 
Taz. Did Michael Caſſio, when you who'd my + Lady, 
Know of your Love? 
Orh. He did from firſt to laſt: Why doſt thou aſk? 
Tag. But for a Satisfaction of my T Want. T2 
No Richer Harm. + 
Otb. Why of thy thought, Ange 
Tag. I did not think he had been eee with it 
Oth. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Iag. Indeed 
Ot. Indeed! ay indeed: diſcern'ft thou oughtin that? 
Is he not honelt ? 
Tag. Honeſt, my Lord ! 
Orth. Honeit ! ay honeſt. | 
Tag. My Lord, for ought [ know. 
Oh. What doit thou think ? | 
lag. Think, my Lord? 
Ot. Think my Lord? why. doſt _ enchs me ? 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy Thought, 
Too hideous to be ſhown. ' Thou doſt mean ſomething : 
I heard thee ſay but now, thou lik'ſt not that -=—_—_ 
When Caſſio left my Wife. What didſt not like? 
And when I told thee he was of my Counſel 
In my whole courſe of wooing, thou cry'dft Indeed! 
And didit contract and purſe thy Brow together, 
As if thou then hs! ſhutup in thy Brain | 
Some horrible Conceit : If thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy Thought. 


— . 


at? 


Dog! 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. 47 


lag. My Lord, you know I love you. 
Oth. I think thou doſt, ; 
And for I know thou'rt fall of Love and Honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy Words before thou giv'ſt em breath, 
Therefore theſe Stops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyal Knave, 1 5 
Are Tricks of euſtom; but in a Man that's juſt, 
They're cloſe Denotements, working from the Heart, 
That Paſſion cannot rule. 
lag. For Michael Caſſio, | 
dare be ſworn, I think that he is honeſt. 
_ 0+4. I think fo too. 2 
lag. Men ſhould be what they ſeem : 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 
Oth, Certain, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
las. Why then I think Caſſio's an honeſt Man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this- 
{ pray thee ſpeak to me, as to thy Thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worſt ot Thoughts 
The worſt of Words. 1 | 
lag. Good my Lord, pardon me: 
Tho I am bound to every Act of Duty, 
Jam not bound to that all Slaves are free to; 
Uter my Thoughts Why, ſay they're vile and falſe : 
As whereas that Palace whereinto foul things 5 
Sometime intrude not? Who has a Breait ſo pure, 


. 


But ſome uncleanly Apprehenſions 


2 


| Keep Leets and Law-days, and in Seſſion fit 


With Meditations lawful ? | 
0:5. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy Friend, Jago. 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'it his Ear 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts. | : | 

lag. I do beſeech you, : | 
Tho I perchance am vitious in my Gueſs, 
(As I confeſs it is my Nature's Plague, 
To ſpy into Abuſe, and oft my Jealouſy 
Shapes Faults that are not) I intreat you then 
From one that ſo imperfectly conceits, 1 2 
Your Wiſdom would not build your ſelf a Trouble 
Out of my ſcattering and unſure Obſervance : 
It were not for your Quiet, nor your Good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honeſty, and Wi.dom, 
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To let you know my Thoughts. 
* Oth. When doſt thou mean? 
Iag. Good Name in Man and Woman, my dear Lord, 
I $ the immediate Jewel of their Souls: | 
Who ſteals my Purſe, ſteals Traſh, "tis ſomething, 
| nothing; 
Twas mine, tis his, and has been Slave to thouſands: 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him, 
And makes me podr indeed. | 
Otb. Vil know thy Thoughts ——- | 
Iag. You cannot if my Heart were in your Hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt” tis in my Cuſtody. | | 
0th. Ha! 
Jag. O beware, my Lord, of Jealouſy ; 
It is a green-ey'd Montter, which doth mock 
The Meat it feeds on: That Cuckold lives in Bliss, 
Who certain of his Fate, loves not his Wronger : 
But oh what damned Minutes tells he o'er, _ 
Whodotes, yet doubts, ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves ! 
Orb. O Miſery? 
Iag Poor and content is rich, and rich enough; ? 
But Riches endleſs is as poor as Winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealouſy. 
Otb. Why, why is this? 
Thinkit thou I'd make a Life of Jealouſy 2 
To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon | 
With freſh Suſpicions ? No, to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reioiv'd :, Exchange me fora Goat, 
When I ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul 
To ſuch exufflicate and blown Surmiſes. 
Matching my Inference; tis not to make me jealous, 
To ſay my Wife is lair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, lings, plays, and dances well; 
Where Vartue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from my own weak Merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt Fear or Doubt of her Revolt, 
For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 


I'il ſee before 1 doubt; when I doubt, prove : 1 ; 
— | ( 
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Jo ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak 


For too much loving you. 4 
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And on the Proof, there is no more but this, 1 
Away at once with Love or Jealouſy. 
lag. I'm glad of this; for now I ſhall have ' reaton 
To ſhew'the Love and Duty that I bear you, 
With frenker Spirit? therefore as I'm, bound, 
Receive from me, I ſpeak not yet of Proof. 
Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſſio; 
Wear your Eye thus ; not jealous, nor ſecure ; 
] would not have your free and noble Nature, 
Out of ſelf-Bounty be abus'd ; look to't. 
I know our Country Diſpoſition well; 
In Venice they do let Heaven ſee the Pranks 
They dare not ſhew their Huſbands : their beſt Conſcience 
Is not to leav't undone, but keep't unknown. 
Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 
Lago She did deceive her Father, marrying you: 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake and fear your Looks, 
She lov'd them moſt, * Es 1 | 
Oth. And fo ſhe did. 
lag. Go to then 
She that ſo young could give out fuch a ſeeming, 


He thonght"twas Witchcraft but T am much to blame, 
] humbly do beſeech you of your Pardon, 8 5 
Oth. T am bound to thee for ever. 
Iag. I ſee this has a little daſlit your Spirits. 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Iag. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
nps you will confider what is ſpoke 
Caumes from my Love: but I do ſee you're Moy'd oo 
1 am to pray you not to ſtrain my Speech 
To groſter Iſſues, nor to larger Reach, 
Than to Suſpicion. | 
Orb will not. | 
Tong: Should you do ſo, my Lord, 
My Speech would fa'l into ſuch vile Succeſs, 
A. my. houghts aim not at: Caſſios my worthy Friend, 
My Lord, I fee you're mov'd. 
Oth. No, not much moꝰd NN | 
do not think but De/Jemera's honeſt. 
Jug. Long live ſhe fo, and lo ig live you to think fo. 
Oib. Aud yet how Nature erring fiom it's ſef— 
2 Ha Ag. 
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lag. Ay, there's the Point (as to be bold with you) 
Nor to affect many propeſed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complection, and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee inall things Nature tends : 
Foh, one may ſmell in ſuch a Will moſt rank, 
Foul Ditproportions, 'T houghts unnatural. 
But pardon me: I do not in Poſition 
Diſtin@'y ſpeak of her, tho' T may fear 
Her Will recoilling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And haply ſe repent. 2s 
Oth. Farewel, farewel, if more 
'Thou doſt perceive, let me know more* ſet on 
Thy Wife to obſerve : leave me, ago, ; 
Iag. My Lord, I take my leave. | [ Going, 
Oth. Why did I marry ? This honeſt Creature doubtleſs 
Sees, aud knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
Tag. My Lord, I wou'd I might intreat your Hononr 
To ſcan this thing no farther, leave it to Time ; 
Altho' tis fit that Cas/fo have his Place, 
{For ſure he fills it with great Ability) 
Vet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 
Vou ſhail by that perceive him and his Means, 
Note, if your tis ſtrain his Entertainment 
With any ftrong or vehement Importunity, 
Much will be ſeen in that: in the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my Fears, | 
(As worthy Cauſe I have to fear I am) 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour, 
_ Oh. Fear not my Government. : 
Tag. I once more take my leave. (Exit, 
Orth. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, 
And knows ail Qualities with a learned Spirit 
Of human Dealings. If I prove her heggard, 
Tho' that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart-ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind, 
To prey at Fortune. Hap'y, for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft Parts of Converſation, 
That Chamberers have ; or for I am declin'd 
Into the Vale of Years; Yet that's not much. 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my Relief 
Muſt be to loath her: O the Curie of Marriage, 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
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And not their App'tites! I had rather be a Toad, 


And live upon {ne Vapoars of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a Corner in the Thing I love, 
For others uſe: yet 'tis the Plague of great ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they Jefs than the Baſe; 
'Tis Deitiny unſhunnable, like Death. 
Even then this forked Plague 1s fated to us 
When we do quicken. De/demana comes; 
Tf ſhe be falſe, O then Heaven mocks it ſelf! 
I not believe it. | | 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 

De/. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 
By you invited, -do attend your Preſence. 

Oh. Lam to blame. 

Def. Why is your Speech ſo faint? are you not well? 

Oh. ] have a Pain upon my Forehead here. 

Deſ. Why that's with watching, 'twil away again; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this Hour 
It will be well. 

Oth. Your Napkin iz is too little: 

[She drops her Handkerchief. 

Let it WT come [I'll go with you. 

Deſ. J am very ſorry that you are not well. 

[ Exennt Oth. and Def. 

Em, T am glad I have found this Napkin, 
This was her firſt Remembrance from the Moor; 
My way-ward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſteal it: but ſhe ſo E the Token, 
For he conjur'd her ſhe ſhould ever keep it) 
That ſhe reſerves it ever more about her, 
To kiſs and taik to. I'll have the Work talen out, 
And give't Jago: what he'll do with it, | 
Heaven knows, not l: 


1 nothing but to pleaſe his Fantaſy, 


Enter lago. 
lag. How now, what do you here alone? 
Em. Donot you chide, I have a thing for you, 
lag. A thing for me it is a common thing 
Em. Ha! 
lag. To have a fooliſh Wife. 


Em O is that ail ? What will you give me now 


For that ſame Hand kerchief! ? 
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Iag. What Handkerchief ? 
Em. What Handkerchief! . 
Why that the Moor firſt gave to Pede mona, 
That which fo often you did bid me ſteal. 

Jag. Haſt ſtol'n it from her ? 

Em. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, 
And to th' Advantage, I being here, took't up, 

Look here it is. : 5 
Jag. A good Wench, give it me. 


Em. What will you do with it? 7 
You have been fo earneſt to have me filch it) 
Tag.” Why, what's that to you? 25 


Em. If it be not for ſome Purpoſe of import, 
Give me't again; poor Lady, ſhe'il run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lack't. 6 | | 
Lag. Be not you knownon't, I have uſe for it — go, 
: leave me. | wo | [Exit Em. 
J will in Caſſio's Lodging loſe this Napkin, | 
And let him find it. Trifles light as Air 
Are to the Jealous, Confirmations ſtrong 
As Proofs of holy Writ, This may do fomething : 
The Moor already changes with my Poiſons : 
Dangerous Conceits are in their Nature Poiſons, 


2323 3 


Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte ; 
But with a little Act uponthe Blood. 5 1 
Burn like the Mines of Sulphur —— I did fay fo, | 
: , Enter Othello. | 
© Look where he comes, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, N 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the World, 7 | O 
Shall ever medicine thee. to that ſweetSleep, D 
Which tho hadſt Yeſterday. 15 Fe 
O:h, Ha! falſe to me OT 5 G 
Lag. Why, how now General? no more of that. | 
Oth. Avaunt, be gone; thou'it ſet me on the Rack, Ar 
T ſwear; tis better to be much abus'd, Ge 
Than but to know a little. Th 
HY Jag. How, my Lord ? 3 | 0 
* Otb. What Senſe had I in her ſtol'n Hours of Luſt? 10 
| IT ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; It 
Iſlept the next Night well, was free and merry; TI 
found not Cass Kiſſes on her Lips: ( 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, Pl 


Let him not know't, and he's notrobb'd at all. 1 
| . | | 4 aps 
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lag. 1 am ſorry to hear this. 
2 Thad been happy if the general Camp, 


Pioneers and all, had taſted her tweer Body, 


So J had nothing known. O now for ever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind! farewel Content! 


Farewel the plumed Treœops, and the big War, 


That make Ambition Virtue ! O farewel 


Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhril Trump, 


The Spirit-flirring Drum, th Ear- piercing Fife, 
The royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pomp, aud Circumſtance of glorious War! 
And O ye mortal Engines, whoſe wide Throats 
Th' immortal Fowe's great Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Orhelli's 3 s gone | 

Tag. I poſſible, my Lord ? 

0th. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore ; 
Be ſure of it: give me the occular Proof; 

| [ Catching hold 25 His; 

Or by the Worth of 1 mine eternal Soul, - 
Thou hadſt better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath, 

lag, It come to this? 

Oth. Make me to ſee't ; or at the leaſt to prove it, 


That the Probation bear no Hinge, nor Loop, 


To hang a Doubt on; or wo upon thy Life. 
| Jag. My noble Lord 
Otb. It thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 

Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe: 

On Horror's Head, Horrors accumulate: ; 

Do Deeds to make Heaven weep, all Earth amal, > 

For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add”: 

Greater than that. N 
Ing. O Grace, O Heaven defend me! 

Are you a Man ? have you a Soul, or Sen'e ? 

God b'ye t'you, take my Office. Wretched . Fool, 


| That liv'ſt to make thy Honeſty a Vice: 


O monſtrous World; take note ; take note O World, 

To be dire and honeſt is not ſafe : | 

{ thank you for this Profit, and from hence 

TIl love no Friend, ſince Love breeds ſuch Offence. 
Oth. Nay ſtay — thou ſhouldſt be honeſt 
Tag. I ſhould be wiſe, tor Honeſty's a Fool, 


And loſes what it works for. | 


{ 
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| 
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Otb. By the World, | 
J think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
I'll have ſome Proof. Her Name, th:t was as freſh 
As Dian's Vilage, is now begrim'd and black _ 
As mine own Face, If theie be Cords or Knives, 
Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, 
P'll not endure it. Would 1 were fatisfy'd. 

Tag. I ſee, Sir, you are eaten up wich Paſſion ; 
Ido repent me that TI put it to you, 
You would be fatisfy'd, 

Oth. Would ! ray, and will, £3 

lag. And may, but how, how ſatisfy d, my Lord! 
Would you be Superviior, grofly gape on, 
Behold her topt 1 | | 
Oct. Death and Damnation, oh! 2 


Iag. It were a tedious Difficulty, I think, 80 
Jo bring them to that Proſpe& ; damn 'em then, 
If ever mortal Eyes do ſee them boulſter 
More than they own. What then, how then? It 
What ſhall 1 ſay ? Where s Sati faction? 0 
It is impoſſible you ſhould fee this, | N 
V/ere they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies, A 
As ſalt a» Wolves in Pride, and Fools as grols 4 
As Ignorance made drunk. But yet I ſay, y 
If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 7 
Which lead directly to the Door of Truth, . 
Will give you Satisfaction, you might ha't. , 
Oth. Give me a living Reaſon, ſhe's diſloyal. 
Tag. I do not like the Office 
But fith I'm enter'd in this Cauſe ſo far, 
Prickt to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, I. 
J will go on : I lay with Cao lately, [ſleep—— i 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, I could not N 
'} here are a kind of Men fo looſe of Soul, T 
That in their Sleep will mutter their Affairs; | E. 
One of this Kind is Casio: 8 
In ſleep J heard him fay, fweet Deſdemona, | T 
et us be wary, let us hide our Love? - | 8 | 
rd then Sir, would he gripe and wring my Hand, Tr 
Ty ——- O ſweet Creature! and then kiſs me hard, J 


s if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, 
hat grew upon my Lips; then lay his Leg 
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Over my Thigh, and ſigh'd and kifled ; and then 
Cry, curſed Fate! that gave theejto the Moor, 
0:5, O monſtrous, monſtrous! 
Tag. This was but a Dream. \ 
. But this denoted a foreign Concluſion 3. 
"Tis a ſhrewd Doubt, tho it be but a Dream. 
lag. and this may help to thicken other Proofs 
That do demonſtrate thinly. | 
0:4. I'lltear her all to Pieces. 
lag, Nay, but be wiſe ; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief, 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wive's Hand ? 
5 I gave her ſuch a one, was my firſt Gift. 
Tag. 1 know not that; but ſuch a Handkerchief 
I'm ſure it was your Wite's, did I to diy 
See Casſio wipe his Beard with. 
Ozh. It't be that 
Tag If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other Proofs. 
O:h. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Tyves! 
One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge. | 
Now do | fee tis true Look here Jago, 
All my fond Love, thus do I blew to Heaven; tis gone. 
Ariſe black Vengeance from thy hollow Cell! 6 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown, and hearted Throne, 
To tyrannous Hate ! Swell Boſom with thy Fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks Tougues. N 
Iag. Vet be content. | 
Oth. O Blood! Jago, Blood! | 
Tag. Patience I fay ; your Mind perhaps may change. 
O:h. Never, Jago. 
Like to the Pontick Sea, Oe. 
Whoſe icy Current and compulſive Courſe 
Ne'er feels retiring Ebb, but 3 due on 
To the Propontick and the Hleleſpont: 
Even fo my bloody Thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble Love, 
Till that a capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yon marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a ſacred Vow, [He kneels, 
I here ingage my Words, | ER 
lag. Do not riſe yet: 


Witneſs 
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Witneſs ye ever- burning Lights above! 

You Elements that clip 1 us round about! 

Witneſs that here, Lago doth give up 

The Execution of his Wit, Hand, Heart, 

To wrong d Othello's Service: let him n 
Not to obey, ſhall be in me remorſe, 5 
What bloody Work: ſoever. 

Orth. I greet thy Love, 

Not with vain Thanks, but with Acceptance bountecus, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : | 
Within theſe three Days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Cagſio's not alive. ER. 

Iag. My Friend is dead: as 
is done at your Requeſt, but let her live, 

Oth. Damn her, leud Minks: O damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, 7 will withdraw, 

To furniſh me with ſome ſwift Means of Death 
For the fair Devil now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Iag. J am your own for ever. | [Exeunt, 
Enter Deſdemona, Emilia, and the Chan. 

Def. De you know, Sitrah, where Lieutenant Cars 
les? 

Clo. I dare not ſay he lyes any where, 

Def. Why, Man ? 

* Ch. He is a Soldier, and for one to r a Soldier lyes, 
is ſtabbing. 

De/” Go to, where lodges he ? 

Co. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 
Ilie. | 
Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges; and for me to de- 
viſe a Lodging, and ſay he lies here, or he lies there, 
were to lye in mine own Throat. 

Del. Can you enquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Ch. I will catechize the World for him, that i is, make 
Queſtions, and by them anſwer. 

Def. Seele him, bid him come hither, tell him I have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 

C/o. To do this is within the Compaſs of Man's Wit, 
and therefore I'll attempt the doing of it. 3 

Deſ. Where ſhould J loſe the Jandkerchief, Emilia? 

Em. I know not, Madam. 


Def. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 4 
| U 


Othello, the Moor of Fenice. 7 
Full of Crufadoes : and but my noble Moor 
Is true of Mind, and made of no ſuch Baſeneſs 
As jealous Creatures are, 1t were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 
Em. Is he not jea'ous ? 

Deſ. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all ſuch Humours from him. | 
Enter Othello. 

Em. Look where he comes. 
De/. L will not leave him now, 
Till Ca be call'd to him: how is it with you, my Lord Z 
0th, Well, my good Lady: O hardneſs * £ 
How do you Deſdemona ? 
Def. Well my good Lord. | 
Oth. Give me thy Hand; this Hand is moiſt, my Lady. 
Deſ. It yet has felt no Age, nor know no Sorrow, 
Oth. This argues Fruitfulneſs and liberal Heart; 
Hot, hot, and moiſt - this Hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſting and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout : 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commoen!y. rebels: tis a good Hand, 


A frank one. 


De/. You may indeed ſay ſo: 
For 'twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 
Oh. A liberal Hand: the Hearts of o!d gave Hands; 
But our new Hera'dry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this; come now your Fromile. 
0th. What Promiſe, Chuck ? 
Def. J have ſent to bid Cayf72 come ſpeak with you, 
Orb. J have a ſalt and forry Rheum offends me, 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Deſ. Here, my Lord. 
0:5. That which I gave you. 
De/. I have it not about me. 
Otb. Net ?. 
Deſ. Not indeed, my Lord.. 
Oth. That's a Fault: that EHandkerchlef 
Did. an Egyptian to my Mother give; 
She was a Charmer, and cou d almoft read 
The Thoughts of People: She told her while ſhe kept it, 
would make her amiab'e, ſubdue my Father 
1 to her Love ; but if ſhe loſt it, | 
CY Orr 
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Or made a Giſt of it, my Father's Eye T 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirit hunt | 
After new Fancies. She dying gave it me, T 
e bid me, when my Fate would have me wive, ＋ 
ive it her. I did ſo; and take heed on't, P 
Mabe e it a Darling like your precious Eye; | 


ws ioꝛe t, or give t awav. were ſuch Perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. | : Ar 


Deſ. Is't poſlible ? | 
Orb. Tis true, there's Magick in the Web of it, 


A Sibyl that had number'd in the World, TI 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, Ex 
In her prophetick Fury, ſowed the Work: W 
The Worms were hallowed that did breed the Silk, Int 
And it was dyed in Mummy, which the skillful | If 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts: | Th 
Def. Indeed ] ist true? No 
0th. Moſt veritable therefore look't to'c well. Cat 
Def. Then would to Heaven that I had | never ſeen it. But 
Oh. Ha,  wherefore? 80 
De/. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly and raſh ? Ane 
Otb. Ist loſt? is't gone? Speak, ist out o'th' way? To 
Def. Bleſs us---- 1 
Oth. Say you My 
Def. It is not loſt, but what and if it were? My 
Oro. Ha: We 
De/. I ſay it is not loſt. So h 
O:h. Fetch't, let me ſee it. As 
De/. Why fo I can, Sir, but J will not now: | And 
This is a Trick, to put me from my Suit, For 
Pray you let Casio be receiv'd again. (gives-- MW Wh 


O:h. Fetch me the Handkerchief-----my Mind miſ- Tha 
De/. Come, you'll never meet a more — Man. | 
O:h. The Handkerchief---- 
De/. A Man, that all his time, 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your Love, 
Shar'd his Dangers with you. 
Oth. The Handkerchief.--- 
De. In ſooth you are to blame. | 
Prh. Au ay. [Exit. 
Em. Is not this Man jealous? | | 
Def. I neter ſaw this before. 
Cure there's ſome Wonder in this Handkerchief : 
| | I'm 
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I'm moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. | 
Em. Tis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man: 

They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food; 

They eat us hungerly, and when they're full 

They belch us: look you, Ca/5io and my Husband. 

| | Enter Iago aud Caſno. 
lag, Th ere is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do it; 

And jo the Happineſs, go and importune her. | 
De,. How now good Caſio, what's the News with you? 
Caſ. Madam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you, 

That by your virtuous Means, I may gain 

Exiſt, and be a Member of his Love, 

Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart, 

Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd : 

If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind, | 

That not my Service paſt, nor preſent Sorrows, 

Nor purpos'd Merit in Fururity, 8 

Can ranſom me into his Love again; 

But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit; 

So ſhall I cloth me in a forc'd Content, 

And ſhut myſelf up in ſome other Courſe, 

To Fortune's Alms. | . 

Def. Alas ! thrice gentle Caſſio, 

My Advocation is not now in tune ; 

My Lord is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him. 

Were he in Favour, as in Humour aſter'd. 

So held me every Spirit ſanctified, 

As I, have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 

And flood within the blank of his Diſpleaſure 

For my free Speech, You muſt a while be patient, 

. What I can do I will; and more I will, 

- Than for my ſelf I dare: let that Suffice you, 

; Tea. Is my Lord angry? 0 
Em. He went hence but now. 

And certainly in ſtrange unquietueſs. | 
lag. Can he be angry? | have ſeen the Cannon, 

When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, | 

And like the Devil from his very Arm 

Puft his own Brother; and can he be angry ? 

Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 

There's matter in't indeed, it he be angry. (Ext. 

De/. I prithee do ſo: iomething ſure of State, 

Either from Venice, or ſome unhaich'd Practice, 


Made 
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Made here demonſtrable in Cyprus to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior e | 
Tho great ones are their Object. | 
"Tis even ſo; for let our Finger ake, 5 
And i endues our other healthful Members 
With a. Senſe of pain, Nay, we muſt think, 

Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always 
As fits the Bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandſome Warricur as Iam) 
Arraigning his Unkindneſs with my Soul; 
But now I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witnels, 
And he's indicted falſly. 1 
Em. Pray Heaven it be State- Matter, as you think, 
And no Conception, nor no jealous 'Toy 
Concerning you. | 
Def. Alas the day, T never gave him. cauſe. 
Em. But jealous Souls will not be anfwered fo ; 
They are not ever jealous for a C: uſe, | 
Bat ;ealous for they are jealous.: *tis a Monſler 

| Begot upon itſelf, born on itſelf. 

De. Heaven keep that Monſter from Oil el ellos Mind. 
Em. Lady, Amen. 


Dif. 1 will goſeck him. Cab, walk hee about; | 


Tt I do find him fit, I'll move your Suit, 

And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſi. ¶ Ex. Def. and Em, 
Caf. I humb'y thank your Ladyſhip. : 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you Friend Casto. 
Caf. What makes you from home! ? | 

How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 

Indeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your Houſe. 
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafſo 3 


What! keep a Week away? ſeven Days and Nights ? | 


Eightſcore eight Hours ? and Lovers abſent Hours, 
More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times ? 
O weary reckoning !_ 

Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca, 
J have this while with leaden Thoughts been preſt, 
Put I ſhall in a more convenient time 
<rrike off this Score of Abſence: ſweet Bianca, 
Take me this work out, 

[Giving ber Deſdemona' 5 Bonde, 
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Biar. Oh Caffio, whence came this? 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend : 
Of thy felt Abſence, now I feel the Caule: 
I;t come to this? well, well. 
Caf. Go to, Woman, 1 
Throw your vi'e Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, | 
From whence you have them; you are jealous now, 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome Rementbrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. | 
Bian. Why, whole is it? | 
Caf. I know not neither, I found it in my Chamber; 
] like the Work well: e'er it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I'd have it copied ; 
Take it and do't, and leave me for this time. 
Bian, Leave you, wheiefore? 
Caſ. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh. 
'To have him ſee me woman'd. 
Fian, Why I pray you ? 
Caf. Not that I love you not. 
Fian, But that you do rot love me: 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night. 
Caf. "Tis but a little way that I can bring you; 
For J attend here, but 711 ſee you ſoon. : 
Em. Tis very good, {muſt be circumitanc'd. [ Exeurt, 


A © TV... EN E 


Enter Iago and Othello. 

'T ILL you think ſo? 
| Oth. Think fo, Iago! 
Jag, What, to kiſs in private? 

Oh. An unauthoriz'd Kits. Fe 

ſag. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? | 

Ct5, Naked in ted, Iago, and not mean any harm. 
It is Hypocriſy againſt the Devil: 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo; 
The Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Heaven, 
ag. If they do nothing tis a venial Slip: 
But if I give my Wife a Handkerchief - 

Orb. What then? 3 

lag. Why then, tis hers, my Lord; and being hers, 
She may, 7 think, beſtow't on any Man. Ot. 


lag. 
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Orth. She is Protectreſs of her Honour too; 
May ſhe give that? 
lag. Her Honour is an Effence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very oft, that have it not: 
But for the Hanokerchief - 
Oth. By Heaven I would moſt g ladly have forgot it: 
Thou ſaidſt (O it comes o'er my Memory, 
As does the Raven o'er the infected Houſe, 
Boding to all) he had my Handkerchief. 
Jag. Ay, what of that? 
Oh. That's not ſo good now. _ 
Tag. What if I had {aid I had ſeen him do ye ou a wrong? 
Or heard him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary Dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convineed or ſupply'd them, cannot chuſe - 


But they muſt blab. 1 
_ Oh. Hath he ſaid any thing? N 
Tag. He hath, my Lord, but be you well aflard, 7 
No more than he'll anſwer. * 
Otb. What hath he aid ? h C 
tag. Why that he SA 15 not what he did. 1 
Oth. What? A 
Tag. Lie- A 

075. With her? 

Jag. With her? on her, what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her ! lie on her! lie with her !- that's C 
fulſome : Handkerchief Confeflion. —— Handker- W 
chie. I trenible at it — Nature would not inveſt (A 
herfelf in ſuch ſhadowing, without ſome Inſtruction: It Cz 
is not Words that ſhake me thus—piſh : Noſes, BY,” 
Ears, and Lips - Le't poſſible! confeſs ! —- Ba 
Handkerchief ! O Devil By [Falls in a Trance. | Ti 
Lag. Work on, Ar 
My Medicine works! Thus credulous Fools are caught; Th 
and many worthy and chaſte Dames, even thus (all Fo 

uiltleſs) meet Re . "Ho What ho! my Lord, my WI 
For 1 J ſay, Othel How row, Cafeio : 2 He 

Enter Caffio. | 8 AE I : 

Caf. What's the matter? Or 

Tag. My Lord is fallen into an Epilepſy, | An 
This is the ſecond Fit, he had one yellerday. ( 

1 


Caf Rub him «bout 3 1 


0 fas, But 
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lag. No, forbear : 
The Lethargy muſt have his quiet Courſe ; 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by-and-by. 
' Breaks out to ſavage Madneſs : look he ſtirs. 
Do you withdraw your ſelf alittle while, 
He will recover ſtrait ; when he 1s gone, - 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. Ex. Caſſio. 
How is it General, have you not hurt your Head ? 
Oth. Doſt thou mock me? | 
lag. I mock you not by Heaven; 
Would you would bear your fortunes like a Man, 
Oth. A horned Man's a Monſter, and a Beaſt, 
Tag. There's many a Beaſt then in a populous City, 
And many a civil Monſter. : 
Otb. Did he confeſs it ? 
1ag. Good Sir, be a Man: | 
Think every bearded Fellow, that's but yok'd, 
May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
That nightly lie in thoſe unproper Beds, 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar. . Your caſe is better: 
O 'tis the Spite of Hell, the Fiend's arch Mock, 
To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch, Ha 
And to ſuppote her chaſte No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
O:h. O thou art wiſe; tis certain. 
lag. Stand you a-while apart, 
Confine yourſelf but in a patient liſt. 
While you were here o!erwhelmed with your grief, 
| (A Paſſion moſt unfitting ſuch a Man) 
Caſſio came hither : I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Extaly ; 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
The which he promis'd. Do but incave your (elf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes, and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in every region of his Face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale a-new ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your Wife. 
I ſay, but mark his Geſture. Marry patience, 
Or I ſhall ay, you're all in all in ſpleen; 
And nothing of a Man. 7 
Oth, Dot thou hear, Jago, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience ; 
But doſt thou hear, moſt bloody. | Tag. 


pms 20 
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Iag. That's not amiſs; 
But yet keep time in all: will you withdraw W — 
-[Oth. avithTraws 
Now will 7 queſtion Caſſio of Bianca ; 
A Hulwife, that by ſelling her Deſires, 
Buys her ſelf bread and cloth: it is a Creature, 
That doats on Caffo; as tis the Strumpet's plague: 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one: 
He, wren he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceſs of laughter. Here he comes, 
SE © oo os | 
As he fhalt-ſmile Othello ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookiſh Jealoufy muit conſtrue 
Poor Caffio's- Smiles, Geſtures, and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, Lieutenant? 

Caf. The worſer that you give me che addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me. 

Tag. Ply Deſaemona well, and you are ſure on't: 
Now, if this Suit lay in Bianca's Power, Speaking lower, 
How quickly ſhould you-fpeed: 

C/. Alas poor Caitif ! 

Oth. Look how he laughs already. 

Tag. Inever. knew a Woman love Man fo. 

Caſ. Alas poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me, 

Crh. Now he den es it ey, and laughs out, 

4g. Do you hear, Caſio s 

Och. Now he i importunes him to tell i it oer: 

Go to,, well ſaid, Well faid. 

Jag. She gives it out that you ſhall marry her. 

Do you intend it? | 

Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 

O:h. Do you triumph, Reman, do you triumph 2 

Caſ. I marry her! What! a Cuſtomer? 

Prithee bear ſome Charity to. my Wit, 
Po not think it ſo un wholſom: ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So, ſo; they laugh that win. 

lag. Why, the cry goes that you ſhall marry her: 

Ca/. Prithee ſay true. 

Jas. Jam. a very Villain elſe. 
Och. Have you ſcor'd me? well. | 
Caf. This is the Monkey's o n giving out; ſhe is 


. I will marry her, out ot. her own love and 
Oth, 


ry, not out of my promile. 


ve 
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0th. lago beckons me, now he begins the Rory. 


Caf. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in every - 
place: I was t'other day talking on the Sea-bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and. 


falls me thus about my Neck 


Oth, Crying O dear Caſſio, as were, his Geſture 


imports it. 


Ca. So hangs FA Jolls,: and weeps upon me; 7 


ſhakes and pulls me, ha, ha, ha 


Och. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Chamber: - 


O I ſee that Noſe of yours, but not that Dog 1 mall 


throw't to. 
Caf. Well, J muſt leave her Company: 
Jag. Before me; look where ſhe comes 
Enter Bianca. 


Caf, 'Tis ſuch another Fitchew; marry a perſum'd one ! * 


What do you mean by this haunting me? 
Bia Let the Devil and his Dam haunt you: what did 


vou mean by that ſame Hankerchief you gave me even 
now ? I was a fine Fool to take it; I muſt take out the 


Work ? a likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it 
in your Chamber, and not know who left it there. 'This 


is ſome Minx's token, and I muſt take out the Work? 
there, give it your Hobby-horle ; ; whereſoever you had | 


it, I' take out no Work on't. 


Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca ? how now, how now? 


0:4. By Heaven that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 


Bia. If you'll come to ſupper to night, you may; if 
you , will. not, come when you are next prepared for. 


[ Exit, 
A After her, after her. 
_ Caf. I muſt, ſhe'l] rail i th' ſtreet elſe. 


lag. Will you ſup there? 
Caf. Yes, I intend fo. 


lag. Well, I may chance to ſee you, for. I would | 


very tain ſpeak with you. 
Ca/. Prithee come, will you? 


lag. Go to, ſay no more. [Exit Caſſio, 


Oth. How ſhall I murder him, lago? 

log. Did you perceive, how he laugh'd at his Vice? 

Oth. O lags. 

lag. And did you ſee the Handkerchief ? 
_ 0:4, Was that mine? 


As. 
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Iag. Yours by this Hand: and to ſee how he prizes 
the fooliſh Woman your Wife---ſhe gave it him, and he 
has given it his Whore. 

tb. I would have him nine Years a killing : a fine 
Woman! a fair Woman / a ſweet Woman! 

Lag. Nay, you muſt forget that. 

Otb. Ay, let her rot and periſh and be damn'd 10 

night, for ſhe ſhall not live: no, my Heart is turn d to 
Stone: I ftrike it, and it hurts my Hand. O the World 
has not a ſweeter Creature; ſhe might lie by an Empe- 
ror's fide, and command him tasks. 

Tag. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe 80 delicate 
with her Needle---an admirable Muſician. O ſhe will 
ſing the Savageneſs out of a Bear: of fo * and plen - 
teous Wit and Invention! 

Tag. She's the worſe for all this. | To 

Oz4. A thouſand, a thouſand times : and then of fo 6 
gentle condition — | J 

Jag. Ay, too gentle ( 

Oth. Nay that's certain: but yet the pity of it. 1 
Tago:--oh the pity. _ 1 

Jag. If you are ſo. fand over her Iniquity, give her For 


Patent to Offend; for if 3 it {ouch not you, it comes near Def 
no body. | Fl 
_ be cho op her into meſſes Wann me! C 
O, is fou in her. I 

a With mine Officer. C 
Jag. That's fouler. 1 
Ot. Get thee ſome Poiſon, Jago, this night : In not 0 
expoſtulate with her, leſt her Body and her Beauty un- D 
provide my Mind agen: this Night, Jago. L 
Jag. Do it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle her in her Bed, Tho 
even in the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. Mal 


. 'Oth. Good, good; the Juſtice of it pleaſes; very good, | 
Lag. And for Casfio, let me be his Undertaker: you ch 


ſhall hear more by midnight. Each 
nter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. Out 
Oth. Excellent good. (4 Trumpet. D, 
What Trumpet is that ſame? | 1 Lo 
Tag. Something from Venice ſure: tis Ledowico: Ido 
This comes from the Duke; ſee, your Wife is with him. 07 
Lod. Save you, worthy General. D- 


Otb. With all my Mer Sir. Loa. 0 


%Y WF Wwe 


W 
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Lod. * Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 
(Gives him à Letter, 

Oth. I kiſs the Inſtrument of their Pleaſures. 

De And what's the news, good Couſin Lodovico? 

lag. I am very glad to fee you, Seignior :--- 
Weicome to Cyprus. 

Led. I thank you; how does Lieutenant, Cagſio 7 

| lag. Lives, Sir. 

De Coufin, there's fallen between him and my Lord 
An unkind Breach, but you ſhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you ſure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. | 

O:h. This fail you not to do, as you will- 

Lod. He did not call, he's buſy in the Paper. 
Is there Diviſion *twixt my Lord and Cas/io ? 

De/. A moſt unhappy one; I would do. much 
To attone them, for the Love I bear to _ 

O:h. Fire and Brimftone 1. 

De/. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wile? 

De/. What, is lie angry? 

Lid. May be the Leiter mov'd him. | 
For, as I think they do command him home, 


Deputing Caffo in his Government, | -Y. 
De/. Traſt me, I'm glad on't. | 
Oth. Indeed! 

Def. My Lord ! 


Oth. I am glad to ſee you mad. 

De/ Why, tweet Othello ? 

O:h. Devil! 

Def. T have not deſerv'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be belived i in Fe X 


Tho' I ſhould ſwear I ſaw by "tis very much, 
Make her amends, ſhe wee | 


Oth. O Devil, Devil! 


If that the Earth could Ta with Woman's +” Bly 


Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile : 
Out of my Sight. 


Def. I will not ſtay to offend you. (Going. 
Lod. Truly an obedient Lady: 


I do befeech your Lordſhip call her back. 


0th, Miſtreſs. 
Deſ. My. Lord. | : 
0th, What would you with 120 Sir? Lad. 


68 : | Othells he Moor 61 Venice. 


Lod. Who I, my Lord? kts 
Otb. I! you did wiſh that I el make her m: 
Sir, ſhe can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep 
And ſhe's obedient; as you ſay obedient, 
Very obedient=—proceed you in your Tears---- 
Concerning this, Sir: O well-painted Paſſion 
Lam commanded home: get you away, 
PH fend for you anon, 
And will return io Venice: - hence, avant! [ Exit Del. 
Caſio ſhall have my Place; and, Sir, to night 
Ido intreat that we may ſup together. | 
You are Wen cons Sin, to Cyprus !---Goats and Monkies ! 
Exit, 
Lod. Is this as Wine ee 1 our full 1 Gre 
Call all- in-all ſufficient? This the Nature, 
Which Paſſion could not-ſhake ? whoſe ſolid Virtue 
The Shot of Accident, nor Cart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
lag. He is much changed, 
Lod. Are his Wits ſafe; is he not of light Brain? 
Tag. He's what he is; Imay not breathe my Cenſure. 
What he might be, if what he Wen he is not, 
J would to Heaven he were. 
Led. What, ſtrike his Wife! 
Lag. Faith, that was not fo well: yet would I know 
That firoke would prove the work. | 
Lod. Is it his uſes -— | 
Or did the Letters work upon his Blood, 
And new create this Fault? 
Lag. Alas, Alas! | 
It is not honeſty in me to | 
What I have ſeen and known. You mall obſerve him, 
And his own Courſes will denote him ſo, ,. 
That I may ſave my Speech: Do but go won, 
Aud mark how he continues. 
Led. 1 am ſorry that I am deceived in him. (Exeunt. 
Enter Othello and Emelia. 
Ot. [You have ſeen nothing then. 
Em. Nor never hear'd, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
Otb. Yes, you have feen Ca//io and her together. 
Em. But then I ſaw no harm, and then 1 heard 
Eaeh Syllable that Breath made u between them. 
- Oth, What, did they never wile? i; 


En. 


Sir, I obey the Mandate, 


28 
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Em. Never, my Lord. 

O:h. Nor fend you out o' th' way ? 

Em. Never. 

Otb. To fetch her Fan, her Mask, her Gloves, nor 
nothing. 

Em. Never, my Lord. 
 O:h. That's ſtrange | 

Em. Idurſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my Soul at ſtake : if you think other, 
Remoye your Thought, it doth abuſe your Eoſom. 
If any Wretch have put this in your Head, 
Let Heaven require it with the Serpent's Curſe; 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no Man happy, the PO of their Wives 
Is foul as Slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither, go. [Ex. Emil. 
She ſays enough, yet ſhe's 4 imple Bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, 
A cloſet- lock and key of villainous Secrets: 
And yet ſhe'll kneel and pray, Ive ſeen her do't. 

Enter Deſdemona, and Emilia. 

Def. My Lord, what is your will / 
Oth. Pray Chuck come hither, 

D-/. What is your pleature ? 

O:h. Let me ſee your Eyes---look in my Face. 

De/. What horrible Fancy's this? 
Oth. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any Body come, 


Your Myſtery, your Myſtery ; nay diſpatch. 


De/. Upon my Knee, what does your Speech import?, 


| I underſtand a F ury in your Words; 


But not your Words. 
Orth. Why, what art thou ? 

Deſ. Your Wife, my Lord, your true and loyal Wile. 
Otb. Come, ſwear it; dam” n thyſelf, 


Left being hke one of Heaven, the Devils themſelves | 
Should fear to ſeize thee, I herefore be doubly damn'd ; 


Swear thou art honeſt. _ 
Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art. falls as Hell. 


falſe ! 
Oth. Ah Defdemo3a, aw, away, away. Dej- 


5 * 


5 To whom, my Lord? with whom? how eam . 


« 3 ; | Be... * — * „ 
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Def. Alas the heavy Day !' why do you weep ? 
Am I the Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? 
If haply. you my Father do ſuſpect 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your Blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. | | 
Oth. Had. it p eas'd Heaven 
To try me with Afffiction, had he rain'd 
All kinds of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head, 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, | 
Given to captivity me and my Hopes; 
IT ſhould have found in ſome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Fignre for the Hand of Scorn, 
Jo point his flow unmoving Finger at 
Vet could I bear that too, well, very well. | 
But there, where I have garner'd up my Heart 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life, 
The Fountain from which my Current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence ; 
Or ſpeak it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toads 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe- lip'd Cherubin ; 
I here look grim as Hell. | 
Def. J hope my noble Lord eſteems me honeſt. 
Oh. O ay, as Summer Flies are in the ſhambles, 


That quicken even with blowing. I 
O thou weed, who art ſo lovely fair, - 


And ſmel'ſt ſo ſweet, that the Senſe akes at the 
Would thou hadſt ne'er been born! Al 
Def. Alas, what ignorant S-n have T committed! 
Oth. Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, He 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed? Th 
Committed ? O thou publick Commoner ! 
J ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 


That wouid to Cinders burn up Modeſty, 5 
Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. What committed? | F 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it, and the Moon winks; D 
The baudy Wind that kiſſes all it meets, 5 
Is huſht within the hailow Mine of Earth, ag 
And will not hear it. - What committed. — Impudent | ye 
Strumpet ! | 33 ; 


De/. By Heaven you do me wrong, 


Oth, 


re, 


8 


ted! 


ident 


Oth, 
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Oh. Are not you a Strumpet ? | 
Def. No, as 1 am a, Chriltian, 

Tf to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord, 

From any other foul un'awtul touch, 

Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 

Otb. What, not a Whore? | 
D-/. No, as I ſhall be ſaved. 

Oth. Is't poſſible? 

Deſ. O Heaven forgive us. 

Oth. I cry you Mercy then. ? 

T took you for that cunning Whore of Venice 

That married with Oz/-//;—— Y ou Miſtreſs, 

Euter Emilia. 

That have the Office oppoſite to St. Peter, 

And keep the Gate of Hell; you, you! ay yon 

We ha' done our Courſe---here's Money for your pains: 

I pray you turn the Key, and keep our Counſel. { HExit. 
Em. Alas, what does this Gentieman conceive ? 


How do you, Madam? how do you, my good Lady? 


Def. Faith half afleep. _ | 
En. Good Madam. what's. the matter with my Lord? 
De/. With whom? . 
Em. Why, with my Lord, Madam. 
De/. Vho is thy Lord? 15 
Em. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 
Def. I ha' none; do not talk to me Emilia. 
I cannot weep ; nor Anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by Water. Pray to night 
Lay on my Bed my Wedding ſheeis, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 
Em. Rere's a Change indeed ! [Exit. 
Def. "Tis meet 1 ſhouid be us'd ſo; very meet: 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall'ſt Opinion on my leaſt miſuie? 
Enter Iago and Emilia. 
lag, What is your Pleature, Madam? 
How is't with you? | 


De. I cannot tell; thoſe that do teach your Babes, 


Do it with gentle means, and eaſy Taſks; 

He might ha“ chid me fo: for in good Faith, 

Iam a Child to chiding. Tn « 
Jag. What's the matter, Lady? x 
Em. Alas, Tazo, my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 


Thrown 
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Thrown ſuch Deſpite and heavy Terms upon her, 

The true Heart cannot bear it. ( 
Def. Am Tthat Name, lago? ( 
Jag. What Name, fair Lady : J 
Deſ. Such as ſhe faid, my Lord did ſay 7 was. ( 
Em. He call'd her Whore; a Beggar in his Drink / 

Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Callet, T 
Jag. Why did he ſo: | C 

De/. Ido not know, Tm ſure 7 am none ſuch, A 

B. 
It 
T 
N. 


Iag. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the Day! |, 
Em. Has ſhe foriook ſo many noble Matches! 
Her Father? and her Country? and her Friends, 
To be call'd Whore / would it not make one weep ! 
De/. It is my wretched Fortune, 
eg. Beſhrew him for it: kow comes thi- Trick por 
him / 
Die. Nay, Heaven doth hee; 
Em, I will be hang'd if ſome eternal Viltkin, 
Some buſy and inſinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging and cozening Slave to get ſome Office, 
Have not devisd this Slander : TIl be hang'd elſe. 
Tas. Fie, there is no ſuch Man: it is impoſſible. 
Def. If any ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him. 
Em, A Halter pardon, and Hell gnaw his Bones : 
Why ſhould he call her Whore: who keeps her Company: 
What place: what time: what form: what likelihood: 
The Mcor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous Knave, 
Same baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
O Heaven, that ſuch Companions thou'dit untold, 
And put in every honeſt Hand a Whip, 
To laſh the Raſcal naked thro' the W. rid, 
Even from the Eaft to th' Weſt. 
Tag. Speak within Door. 
Em O fy upon them ſome ſuch Squire he was, 
That turn'u your Wit the ſeamy ſide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 
lag. You are a Fool, po to. 
Def. Alas, Jago, 
What ſhall I do to win my Lord again: 
Good Friend, go to him; by this Licht of Eeaxen 
1 know not low 7 "oft him, | 
Here I knee] : ( Kneeling. 
It cer my Will did tre Ta, 'gaint his Love, 


Or 


On 


ce, 


ny , 
od: 


>2VCM 


cling. 


Or 
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Or in Diſcourſe, or Thought, or actual Deed; 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe, 


{ Delighted them on any other Form; 


Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will (tho he do ſhake me off 

To beggarly Divorcement) loye him dearly ; 
Comfort forſwear me! Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his Unkindneis may defeat my Lite, 


| But never taint my Love: I cannot ſay Whore, 


It doth abhor me, now I ſpea.. the Word; 

To do the AR, that might th' addition earn, 

Not all the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 
Jag. I pray” you be content, tis but his Humour; 
The Buſineſs of the State does him Offence, 15 5 
And he does chide with you. 

Deſ. If *twere no other. 

lag. Tis but ſo I warrant: . 

Hark how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper. [Trumpet. 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtays the Meat; 
Go in and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 

| | IE!x. Def, aud Emil. 
How now Rodorigo ? 
Enter Rodorigo. | 

Rod. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 

lag. What in the contrary ? ol 

Rod. Every day thou doffeſt me with ſome Device, 
lago; and rather as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt me from 
all Conyeniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Ad van; 
tage of Hope: 1 will indeed no longer endure it, nor 
am I yet perſuaded to put up in Peace, what already L 
taye fooliſhly ſuffered. 5 

lag. Will you hear me, Rodbrigo? 

Rod. I have heard too much, 

For your Words and Performances 
Are no kin together. 

lag. You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 

Rod. With nought but Truth. I have waſted myſelf 
out of my Means; the Jewels you have bad from me, 
to deliver to. Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a 
Votariſt: you have told m2 ſhe has receiv'd em, and 


return'd me Expectations, and Comforts of ſudden Re- - 


Ipe& and Acquaintance, but I find none. 
F L. 


P ²˙ d on 


_ 
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Jag. Well, go to; very well. 


Red. Very well, 80. to! I cannot go to Man, Tor tis 


my ſelt tobb'd in it. 
fag. Very well: 


Red. I ſay it is not very well; I will make my {lf 


not very well; i ſay tis very . and begin ta find 


known to Deſde mona: if ſhe will return me my Jewels, 
Ill give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful Sollicita- 


Jas. You have ſaid now. 


Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing, but what 1 proteſt In | 


tendment of doing. 


tion; if not, aſſure your ſelf, III ſeek Satisfaction of you, 


Tag. Why now I ſee there's Mettle in thee; and even 
from this Inſtant, do I build on thes a better Opinion 
than ever before, Give me thy Hand, Rodrigo: Thou 
haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt Exception, but I pro- 


teſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy Affair. 


Rod. It hath not appeared. 


lag. J grant indeed it bath not appear d; and your 
Suſpicion is not without Wit and Judgment. But, Re- 


dorigo, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have | 


greater Reaſon to believe now than ever, (I -mean, Pur: 
pole, Courage and Valour) this Night ſhew it. If thou 
the next Night following enjoy not Deſdemona, take me 


from this World with Treachery, and deviſe Ca 


for my Life. 


(pals? 


Rod. Well, what is it? is it within Reaſon and Fom 
Ag. Sir, there is ſpecial Commiſhon come from 


Venice, 


To depute Caſſo in Othello's Place. 
Rod, Is that true? why then Othello and 1Deſdlmen 


Return again to Venice. 


lag. O no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh ml 


with him 


The fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode be linger d 


Here by ſome Aceident: MWherein. none can be fo des 


terminate, 
As the removing of Caſſio. 


Rod. How do you mean removing * him ? 


„ - + * 


lag. Why, by making him * of Othell 


place; 
| Knocking out his P rains, 


"= 


Rd 


di 


fo! 
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Nod. And that you would have me to do? 

lag. Ay, if you dare do your lelfa Profit and a Right, 
He ſups to Night with a Harlot ; and thither will I go to 
him. He knows not yet of his honourable Fortune: if 
you will watch his going thence, (which 1 will faſhion to 
fall out between twelve and one) you may take him 
at your Fleaſure,. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, 
and he ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd 
at it, but go along with me; I will ſhew you uch a 
Neceſſity in his Death, that you ſhall think your ſelf 


in i hound to put it on him. It is now high Supper-time ; 
| and the Night grows to waſte : about it. 5 
"el Red. I will hear further reaſon for this, 

35 lag. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. | Exeunt. 
wu Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Lodovico, Emilia, and 
38 - Attendants. 


Tod. I do beſeech you Sir, trouble your ſelf no further. 
Oth. O pardon, twill do me good to. walk. | 
2 . Jed. Madam, good night, I humbly thank your La- 
liſhip. | | 
1 Di. Your Honour is moſt welcomes, | 
5 0th. Will you walk, Sir? — O Deſde mona. 
Deſ. My Lord. 33 | 
Oth. Get you to bed o'th Inſtant, I will be return'd 
i: > (WY forthwith ; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look't be done. 
1 | [Ex Lod. and Oth. 


1 Deſ. Iwill, my Lord. | 
Em. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did, 
Deſ. He ſays he will return incontinent ;_ | 

He bath commanded me to go to bed, 
| And bid me to diſmiſs you, 
Em. Diſmiſs me . | 
WE Heſ. It was his hidding ; therefore good Emil a, 
| Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. | 
Jo We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. | 
. Em: Would you had never ſeen him. 
Def. So would not I, my Love doth ſo approve him 
| That even his >tubbornneſs, his Checks, his Frowns, 
; (Prith-e unpin me) have Grace and Favour in them, 
175 Em, I have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me on thz Ped, 
Defe All's one: good Father how fooliſk are our. 
Minds? : 
| 2. If 


4 
| 
| 
| 
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If I do die before thee, prithee ſhroud me 
In one of thele ſame Sheets. 

Em. Come, come; you talk, 

Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in Love, and he ſhe loy'd prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her; ſhe had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing twas, but it expreſt her Fortune, 
And ſhe died ſinging it. That Song to night 
Will not go from my Mind ; 


L ve much a do, | 


But to go hang my Head all at one fide, and ſing it like 

poor Barbara. Prithee diſpatch | 
Em. Shall I go fetch your Night- gown? 

Deſ. No, unpin me here. 
This Lodovico is a proper Man. 
Em. A very handſome Man. 
Deſ. He ſpeaks well, 
Em. I know a Lady in Venice would have walk d bare 
foot to Paleſtine for a Touch of hisnether-Lip. | 
| Deſdemona ſings. 

The poor Soul ſat ſinging by a Sycamore Tree, 
feng all a green Willow; | 

Her Hand on her Boſom, her Head on her Knee, 
fing willow, willow, willow, V 

The 770 Streams ran by her, and murmur d her moan; 
fin willow, willow, willow. : 

Her ſalt Tears fell from ber, and ſoſtned the Stones; 
fing willew, Ce. (Lay by theſe) 
Willow, willow. 8 

(Prithee hie thee, he'll come anon | 

Sing all a green willcw muſt be my Garland. 

Let no body blame him, his ſcorn I approve. 


(Nay, that's not next: hark, who is t that Knocks ?) 


Em. Tis the Wind. (then? 
Deſ. I calld my Tove falſe Love; but what ſaid bt 
ſing willow, willow, willow. | 

If T ccurt mere Women, you'll couch with more Men. 
So, get thee gone, good night; mine Eyes do itch, 
Does that 8 weeping? s? | 
Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

' Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo: Otheſe Men! 
Doſt thou in Conlcience think (tell me Emilia) 1 

I a 


e 


ſe) 


hat 


In ſuch groſs kind ? 
Em. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion, 
Deſ. Wouldſt thou do ſuch a Deed for all the World? 
Em. Why, would not you? . 
Deſ. No, by this heavenly Light. 


Em. Nor I neither, by this hæavenly Light, 
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That there be Women do abuſe their Husbands 


I might doit as well in the dark, | 
Deſ. Wouldſt thou do ſuch a Deed for all the World ? 


Em. The World is a hu 


ſor a ſmall Vice. 


Def. In troth I think thou wouldſt not. ä 
Em. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when I 
had done; marry I would not do fuch a thing for a 
Joint-ring, or for Meaſures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 


Petticoats, or Caps, nor any petty exhibition: but for 
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ge thing; it is a great Price 


all the whole Werld; why who would not make her 


Husband a Cuckold, to make him a 


venture Purgatory for it. 


Def. Beſhiew 


me, if I would do ſuch a Wrong 


For the whole World. 
Em, Why the Wrong is but a Wrong i'th* World; 
and having the World for your Labour, tis a Wrong 
in your own World, and you might quickly make ir 


right. 


Deſ. I do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 


Em. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, as 


would ſtore the World the y play'd for. 
But I do think it is their Husbands Fau'ts, 


If Wives do fall; ſay that they flack their Duties, 


And pour out Treaſures into foreign Laps; 
Or ele break out in pecviſh Jealouſies, 

| Throwing reſtraint on us; 
Or (cant our former having in deſpite ; 


Why we have Galls, and tho' we have fome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let Husbands know 5 
Their Wives have Senſe like them; they ſee and ſmell Mz 


or ſay they ſtrike us, 


And have their Palates both for ſweet and ſour, 
As Husbands have. What 


is that they do, 


When they change us for others? is it Sport? 
] think it is; and doth Affection breed it? 
I think it doth : 


Is't Frailty that chuserrs-> 


D 


2 


2 


Monarch ? I ſhould 


— — LL — 
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It is ſo too; and have not we Affections ? 

Deſires for Sport; and Frailty as Men have? 

T ben let em uſe us well, elſe let them know, 
The Illis we do, their Ills inſtruct us to. 


Deſ. ps iy night; good night; Heaven me ſuch uſez ] 
| ** to piek bad from bud, but by bad mend. Crna 


0200000099900932250000 
ACT v. SCENE x 


The Street, 


Enter Iago and Rodorigo. | 


lag. H ER E ſtand behind this Bulk, trait will s 
5 come: 
Wear thy good Napier 3 e, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; Ill be at thy elbow. 
It makes us, or it mars us: think of that, 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution. 
Red. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry irt. 
lag. Here at thy hand ; be bold and take thy Sword, 
Rod. I have no great Bevotion to the Deed; 
Yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons; 
_ *Tis but a Man gone: forth my Sword; he dies, 
5 lag. Laſide.] I have rubb'd this young Gnat almoſt ty 
= the denſe, 
| Ard he grows angry: now whether he kill Caſſio, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain. Live Rederigo, 
Hie calls me to a Reſtitution large, | 
Of Gold and Jewels that I bobb'd from bins 5 
As Gifts to Deſdemena. 
It muſt not be. If Caſſio do remain, 
He has a daily Beauty is Life, 
That makes me ugly: and beſides the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I in Peril: 
No, he muſt die. Bet 1 I hear him coming. 


l is 


Ford, 


oft te 


Eu 


Red. O meth ed Villain! 
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Enter Caſſio. 
Red. 1 know his geit, tis he: Villian, thou dieſt. 
He runs at Caſſio, and wounds bim, 
Caſ. That Thrud had been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my * oat is better than thou know * 
1 will make Proof of thine. 
Rod. O, I am {]ain. [ Fight and both fall, 
Caſ. Fam maim d for ever; help ho, murder, mur- 
N Enter Othello ab:ve at a Nind w. [der. 
0th.' The Voice of Caſſio, lago keeps his Word. 
Red. Oo Villain that 1 am ! 
0th. is even to, 
Caf. O help. ho! light, a Surgeon! 
01. Lis he! O brave Jago. honeſt and juſt, 
That batt luch noble 2enſ: of thy Friend's Wrong, 
Thou teacheit me — Minton, your Dear lies dead, 
And your tat: hies apace. Strumpet, 1 come : 
From off my Heart, thoſe Charms thine Eyes are b'otted 
bis Bed Luit-(tain d, ſhal! with Luit's Blood be ipotreds 
15 0 | Exit, 
5 nter ee and Gratiano, [LN urder. 
Caſe What io, ne Watch? no l allage? Murder, 
Gra. is ſme T-zzchance, the Voice is very diretul. 
Caf. © help! 
Led. Hark. 
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Led. Two or three-Groans. It is a heavy Night; 
Thete may be Counterfeits : let's think t unſafe 
To come into the ry without more help. 
. Rid. No body come: then {hall | bleed to Death. 
1” Bots lago in his Shirt. 
Lod. Hark? _ 


Gra, Here's one comes in his Shirt, with Lights and 
Weapons. 

lag. ho's there? Whole noiſe is this that cries out 
Murder? 

Led. We do not know. 

lag. Do not you hear a Cry "OY | 

Caſ. Here, here: for Hear s ſake help me. 
Lag. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Tod. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. | 
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lag. What are you here that cry ſo grievouſly ? 
Caſ. lago O I am fpoil'd, undone by Villains! 

Give me ſome help. | | © 

lag. O me, Lieutenant, what Villains have done this? 
Caf. I. think that one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. . HR) 
lag. O treacherous Villains | 

What are you there? come in and give ſome help. 
Red. O help me there. 111 : 

Caf. That's one of em. 


lag. O murderous Slave, O Villaint © [ Stabs Ee 


Rod. O damn'd Jago, O inhuman Dog 
lag. Kill Men i'th' dark! where be theſe blood 
Thieves? __ T8 Shs 

How filent is this Town ? Ho, Murder, Murder! 
What may you be? are you of good or evil? 

Led, As you ſhall prove, praiſe us. 

tag. Seignior Ledvico? 

Led. He, Sir. 5 


- 


Gra. Caſſio? 

lag How is it Brother? 

Caſ. My Leg is cut in two. 

lag. Marry Heaven forbid. _ | 
Light. Gentlemen, I'll bind it with my Shirt. 
- CT Enter Bianca, „ 

Bien. What is the matter ho ? who is't that cried ? 
jag. Who is t that cried? . 
Has. © my dear Caſſio, my ſweet Caſſio, O Caſſia, 

Ca 10, Jos f | 
lag. O notable Strumpet. Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 

Who they ſhould be that have thus mangled you? 
Caſ. No. | T 
_— I am forry to find you thus: I haye been to ſeek 
OR . 

4 Jag. Lend me a Garter, Sd ———= ho for a Chair 

to bear him eaſy hence. | 3 

Bian. Alas he faints, O Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio | 
lag. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this Traſn 5 

To be a party in this Injury: patience a whi le, good 


Caſſio : 
 Ceme, come, lend me a Light: 


© 4 


Know 


* [er you Mercy : here's Caſſie, hurt by Villains, 
8 1 ; | 


a 1 A ed # 


ww A 


. 


.* 
— 


That ſo negle ed you; 


Was my dear Friend: what. Mal ce was betwixt you? 


Stay you good Centlemen? look you pale, Miſtreſs? 


Nay, it you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 


Know. we this Face, or no? | 
Alas my Friend, and my dear Countryman 
Rodorigo? no: yes ſure; yea, tis Rodrigo. 
Gra, What, of Venice? 
Isg. Even he, Sir, did you know him? 
Gra. Know him? Ay. E 
Jag. Senior Gratiano? I cry your gentle Pardons: 
Theſe bloody Accidents muſt excute my Manners, 


Gra. | am glad to fee yo. 
Lg. How do: you, Caſio? O, a Chair, a Chair... 
Gra. Roderigs? | . jy” 
lag. He, he, tis he: O that's well {+id, the Chair. 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence, 
I'll fetch the General's Surgeon : for you, Miſtrets; 
Save you your Labour. He that lies ſlain here; Cao; 


Caſ. None in the World; nor do | know the Man. 
lag. What look you pale? O bear him out o'th' Air, 


Do you perceive the Gaſtn:{s- of her Eye? 
Behold her well I pray you; look upon her, 


Do you ſee Gentlemen; nay, Guiltineſs 


Will ſpeak, tho' Tongues were out of ule, - 
Enter Emilia. 
Em. Alas what is the- matter? what is the nutter. 

Husband? | n 
Ian Cafſio hath here been ſet on im the dark 

By Redcrigo, and Fellows that are ſcap't; 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Red:rigo dead. | 
Em. Alas good” Gentlemen! alas-good Cafſis!' 
lag. 1 his is the Fruit of Whoring ; pray Emilia, 

Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt. to night. 

What, do you ſhake at this 
Bias He ſut at my Houſe, but I therefore ſhake not, 
lag. O did he fo? I charge you go with me. 

Em. O fy upon thee, Strumpet. 

Fia. I am no Strumpet, but ob Lite. as honeſt. 

As you that thus abuje me. | 
Em. As I? ty upon thee... 

lag. Rind Gentlemen, - let's ſee poor Casio dreſt;: 

WS: Dome 
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Come Miſtreſs, vou muſt tell's another Tale, 
Emilia, run you to the Citadel, | | 
And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the Night 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. ["Fxew!, 


Enter Othello with a Light, and Deſdemona in her Bed. ; 
Oh. It is the Caule,- it is the Cauſe, my Soul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars: 
It is the Caufe,' Yet 11! not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And {ſmooth as monumental Alablaſteerr 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elle ſhe'll betray more Men — 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light: 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Miniter, 
I can again thy former Light reſtore, 
Should I repent: but once put thy Light: 
Thou cunning Patern of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean Beat - | 
That can thy Light relumine. When I have pluckt thy 
I cannot give it vital Growth again, (Role, 
It muſt needs wither: I'll ſmell thee on the Tree; [ Kiſſes 
Oh balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade (Her. 
yore to break her Sword. One more; one more: 
e thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after — one more — that s the laſt ; 
So {weet was ne'er ſo fatal! i muſt weep, 
But they are cruel Tears: this Sorrow's heavenly 
It ſtrikes where it dees love — ſhe wakes. | 
Deſ. Who's there? Othello? 
Oth. Ay, Deſdeme na. 
Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
0th. Have you prayed to Night, Deſde mona? 
Deb Ay; my Lords :i; 35 det wh ; 
Otb. If you ; bethink - yourſelf of any Crime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to Heaven and Grace, 
Sollicit for it ſtrait. | . 3 
Deſ. Alas my Lord, what do you mean by that ? 
Otb. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by; 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit: | 
No, Heavens forefend, I would. not. kill thy Soul. 
Deſ. Talk you. of killing? | ok 


. 
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On Ab. 1 as. -- oe OE i 

Deſ. Then Heaven have Mercy on me. 4 

0th. Amen, with all my Heart. : 

Deſi, If you ſay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. 

0th, Hum. * 

HDeſ. And yet I fear you: for yare fatal then 
When your Eyes roll ſo. Why I ſhould fear, I know not 
Since Guilt I know not: yet I feel I fear. 
Otb. Think on thy Sins. * 
' Deſc They're Loves I bear to you. 

Otb. Ah, and for that thou dieft, _. 

Deſ. That Death's unnatural, that kills for lovings 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether Lip? 7 
Some bloody Paſhon ſhakes your very Frame; 

Theſe are Portents : but yet I hope, I hope 
They do not point on me. | 

Oth. Peace, and be ſtill, _ 

Deſc I will ſo, what's the matter? % 

Qth. That Handerchief which I ſo lov'd and gays e 


unk, 


Bed, 


thy thee, 2 1 
ole, Thou gaveſt Cato. | 1 
iſſes | Def. No,, by my Life and Soul: b NZ 


er. Send for the. Man and ask him. 3 | 
; 0th. Sweet-Soul, take heed, take heed. of Perrys 
Thou art on thy Death-bed. e = 
Deſ. Ay, but not yet to die, | 1 
J METER. . 1 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy Sin, 1 
For to deny each Article with Oath J 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong, Conception 11 
That I do groan withal: thou art to die. | 
Deſ. O Heaven have Mercy on me. — 
tb. I fay Amen. | . 5 " | F 
Def. And have you Mercy too. 5 | 
I never did offend you in my Life; ne'er loy'd. Caſio, 
But with ſach general Warrantry of Heaven, 
As J might love. I never gave him Token. 
I _ 0th, By Heaven I ſaw my Handkerchief in's Handꝭ 
f O perjur d Woman! thou doſt ſtone my Heart, 
And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do. 
A Murder, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
In the Handkerchiof. "770 
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Def. He found it then, 
I never gave it him, ſend for him hither; 
Let him confeſs a Truth. 
tb. He has confeſt.. 
Heſ. What, my Lord? 
Oth. That he hatb—uſzd thee. 
: Pa How, unlawfully. ? 
f 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 3 | | 
0th. No, bis Mouth is ſto pd a 2 1 
Honeſt Jago hath ta en order fort, | 
D.. Omy Fair interprets. What, is he dead? 
Stb. Had all his Hairs been Lives, 
My great Revenge had Stomach for em all. 
Deſ. Alashe is betray d, and I undone, 
Otb. Out Strumpet weepſt thou for. him to my Face? 
Def O baniſh me my Lord, but kill me not. 
_ Down Strumpet. _ 
Deſ. Kill me. to morrow, let me live to night, 
| 670. Nay, if you ſtriyxe. | 
Def. But half an Hou 
Oh. Being done. there is no pauſe. 
DLeſ. But while I ſay one Prayer. [He Tiles bs her, ] 
Gth. Tis too late. [Emilia calls within, 
Em. My Lord, myLord ! what ho Im „Lord, my Lord 
Oth. What Noiſe is thi: ? not dead ? pot. yet quite dead? 
F that am cruel, am yet merciful, | | 
F wou'd not have thee linger inthy Pain, So, ſo. 
Em. What Ho! my Lord, my Lord! 
Otb. Who's there? 
En. O my good Lord, I'd ſpeak 2 word with you. 
Ot 5. Ves, tis Emil. by and by—ſhe* s dead. 
*Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſios Death; 
The Noiſe was high. Hah, vo more moving! ? 
Still as the Crave. Shall ſhe come in? wer't good ? 
It nk ſhe ſtirs again—no.— What's the beſt . N 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll fure ſpeak to my Wife; 
Iy Wit! my Wife! what We? 1 hare no Wife. 
0 inlupportable O heavy Hour. 
Methiiiks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Ot Sun and Mcœan, and that the atfrighted Globe 
| Should HOO at Aſteration. 
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Em. 1 do. beſeech you I may ſpeak with you, O goad 


my Lord 1 
Otb. I had forgot thee: O come in Emilia. 
Soft, by and by; let me the Curtains-draw.. 
Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now? 
| Enter Emilia. | 
Em. O my good Lord, yonder's foul Murder:done.. 
Otb. Whatnow? | 
Em, But now; my Lord. | 
Oth. It is the very Error of the Moon, 
She comes more near the Earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes Men mad. | | 
Em. Caſſio, my Lord, has kill'd a young Venetian, 
Call'd Redoripo. | 
Oth, Roderigo kill'd, and Cafſio kill'd ? 
Em, No, Cafſio is not kill d. | 
Otb. Not Caſſio kill d! then Murder's out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 
Def. O fallly, fan murder ddl 
Em, Alas, what Cry is that? 
_ Oth, That, what? | 
Em. Out and alas, that. was my Lady's Voice. 
Help, help, ob, help O Lady ſpeak again, 
Sweet Deſdemena, G ſweet Miſtreſs, ſpeak. 
Def. A guilt'eſs Death Idi. 
Em. O who has done this Deed ? 
Deſc No body, I my ſelf, farewel; | 5 
Commend me to my kind Lord, O farewel, [She dies. 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murder a? | 
Em, Alas, who knows? g 
th. You heard her ſay her ſelf, it was not]. 
Em. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report a Truth. 
Oth, She's like a Lyar gone to burning Hell; 
*T was I that kill'd her. my 
Em. O, the more Angel ſhe, 
And you the blacker Devil. | | 
' Oth, She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whores 
Em. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a Devil. 
th. She was falſe as Water. 5 5 
Em. Thou art raſh as Fire, 3 
To ay that ſhe was falſe: O the was heavenly true, 


Oc. Caſſio did top her, ask thy Husbaud elſe. 
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O were dainn'd beneath all Depth in Hell, 
But that | did proceed upon juſt Grounds _ 
To this Extremity. Thy Husband knew it all... 
Em. My Husband ? | | 
Oth. Thy. Husband. | 
Em. That the was falſe to Welloek 7 "OE: 
_Oth. Ay, with Caſſio : had ſhe been true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another Worlds 
Of one entire and perfect Chryſolite, | 
I'd not have ſold her for it. 
Em. My Husband? 
Oth. Ay, twas he that told me gilt; 
An honeſt Man he is, and hates the Slime. 
That ticks on filthy Deeds. 
Em. My Husband? — | 
Oth. What needs this Iteration; ? Woman, 1 ſay thy 
Husband. 
E. Oh Miſtreſs! Villany hath made Mocks withLove: 
My Husband ſay ſhe * falſe? 


Otb. He Woman; I ſay thy Husband; doſt under : 


ſtand the Word? 
My Friend, thy Husband, honeſt, honeſt 116. 
Em. If he fay ſo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a Grain a Day: he lyesto th Heart. 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy TRY» | 
Otb. Ha | 

Em. Do thy worlt : SOT” 
"This Deed of thine is no more worthy Heaven 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beſt. | 

Em. Thou haſt not halfthe Power to do me "IP 
As I have to be hurt: O Gull, O Dolt ! | 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt done a Deed 
I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known, 
Tho'I loſt twenty Lives——hel iP help, O! help! 
The Moor has kill'd my Miſtrels, Murder, Murder! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, Tago, and others. 

Mon, What is the matter? how now General? 

Em. O, are you come, Iago? you have done well, 
That Men muſt lay their Murders on your Neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 


Eu. Dilprove * if thou beſt a Man: : 


f ß. On i IT” 
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That ſhe with Caſſio hath the Act of Shame 
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He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe : | 
know thou didſt not, thou art not ſuch a Villain, 
Speak, for my Heart is full. | | 
lag. | told him what 1 thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
Em. Put did you ever tell him ſhe was falſe ? 


. Jag. I did. 


Em. You told a Lye; an odious damned Lye; 
Upon my Soul a Lye, a wicked Lye. 
She falſe with Caſſio? did you ſay with Caſſio? 
Jag. With Caſſio, Miſtreſs; go to, charm your Tongue. 
En. | wilnot charm my. Tongue, Pm bound to ſpeak : 
My M iſtreis lies here murder'd in her Bed. 2 
Al. O Heavens forefend ! : 
Em. And your Reports have let the Murder on. 
0th, Nay, ſtare not Maſters, it is true indeed, 
Gra. *Tis-a ſtrange Truth. ; | 
Men. O monitrous Act! 
Em. Villany, Villany, Villany! 
I think upon't—I think—! ſmelt Villany; 
I thought ſo then; I'll kill my (elf for Grief, 
O Villaivy, Villany! | i 5 
lag, WW had: are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gent'emen, let me have leave to ſpeak; 


Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 


Perhaps, Jago, I will ne'er go home. n 
05. Oh, oh, oh. [Falls on the Bed. 
Em. Nay, lay thee down, and roar : 

For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt Innocent 

Thateer did lift up Eye. | 
Oth. O ſhe was foul! | i 

J ſcarce did know you, Uncle; there lies your Niece, 


Whole Breath indeed theſe Hands have newly ſtopt ; 


I know this Act ſhews horrible and grim. | | 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona! I'm glad thy Father's dead: 

Thy match was mortal to him; and pure Grief 

Shore his old Thread in twain: did he liye now, 

This fight would make him do a deſperate Turn; 

Yea, curſe his better Angel from his Side, 


And fall to Reprobation. 


Qth. Tis pitiful, but yet lago knows, 


* 
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A thouſand times committed; Cafſio confeſt it: 

And ſhe did gratify his amorous Works 

With that Recognilance and Pledge of Love. 

Which I firſt gave; 1 ſaw it in his Hand; 

It was an Handkerchicf, an antique Token. 

My Father gave my Mother. | 
Om. O Heaven, O heavenly Powers! 
lag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Iwill out, twill out — I peace! no, 

T'll ſpeak as liberal as the Air: 5 

Let Heaven, and Man, and Devils, let them all, 

All, all cry Shame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak. 

Jag. Be wile, and get you home. . 

Em, I will not. [ lago coffers to ſtab his Wiſe 
Gra, Fy, your. Sword upon a Woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moor! that Handkerctref thiu 
f ſpeak ſt of, | 

I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband; 

For often with a ſolemn Ea:neſtneſs | = 

(More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifle) 

te bep'd-af me to feat 16k. oO 
Tag. Villanous Whore! | 

Em. She give it Caſſio? Alas? I found it, 

And I did give't my Eusband, - 
lag. Filth, thou lyeſt. Is 
Em. By Heaven 1 do not Gentlemen: 

O murderous Coxcomb'! what ſhould ſuch a. Foot 
Do with ſo good a Wife? 

[ lago breaks thr.”, and weunds his Wife, then runs cut 
Oth. Are there no Stones in Heaven, | 
But what ſerve for the Thunder? precious Villain! 

Sera. The Woman falls; ſure he has Hath kill'd his Wits 
Em. Ay, ay; O lay me by my Miſtreſs Side. 
Gra, He's gone, but his Wite's kill' d. | 

Men. "Tis a notorious Villain; take this Weapon, 

Which I recover d have here from the Moor: 

Come, guard the Door without, let hin nat pals, 

But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame Villain, 

For tis a damned Slave. { Exeunt Mon. and Gu. 
0th. 1 am not valiant neither, 2 

But every puny Mhipſter gets my Sword. 

But why ſhould Honour dut- ive Honeſty ?. 


— 
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Let it go all. | | | 
Em. What did thy Song bode, Lady? 
Hark, can't thou hear me? I will play the Swan, 
And die in Muſick ; Willow, Willow, Willow, 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte, ſhe loy'd thee, cruel Moor : 
So come my Soul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die, 2 dies. 
oth, I -have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ebro's Temper ; 
O here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. Gra. within. 
Gra, If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me; 
Or naked as I am, I will aſſault thee, 
Gra. What is the matter? 
0th. Lo! I have a Weapon, 
A better neyer did itſelf ſuſtain 
Upon a Soldier's Thigh. I've ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
] haye ade my way thro' more Impediments 
Than Feeney times your Stop. But O vain Boaſt! 
Mho can controul his Fate? tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, tho' you do ſee me weapon'd ; 
Here is my Journey's End, here is my Butt, 
The very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? ti a loſt Fear: 
Man, but a Ruſh againſt Othello's Breaſt, 
And he retires, Where ſhould Othello go? 
How doſt thou look now? O ill-ſtarr d Wench ! 
Pale as thy Smock! When we ſhall meet at Compt, 
This Look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl ? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed Slave! 
Whip me, you Devils, 5 
From the Poſſeſſion of this heavenly Sight; 
low me abcut in Winds, roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Vaſh me in ſteep-down. Gulphs of liquid Fire: 
O Deſdemcna | Deſdemena | dead, dead! O, O. 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wennde d, Montano, and 
| lago Priſoner with Qficers. | 
Tod. Where is this raſh and moſt unforturate Man? 


0th, That's he that was Othello: here I am. 4 
as R . Lads 
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Ted. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth, 
th. I look down towards his Feet but that's à Fable, 
If that thou be*ſt a Devil, 1 cannot kill thee, + | 

= 5 | Othello wounds Iago. 

Tod. Wrench his Sword from him. | 

Jas, I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. N 

Oth. I am not ſorry neither, l'd have thee live; 
For in my Senſe tis happineſs to dir. 
Tod. O thou Otbe o, that wert once ſo good, 


Fealn in the Eractice of a curſed Slave, 
W hat ſhall be ſaid to thee ? | 
th. Why any thing; 3 | 
An honourable Murtherer, if you will: 
For nought did in Hate, but all in Honour. 
Tod. | his Wretch hath part confeſt his Villany: 


Did you and he conſent in Cafſio's Death ? 
_— 
Caf; Dear General, I never gave you Cauſe, «+ 
_ 0th, I do believe it, ard J ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray demand that demy Devil, 
Why he hath thus ininar'd my Soul and Body? 


lag. Pemand me nothing; nf A Ae you knowz| 
P 


From 6his time forth never will 
Ted. M Hat, nut to prayp?ꝰ © | 
Gra. Torments wih ope your Lips. 
0:h. Mell, thou doſt beſt, | 

Ted. ir, you ſhall under ſtand what hath befaln, 

Wh ch, as think, you know not: here's a Letter 
Fc und in the Pocket of the ſlain Redorigo; 

And here another; one ot them imports 

The Death of Ca to be LES cable by Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villain? | | "= 

Caſ. M oft heatheriſh. and moſt groſs! 

Led. Tow here's arother dilconterted Paper, 
Four in, the ocket too; and this, itſeems, 
Rd mean t, have lent this damned Villain; 
But chat bel ike Ae, in the interůʒm 

Came in and fatisty'd bim. 
Otb. O thou pernicious Caitiff ! 5 
How came you, Caſſiv,. by that Handkerchief 
That was wy Vites? _ 


eak Word, 


Caf, 1 found it in my Chamber; 


* 


rth, 
Fable 


Jago, 
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And he himſelf confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it, for a ſpecial Purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his Deſire. - : 
0th. O Fool, Fool, Fool! _ ; 
Caſe There is beſides in Rd rige's Jetter, 
How he upbraids Igo, that he made him 
Brave me upon the Watch; whereon it came 
That | wascaſt ;- and even now he ipake, 
After long ſeeming dead, Iago hurt him, 
lago ſet him on. „ | 
Tod. You muſt forſake this Room, and go with us; 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, 8 
And Caſſio rules in Graus. For this slave, | 
If there be any cunning _ruelty, | 
That can torment him much. and hold him long, 


It ſhall be his. You ſhall clcſe Priſoner reſt, 


Till that the Nature of your Fault be known 

To the Venetian State, Come bring away. 

Oth. Soft you; a Word or two before you go. 

Tve done the State ſome Service, and they know't 3 

No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

M hen you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am. Nothing extenuate, | 

Nor ſet down ought in Malice. Then muſt you ſpeak 

Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one not eaſily jealous; but being wrought, 

Perp'ext in the extreme; of one whoſe Hand, 

Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl away, 

Richer than all his Tribe; of one whole Eyes, 

A.beit unuſed to the melting Mood, 

Drop Tears as fait as the Arabian Trees 

Their medicinal Gums, Set you down this, 

And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a { urband Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 

I took byth'T hroat the circumciſed Dog, 

And {mote him thus. 7 [Stabs himſelf, 
Zod. O bloody eriod ! 1 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr d. 

Oth. I kiſt thee ere 1 kill'd thee, no way but this, 


Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kiſs. [ He dies. 


Caſ. This did I fear, but thought he had no yo - 
1 | or 
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For he was of great Heart, 

Led. O Spartan Dog, Fl 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the 
Look on the tragick Loading of this Bed; 


Sea, 


This is the Work; the Object poiſons Si 1 — 


Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houſe, 


And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, | 
For they ſucceed to y ou To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſh Villain, 

The Time, the Place, the Torture; O enforce it. 
My ſelf ſhall ſtrait abroad, and to the State, 


This heavy Act, with heavy Heart relate. 


¶Exeunt omnes. 


ha 


men. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
Now Publiſh, 
And to be had of R. WaLxzx, Printer of 
SHAKESPEAR'S and all the other Ex IIS 


PLAYS, at SHaxzsPear's Head in Turn- 
again-Lane, Snow-Hill. 2 


TH E firſt Volume compleat of .Shakeſpear's PLAYS, 
which contains the Six following, v 7. 


I. Hamlet Prince of Denmark, à Tragedy. 


II. Julius Cæſar, a Tragedy. 


III. The Life and Death of Richard. III. With the 


landing of the Earl of Richmond, and the Battle at Buſ- 
morth-Field, being the laſt between the Houſes of Lan- 
taſter and Vork. | De Ag. 


IV. The Life and Death of Thomas Lord Crommel!, 
who was a Blackſmith's Son of Putney, and brought to 
Court in the Reign of King Henry VIII, by Cardinal 
Wolſey, and roſe to be Lord High Chancellor, and was 
afterwards beheaded priyately in the Tower, at the Inſti- 
gation of Biſhop Gardiner, on a Charge of High-Treaſon 
without being try'd. . | 


V. The Tempeſt, 2 Comedy. 
VI. The Merry Wives of Windſer, with the Humours 


of Sir John Falſtaff, 


This Volume is ſold only for two Shillings, which is 
but four Pence each PLA; and the PLAYS may be 


had either ſeparate or together, or bound up in Calfor 


Sheep 


OE 7 Pen gy. OT * ——— — 
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„Sheep. at a very reaſonable Price. 
PLAYS, which baye a curious Frontiſpiece to each, i; 


” * | 


Alſo with theſe Ny 


given Gratis the Head of Shakeſpear. work'd in Colours, 


and a general l itle Red and Black. as well as an Accourt 


of the Life and Mritings of the Author, in order to bind 
up in the Front of the Volume, which makes the ſame 
very Compleat. 5 a 5 

All the Engliſh PLAYS, will be printed in Turn, by 
the ſaid R. # alk.r, Word for Word as they are ated, 
and not abridg'd; and collected frony the ſeveral cel. 
rated Authors following, viz. | 


Shakeſpear D. of Buckingham 
Ben. Neben  Panbrugh 
Dryden © Southern 
__ _ /Conyreve Sir Ge ige Etheridge 
: Ns | _ Cibber We ar ig 
Addifon Mrs. Beha 
„ 6 Phillips 
Beaumont and Fletcher Tycherly 
Steel | Landſdowne 
Farquhar Cbri. Bullock 
Beckingbam Mrs. Cent livre, &c. 


PLAYS be Printed, are, 

I. That they ſhall be printed on the ſame beautiful 
Letter, and ſuperfine Demy Paper as the Propolals. 
II. That one PLAY compleat, with a Frontilpiece, 
ſhall be puhliſh'd every Monday, ſtitched in blue aper, 
at the Price of Four-pence, and delivered at their own 
Houſes, or any Place they ſhall appoint, if in Town, ot 
in the Country, within ſixty Miles of London. . 

III. That they fhall be printed ſo as ix PLAYS may 


The Conditions on which the foregoing - Author) 


be bound up in one Volume; and at the end of each 
Volume a general 1itle in Red and Black ſhall be given, 


Gratis, | | | 
IV. That at the End of the firſt Volume of each Av 


- thor's PLA Y> ſhall likewiſe be given Gratis, his Head 


curiouſly engrayen;- with an Account of his Life and 
Writingss. | . ' 


CUri 


Cour 


ſolut 


To the UB LI CK. 


10 THEN I firſt attempted this Undertaking, the 
Kite 'Y Triumvirate (4rnſon, Mats. and Feals) had the 
Atturance to deciare, that [ was not in a Capacity to 
by WW carry on ſuch a Deſign; but when they found that I 
ed, bad great Encouragement, | and was nut one of thoſe 
ele- poor Noodles who would be trightned by their inſolent 
Ihreats, they then had recourte. to the ſeveral pitiful 
and ſcandalous Methods which I have before expos d. I 
had ſome 1 houghts of ane iziny the Triamvirate, and | 
mariteſting their. able Parts, but being inform'd that 
little Vatis bad thought propar to drop-his Colleague, 
I ſhall content my ſeif with infurming you only, that l 
"TY Wats is the Printer, Tonſcn the I'ubiiiher, and Feals the | 
MOUTH of the Friumvirate. -7 | 
The Duumvirate {Tonfen and Feals) have the Impu- 
dence to ſay they will apply to Parliament tor an Act 
to ſecure their Properties: A fine thing irdeed ! to 
imagine that the Parliament will grant them a Property 
to what they never were intit.ed ; let them take m 
Advice” for once, that is, to think what il! Uſe they 
made of a former Act, by holding Books at ten times 
their Worth ; Witneſs Rym-er's Federa, SC. | 
They have alſo had the Aſſurance to ſay, that they 
would ſue me for that which they have no Right to, why 
don't they doit? Here is Ferm come, and- no Bill in 
Chancery, nor Action at Common Law. But they have 
gone farther yet, they have vilely endeavour d to ſeduce 
one of my Servants to inform them of what PLAY 1am 
aways printing, by offering him Money, which had its 
deſired Effect at the Time of my printing the Tragedy 
of Themas Lord Cromwell, but ſuch Ralcallity met with 
its Juſt Deſerts, and the publick took that particular Op- 
portunity to ſhew themleives in my intereſt, (who will 
keep thoſe monoplizing Creatures Iunſen and Feals, from 
oppreſting the Fublick for the future) not only by the 
Continuance of their Subſcriptions, but like wiſe by pro- 
curing me many hundreds of new Subtcribers, to en- 
courage me to proceed with the utmoſt Vigour and Re- 
lolution, which I am determin'd to do. f 1 


— 


If theſe honeſt, rich, and fair-dealing Men have ay 
Right to what I am-re-printing, why do they off: 
me great Advantages in Trade to drop printing the 
_ PLAYS, that they may impoſe on ye again theirs for 
2 Shilling each? Or why do they not have recourſe tg 
Law or Equity, which are both ready. to do Juſtice? 
I do aſſure ye that I will not eomply with any Propo- 
ſals made to me, tho' ever ſo advantageous, but as [ 
have met with ſuch Encouragement, will continue pub- 
liſhing a PLAY a Week, till they are compleated, and 
therefore hope for the Continuance of your Subſerip 
tions, by which alone I am enabled to carry on this 
Undertaking. | RE | | 


Your obliged 
Humble Servant, 


ROBERT WALKER 


N. B. Whatever Miſtakes have happened in my Plays, 

_ © by following Tynſons incorrect Copies, or other wilt, 

ſhall be reRify'd, by reprinting the Leaves, and 
ſending them to the Subſcribers, gratis, | 
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LIFE and DEATH 


HENRY, Sirnamed HOTSPUR: 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


ING Henry the Fourth, 


Hewry, Prince of Wales, © Son to the King. ; 


| John, Prince of at mg.” 5 
| rceſter, 
| ad, > 
 Hot-ſpur, . 
Mortimer, 3 
Archbiſhop of Vork, Enemies to the King, 
Dow glas, | 
Owen: Glendower, | 
Sir Richard Vernon, 
Sir Mitchell, 55 
Wefmorland, 1 5 
Sir 2 1 5 Blunt, | 8 of the King's Party. 
Sir John Falſtaff. | 
Foins, 
Gads- 
Peto, Sull, | To of 1 Falſtaff. 


Rapdolph, 


494 


Lady Percy, Wife to Lane 


as + — 
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Lady Mortimer, . to * and Wife 15 


{oh ortimer. 
| Hoſteſs. 


Serif, Viutner, che, 1 tabo 2 arriers, 


7 ravellers, and Attendants. 


SCENE, E ENGLAND. 


Ente 


— 


— I / } 


1 


The FIRST PART of 


A 


* N þ 


— 


a n 
SCENE, LONDON. 
Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancaſter, Far! of Wet 


morland, and others. 
KINO HENRY. 


QOſhakenas we are, ſo wan with Care, 

Þ Find we a Time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded Accents of new 
3 OR. HP 
To be commenc*d in Stronds afar remote. 
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Of hoſtile Paces. Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 

WhicK like tke Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 

All of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine Shock 

And furious Cloſe of Civil Butchery, 

Shall now in mutual well-beſeeming Ranks 
March all one Way, and be no more oppo 'd 
fgainſt Acquaintance, + 50M „ and Allies: 

5 * 
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The Edge. of. War, like an ill fneathed Knife, 
No more ſhall cur his Maſter. Therefore, F riends, 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chrifi, | 
{Whoſe Soldier now, under whoſe Bleſſed Crofs 
earc impreſſed, and engag'd to fight) 2 
Fdithwith a Power of Eng: ſhall we levy ; 
Whoſe Arms were mowdzd in their Mother's Womb. 
To chace theſe Pagans, in thoſe holy Fields, 
Over whole Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet 
Wich, fourteen hundred Years ago, were nail'd 
For our Advantage on the bitter Croſs, 
Bug-thisour Pur poſe i is a Twelvemonth old, 
And þootlets tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me ie hear, 
Oft you my gentle Couſin M eſimor land, 
What yeſternight our Council did decree, | 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. 
We. My Liege, this Haſte was hot in e bon, 
And many Limits of the Charge ſet do wẽwn 
But yeſternight ; when all athwart there came 
A Poſt from ales, loaden with heavy News; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 9. 
Leading the Men of Hergferdſbire to fight 
Againſt th irregular and wild Gs, 
Was by the rude Hands of that Veſſbman taken; ; 
A thouſand of his People butchered, - 
Upon whoſe dead Corpſe there was ſuch Miſuſe, - 
Such beaftly, ſhameleſs Transformation, . 
By thoſe elhwvemen done, as may not be 
Without much Shame, be told or ſpoken of. . 
K. Henry. It ſeems then that the Tidings. ofthis 1 Broil. 
Brake off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land. 
Meſt. This, match d with a my. gracious Lord ; 
Far more uneven and unwelcome News 
Came from the North, and thus it did report 
On Holy æood Day, the gallant Hor. -ſpur there 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald 
That ever valiant and approved.Scot 
At Holmedun ſpent a fad and bloody Hour. 
As by Diſcharge of their Artillery _ 4 
And ſhape of likelihood, the News was told; 
A. or he that brought it, in the very Heat 


7 


Aud 


* . x5 
King Henxy IV. * 
And Pride of their Contention, did take Horſe, 

Uncertain of the Iſſue any way. _ 55 | 1 

K. Henry. Hear is a dear and true induſtrious Friend, {9 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſc, 1 
Stain'd with the Varation of each Soil, * 
Bet wixt that Holmedon, and this Seat of ours: 

And he hath brought us ſmocth and welcome News, 


The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited,, © 1 iy 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights $194 
Balk'd in their own Blood did Sir Valter fee _ 14 
On Holmedor's Plains. Of Priſoners, Hot-fpur took 1 fo 
Mordake the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son | 1 


To beaten Dowglas, and the Earls of Artbel, 

Of Mury, Angus, and Mentieth, 

And is not this an honourable Spoil ? 

A gallant Prize? ha, Couſin, is it not? 8 
Haſt. In faith, a Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 
K. Henry. Vea, there thou make ſt me fad, and mak 

me ſin, TIES | | 

In Envy, that my Lord. Northumberland” 

Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son: | 

ASon, who is the Theme of Honour's Tongue: 

Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 


Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: | | 00 
Whilſt I by looking on the Praiſe of him, 048 
See Riot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow f will 
Of my young Harry. Q could it be proved {008 
That ſome Night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd 4 1 
In Cradle Clothes, our Children where they lay, 10 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet ; _ | 1:14 


Then would I have this Harry, and he mine. | 
But let bun from my Thoughts. What think you Cou- 
1 | DN To 9s 
Of this young Percy's Pride ? the Priſoners 
Which he in this Adventure hath fſurpriz'd,. 
To his own Uſe he keeps, and ſend me Word 
T ſhall have none but Mordale Earl of Fife.. | 
Heft. This is his Uncle's teaching, this is Worceſter, 
Malevolent to you in all Afpe&ts ; | 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The Creſt of Youth againft your Dignity. _ 
K. Henry. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 
| A. 3 | And 
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And for this Cauſe a while we muſt neglect 

Our holy Purpoſe to Feruſalem. 

Couſin, on Weane/day next, our Council we 

Will held at Vinaſor, ſo inform the Lords: 

But come yourſelf with Speed to us again ; 

For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 

Than out of Anger can be uttered. | 
Weft. I will, my Liege Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falfla 

Fal. Now Hal, what Time of Day is it, Lad ? 

P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking old 
Sack, and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping 
upon Benches in the Afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten 
to demand that truly which thou would'ſt truly know, 
What a Devil haſt thou »tg do with the Time of the 


Day ? Unleſs Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes | 


Capons, and Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials 
the Signs of Leaping-Houſes, and the bleſſed Sun him. 
ſelf a fair hot Wench in flame-colour'd Taffata. I ſee 
no Reaſon why thou ſnould'ſt be ſo ſuperfluous, to de- 
mand the Time of the Day. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we 
that take Purſes, go by the Moon and Seven Stars, and 
not by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight fo fair. And 
J pray thee, ſweet Wag, when thou art King —— as 
God fave thy Grace, (Majeſty I ſhould lay, for Grace 
thou wilt have none.) | 

P. Herry. What ! none? | 

Fal. No, by my Troth not ſo OTE as will ſerve to be 
Prolouge to an Egg and Butter. 

P. Henry. Well, how then? Co: ne rod, i 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art King, 
let, not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be call 
Thieves of tlie Day's Beauty. Let us be Diana's Foreſ. 
ters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon; 
and let Men ſay, we be Men of good Government, being 
governed as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſte Miſtreſs 
the Moon, under whoſe Countenance we——-feal. 
P. Henry. Thou ſay'it well, and it holds well too; for 


the Fortune of us n are the Moon's Men, doth by 
n 


FI 
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and flow like the Sea, being govern'd as the Sea is, by 
the Moon: As for Proof, now: A Purſe of Gold mot 
reſolutely ſnatch'd- on Monday Night, and moſt diflolute- 
ly ſpent on Tue/day Morning ; got with ſwearing, /aid by; 

and ſpent with crying, Bring in: Now in as low an Ebb 
as the Foot of the Ladder; and by and by in as high a 
Flow as the Tide of the Gallows. 

Fal. By the Lord thou ſay'ſt true, Lad; and is not 
mine Hoſteſs of the Tavern à moſt ſweet Wench ? 

P. Henry. As the Honey of Hibla, my old Lad of the 
Caſtle 3 and is not a Buff. Jeri a moſt ſweet Robe of 
Durance ? 

Fal. How now, how now mad Wag what, in thy 
Quips and thy Quiddities ; What a Plague have I todo 
with a Buffjerkin ? 


P. Heury. Why, what x Pox have I to do with thy 


Hoſteſs of the Tavern? 
Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a Reckoning many 
a Time and oft. | 

P. Henry. Did J ever call thee to pay thy Part? 

i Fal. No, PI give thee thy Due; thou hait paid alt 

ere. * 

P. Henry. Yeu and elſewhere, ſo far as my Coin 
would ſtretch, and where it would not 1 have us d my 
Credit. | 

Fal. Vea, and 8 it, chat were it not here appa- 
rent, that you art Heir Apparent —— But I. pr'ythee 
ſweet Wag, ſhall there be Gallows ſtanding in England 
when thou art King ? And Reſolution thus fobb'd. as it is, 
with the ruſty Cub of old Father Antick, the Law? Do 
not thou when thou art a King, hang a Thief 

P. Henry. No; thou ſhalt. 

Fal. Shall I? Orare ! Tl be a brave Judge: 

P. Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: F. mean thou 


ſhall — the nine of ee and ſo become a rare 


Hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well ; and i in ſome ſort it jumps with 
my Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. *SbloodT am as melancholy 


as a l or a Lugg'd Bear. 
A 4 P. Henry 
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P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute. 

Fal, Yea, or the Drone of a Lincalgibire Bagpipe. 
3 Henry. What ſay'it thou to a Hare or the Melan- 
choly of Aan 3 
Fat Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Similes, and art 
indeed the moſt comparative, raſcalleſt, ſweet young 
Prince=— Bat Hal. I prithee trouble me no more with 
Vanity; I would to God thou and I knew where a 


Commodity of good Names were to be bought: An 
old lord of the Council rated me the other Day in the 


Street about You, Sir; but J mark'd him not, and ye 
he talk*d very wiſely, and in the Street too. 

P. Henry. Thou didſt well, for no Man regards it. 

Fal O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art indeed 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much Harm 
unto me, Hal, Ged forgive thee for i it. Before F knew 
thee, Hal, I LES nothing, and now I am, if a Man 
ſhould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the Wicked. 
I muſt give over this Life, and I will give it over by 
the Lord; an I do not, I ama Villain. Pl be damn d 
for never a King's Son in Chriſtendom. 

5 Henry. Where ſhall we take a Purſe To-morrow, 

ack? 

* Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad Lad, I'll make one. ; an 1 do 
not, call me a Villain, and bale me. 


P. Henry. I ſee a good Amendment of Life in thee, 


from praying to Purle-taking. 
| a 


{. Why Hal, tis my Vocation Hal. 'Tis no ns 


for a Man to labour in his Vocation. | 
8 CE N E III. 


Enter Point. 

Poins. Naw ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſet, a Match. 
O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit, what Hole in 
Hell were hot enough for him? this is the moſt omni- 
potent Villain, that ever cry'd, ſtand, to a true Man. 

P. Henry. Good Morrow, Ned. 

Poing. Good Morrow, ſweet Hal. What n Mon- 
ſieur Remorſe? what fays Sir Jahn Sack and Sugar? 
Tack! how agree the Devil and thou about thy Soul, 


that thou ſoldeſt him on Grd-Fridey W for a Cup of 


Maders and a cold Capon's Leg? ? 


* + % * — 1 


P. Hen: P, 
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_ King' envy IV. 9: 
P. Henry. Sir Fohn ſtands to hie Word, the Devil ſhall 


have his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of 


Proverbs; He give the Devil his Due. 

Pains. Then art thou damn' d for keeping thy Word 
with the Devil. 

P. Henry. Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening the: 
Pevil, 
Poins. But my Lads, my Lats, To-morrow Morning,. 
by Four o Clock early at Gads-hil},. there are Pilgrims 
going to Canterbury with rich Offerings,. and Traders 
riding to Londen with fat Purſes. IL have Vizards for 
vou all, you have Horſes for yourſelves: Gads-hill lies 
to Night in Rechefer, I have beſpoke Supper To-morrow. 
in Zaſt-chrap,z. we may do it as ſecure as fleep: If you 


will go, I will ſtuff your Purſes full of Crowns; if you? 


will not, tarry at Home and be hang d. a 
Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at Home, and go 
not, FIl hang you for going. 
Poins. You will, Chops * 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 
P. Henry. Who? I rob? I a Thief? not. L. by my 
Faith. | | 
Fal. There” 5 neither Honeſty, Manhood, nor good 
Fellowſhip in thee; thou cam'ſt not of the Blood-Royal, 
if thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand, for Ten Shillings. 
P. Henry. Well then, once in my Days III be a Madcap. 
Fal. Why, that's: well ſaid. 
P. Henry. Well, come what will, Il tarry at Home. 
Fal. By the Lord PH be a Traitor then, when thou 
art King. 
P. Henry. I care not: | 


Poins. Sir Fohn, I prythee leave the Prince and 5 


alone, I will lay hum d down ſuch Reaſons for this Adven- 
ture, that he ſhall go. 

Ful. Well, may ſt thou have the Spirit of PerſuaGion, 
and he the Ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeakeſt 
may move, and what he hears may be believed; that 
the true rince may, for Recreation's Sake, prove a 
falſe Thief; for the poor Abuſes of the Time want 
Countenance. Farewell, you ſhall find me in — 

P. Henry. Farewel the latter: Spring. Farewel all 

hallown Summer; CExit. Fal. 
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Poins. Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with 
us To-morrow. I have a'Jeſt to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. Falfaf, Harvey, Roffil, and Gads-hill, 
ſhall rob theſe Men that we have already way-laid ; 
yourſelf and I will not be there; and when they have 
the Booty, if you and 1 dy not rob them, cut this 
Head from my Shoulders. 

P. Hemy. But how ſhall we part with them in ſet- 
ting forth ? 


Poins. Why, we will ſet forth before orafter them, and 


appoint them a Place of Meeting, wherein it 1s at our 
Pleaſure to fail; and then will they Adventure upon the 


Exploit themſelves, which they ſhall have no ſooner at- 


chiev'd, but we'll ſet upon them. 

P; Henry. Ay, but tis like they will know us by our 

Horſes, by our Habits, and by every other appointment, 
to be ourſelves. 
Point. Tut, our Horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll tie 
them in the Wood; our Vizards we will change after 
we leave them; and Sirrah, I have Caſes of Buckram 
for the Nonce, to immask our noted outward Garments. 

P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 
true-bred Cowards as ever turn'd Pack; and fer the 


Third, if he fight longer than he fees Reaſon, I'Il for- 


fwear Arms. The Virtue of this Jeſt will be, the in- 
comprehenſible Lies that this ſame fat Rogue will tell us 
when we meet at Supper; how Thirty at leaſt he fought 
with, what Words, what Blows, what Extremities he 
endured ; and in the Repro of of this, lies the Jeſt, 


P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee, provide us al! 
Things neceſlary, and meet me To-morrow N ight in 


Faſt-cheap, there I'll ſup. Farewell. 
Poins. Farewel, my Lord. Exit Poins. 
I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd Humour of your Idleneſs; 
Vet herein will I imitate the gun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To ſmother up his Beauty from the World ; 
That when he pleaſe again to be hinaſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 


By ö through the foul 2 ugly Miſts 
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Of Vapours that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 

If all the Vear were play ing Holidays, 

To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 

But when they ſeldom. come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents, 

So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the Debt I never promiſed ;: 

By how much better than my Word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſify Mens Hopes; 

And, like bright Metal on a ſullen Ground, 

My Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
Than that. which hath.no Soil to ſet it off. 

I'Il fo offend, to make Offence a Skill, 

Redeeming Time, when Men think leaſt I will. [Exit 


SCENE IV. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot-- 
ſpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 


K. Henry. My Blood hath been too cold and temperate, 


Unapt to ſtir at theſe Indignities ; 

And you have found me ; for accordingly. 

You tread upon.my Patience : But be ſure,. 
Iwill from henceforth rather be myſelf, 
Mighty, and to be feared,. than my Condition, 


Which hath been as ſmooth as Oyl, ſoft as young Down, 


And therefore loſt that Title of Reſpet, | 
Which the proud Soul ne'er pays, but to the Proud. 


Mor. Our Houſe, my Sovereign Liege, little deſerves: 


The Scourge of Greatneſs to be uſed on it, 
And that ſame Greatneſs too, which. our own. Hands. 
Have help'd to make ſo l 
North. My good Lord 
K. Henry. Morceſter get thee gone, for I de. ſee 
Danger and Diſabedience in thine Eye. 
O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty, might never yet endure- 
The moody Frontier of a ſervant Brow:. 
You have good Leave to leave us. When we Ky 
Your Uſe and: Counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 


[Exit Worceſter:. 
ou wers about to ſpeak.. 
Tou ö peak As © 7 Narths 
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"Thoſe Priſoners in your HighneG's Name demanded, 


J, then all-ſmarting with my Wounds being cold, 


% He ſhould or ſhould not.; for he made me mad, 
Ta ſee bin ſhine ſo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 


And that it was great pity, ſo it wWas, 


North. Ves, my good Lord. 


Which Harry Perey here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny d 

As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. | 

Whoever through Envy or Miſpriſion, 

Was guilty of this Fault. not my Son. | 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners. 

But I remember; when the Fight was done, 

When I was dry with Rage and extream Poil. 


_ Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my Sword; 


« Came there a certain Lord, neat, trimly ny " 
4. Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new. reapd 

c Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at Harveſt Home. 

c He was perſum'd like a Milliner, + 


| 66. And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumb, by held 


« A pouncet Box, which ever and anon 


He gave his Noſe; and took't away again; 


Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 


 46- Took it in Snuff. And ftill he ſmil'd and talk'd ; 
*. And as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, | 


He call'd them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 
« To bring a ſloyenly, unhandſome Coarſe 


1 Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday: and Lady Terms 


« He on'd me: among the reſt, Smanded: 
« My —— ah in your Majeſty's Behalf, 0 


To be ſo peſter'd with. a Popinjay, 
« Out of my Grief,. and my Impatience, 
«. Anſwer d, neglectingly, I know not what; 


And talk ſo like a-Waiting-gentlewoman,. 

40 Go, and Drums, and Wounds 3. (God fave he 
ar Ji SS 

And telling me, the wwreraigpeſt-Tl5 on Earth 

« Was Parmacity for an inward Bruiſe ; ting: | 


« This villainous Salt ꝓetre ſfould be diggd 
1 Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 
* Which many a goed, tall Fellow bad deſtroy d 


« 89. 
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© So cowardly : And but for thefe vile Guns, V 
* He would himſelf have been a Soldier. | 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord, 
Ianſwer d indirectly, as I ſaid 
And I beſeech you, let not this Report i 18 
Come current for an Accufation, #18 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majeſty: * Fi 
Blunt. The Circumſtance conſider'd, gebt 1 Lord, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a Place, 
At ſuch a Time, with all the reſt re-told, 
May reaſonably die and never riſe 
To do him wrong, or any Way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 
K. Henry. Why yet he doth den his Priſoners, 
But with Provifo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge ſhall ranſome ſtraight 
His Brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer, 
Who, on my Soul, hath wilfully betrayed 
'Fhe Lives of thoſe, that he did lead to . 
Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendouwer ; 
Whoſe Daughter; as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our Coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a Traitor Home? 
Shall we buy Treaſon, and bargain with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ?: | 
No; on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve; 1 
For I ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, WS | 
Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penny cot 
To ranſom Home revolted Mortimer. 
Het. Revolted Mortimer? 
He never did fall off, my Sovereign Liege, 
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But by the Chance of War; to prove that true, Wl 

Needs no more but one Tongue, for all thoſe Wounds. | | | 

Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 1 
When on the gentle Sewerss ſedgie Bank, Wi 


In ſingle Oppoſition Hand to Hand, | | 
He did confound the beſt part of an Hour | 1 
In changing hardiment with great t Glendower : io 
Three times they breath*d, and three times aidthey drinne, i 
Upon Agreement, of ſwift Severr?s Flood. | 1 
Who . their bloody Looks, 
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Ran ri auen the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his criſp'd Head in the hollow Bank, 
Blood-ftain'd with theſe. valiant Combatants, 
Never did baſe and rotten Policy. - | | 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly Wounds 
Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many and all willingly. 
Then let him not be-ſlander'd with Revolt. 

K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou belieſt him; 
He never did encounter with G/endower ; 
He durſt as well have met the Devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 
Art not aſham'd ? but Sirrah, from this Hour 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 
Send me your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt Means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe you. Lord. Northumberland, 
We licence your. Departure with your Son.. 
Send us your Priſoners, or you'll hear of it.. _ 


[Exit K. Henry. | 


Hot. And if the Devil come and roar for them, 
J will not ſend them. I will after ſtrait, 
And tell him.ſo.; for I will eaſe my Heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my Head. 


North. What, drunk. with Choler ? ſlay and. pauſe: 


a-while, 
Here comes your Uncle. 
Enter Worceſter. 
Het: Speak of Mortimer ? 
Yes I will ſpeak of him, and let my Soul 
Want Mercy, if I do not join. with him. 
In his Behalf, Pll empty all theſe Meins, 
And ſhed' my dear Blood Drop by Drop in Duſt, 
But I will lift the downfall'n Mortimer | 
As high i'th' Air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingrate and cankred Bolinghroke. 


North. Brother, the King hath made your N 8 


mad. DLZ Worceſter. 
Wer. Who ſtrook this Heat up after I was gone ? 
Hor. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners : 
And when I urg'd the Ranſom once again 


Of my Wite's Brother, then his Cheek look'd Bale, 


And 


King HENRY IV. 15 
And on my Face he turn'd an Eye of Death, 
Trembling ev'n at the Name of Mortimer. 
Wor. T cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd, 
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
North. He was: I heard the Proclamation ; 
And then it was, .when'the unhappy King 
(Whoſe Wrongs in us God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his Li Expedition; 
From whence he intercepted did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. | 
Mor. And for whoſe Death, we in the World's wide 
Mouth 
Live ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. 
Hist. But foft, I pray you; did ng Richard then 
Proclaim my Brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown? _ 
North. He did ; myſelf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you ſet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his Sake wear the deteſted Blot 
Of murd'rous Subordinations ? ſhall it be, 
That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
Being the Agents or baſe ſecond. Means, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, 
To ſhew the Line and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this ſubtle King. i 
Shall it for Shame be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in Time to come, 
That Men of your Nobility and Power 
Engag'd them both in an unjuſt Behalf; 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done,) 
To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bolingbroke ? 
And fhall it in more Shame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fooll'd, diſcarded, and fhook off 
By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? | 
No ; yet Time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
| Your baniſh'd Honours, and reſtore yourſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of the World again. 
„ e Revenge 
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Revenge the Jeering and diſdain'd Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and dt 
To #nfwer all the Debt he owes unto. you, | 
En with the Bloody Payments of) Your i Deaths: 
Therefore 1 ay ———— 

Wor. Peace, Couſin ay no more. 
And now I will un a Secret Hook 
And to your quick conveying Diſcontents, 
Til read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of Peril and advent rous Spirit, 
As to o'er-walk a Current roaring Ioud, 
On the unſtedfaſt footing of a Spear. 

Hor. If he fall in, good-night, or Be or [1 
Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Honour croſs it from the North to South; 
And let them grapple. O! the Blood more ſtirs | 
To rouze a Lion, than to _ Fart a Hare. 


o * » * 


Hot. By Heav'n, methinks it were an h Leap, 
To pluck "bright Honour from the Pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Dee 
Where Fadom-line could never PEAT the "> Soy 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks ; 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 

Without co-rival, all her Dignities, 
But out upon this halffac'd ellowſhip | ! 

Mor. He apprehends a World of Figures here, 

But not the Form of what he ſhould attend. | 
Good Couſin, give me Audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you Mercy. 

Mor. Thoſe ſame noble Seats 
That are your Priſoners 

Hot. I'll keep them all. 

By Heav'n, he ſhall not have a gol of thaw: 
No, if a Scot would fave his Saul, he ſhall not, . 
Tul keep them by this Haud. 
Wir. You ſtart away, _ 
And lend no Ear unto my ng 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep. 
Het. I will; that's flat: 
He ſaid, he would not ranſoin Mortimer: 


Forbad 


at ab ces oo 
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Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
But J will find = when he lies afleep, 
And in his Ear I'll holla, Mortimer ! 
Nay, I will have a Starling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his Anger ſtill in motion. 

Mor. Hear you, Couſin, a Word. 

Hot. All Studies here I ſolemnly defy, 
Save how to to gall and pinch this-Bo/ingbroke : 
And that ſame Sword-and-buckler-Prince of Wales, 
(But that I think his Father loves him not, 
And would, be glad he met with ſome Miſchance,) 
I'd have him poiſoned with a Pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewel, my Kinſman; I will talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 

North. what a Waſpitongu'd and impatient Fool 
Art thou, to break into this Woman's Mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own? :; 

* OS look you, I am whipt and ſeourg d wh 


Nettled, and ſtung with Pilinires, when 1 bear 
Of this vile Politician Bo/znghroke - 
In Richard's Time what do ye call the Place — 
A Plague upon't——it is in Gli ſembire 
"Twas where the mad-cap-Duke his Uncle kept 
His Uncle Dr here I firſt bowed my Knee 
Unto this King of Smiles, this [Bolingbroke : 
When you and he came back from Neuere. 

North. At Barkley Caſtle. 

Hot. You ſay true: 
Why what a deal of gaudy ne 22 
This fawning Greyhound then d proffer me! 
Look, when his _ Fortune came 1 3 
And gentle Harry Percy=— | 
The Devil take ſuch eee forgivenie=—! 
Good. Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you hays: Pw to' t Ne 
We'll ſtay your Leiſure. 

Hot. I have done Praich. | 360 

Hor. Then once more to your Setz ih Priſoners, 
Deliver them without their Ranſom: ſtrait, - © 
And make the Dozwg/as's Son your. only mean 


For 


Is ruminated, plotte 
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For Powers in Scotland? which for divers Reaſons 


Which I ſhall ſend you written, be _— 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 


Your Son in Scotland being thus employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 


Of that fame noble Prelate, well-belov'd, 
1 Archbiſhop. 


Hot. York, ist not? 
Hor. True, who bears hard 
His Brother's Death at Bri/ol, the Dord Serv. 


I ſpeak not this in Eſtimation, :- 


As what I think mi * be, but what I know 
and ſet down, 
And only ſtays but to behold the Face 
2 that Occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it; on my Life it will do wet! | 
North. Before the Game's a-foot, thou ſtill Jet lip. 
Hot. It cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the Power of Scotland, and of ert 


To join with Mortimer; ha! 


Wor. So they ſhall: | 

Hot. In aich it is exceedingly well amd. 

Mor. And tis no little Reaſon bids us ſeed. 
To ſave our Heads, by raiſing of a Tian 


Forbear eurſelves as even as we can, ' 


The King will always think kim in-our debe, 

And think we deem ourſelves unſatisfy d 

Till he hath ſaund a Time to pay us home. 

And ſee already, how he doth begin 

To make us Strangers to his Looks of Love. ALL 
Het. He does, he does; we'll be — on lin: 
Wer. Couſin, farewel. No further go er Li 


Than I by Letters ſhall-dire& your: Courle 3 1 


When Time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
Iill-eal-to Glendozuer, and Lord Abrtimer, 4: 
Where you, and Dæuglas, and our Powers at once. 
(As I will faſhion it) ſhrall happily meet, 5 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong Arms, 


Which now we hold at much Un 


certainty... 
North. Farewel, good Brother, we ſhall trie I+raſt ; 
Hot. Uncle adieu: O let the Hours be:ſtrort, 


TR Fields, and Blows, and Groans applaud our Sport. 


Name Henzy TV. 
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Acer, Sorts 
An INN. 
Z ner 4 Carrier avith- a Lantheyn i in bis Hand, 


I Cant EIGH, 1 an't be not Four by the 
Day I'll be hang d. Charles's Wain is 
over the new Chimney, and 10 our Horſe not pack'd, 
What, Offler? - - 
O. Anon, anon. 
I Car. I pr'ythee Jom, beat Cutts Saddle, put a fow 
Flocks.in the Point: The poor Jade is wrung in the 
Withers, out of all ceſs. 
Euter anther Carrier. 
2 Car. Peaſe and · Beans are as wet and rotten here as 
a Dow. and that is the next way to give poor Jades the 
Bots: This Houſe. 1s turn'd TINO down, fince Robin 
Oſtler dy'd. - 
I Car. Poor Fellow never joy'd fince the Price of 
Oats roſe, it was the Death of him. 
2 Car. I think this be the moſt villainous Houſe: i in 
all Londar Road for Fleas: Tam ſtung like a Tench. 
1 Car. Like a Tench ? By th* Maſs. there's. ne'er, a 
King in Chriſtendom could be better bit, than 1 have 
; _ fince the firſt Cock. 
2 Car. Why, they will 1 ne er a tend and 
— 4 we leak in your Chimney : And your, Ghanbers 
Lye breeds Fleas like a Loach. 
1 Car. What, Oſtler, come auay, and be hang, 
come away. | 
* Ow. | lave 2 Gammon of Bacon, and; two Razes 
of Ginger, to be deliver'd as far as  Charing-Crofs. TY 
1 Car, Odsbody, the Turkies in my Panniers are 
quite ſtarv'd. What Oſtler? A Plague on thee ; haſt 
thou never an Eye in thy Head? Canſt not hear! ? An 
"rwere not as good a Deed as Drink, to break the * 
0 
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ef thee, I am a very Villain. Come r be 2 
Hhaſt no Faith i in thee? 
Enter Gads hill. 
A Good-· morrow, Carriers. What's velock? 5 
1 think it be IwWO O'Clock. 
Sad. I pryttice lend me thy Lanthorn, to ſee my 
Gelding i in the Stable. 
1 Car. Nay, ſoft I pray ye, I know a Trick worth 


two of that i' faith. 
Gats. T'prythee lend me thine. 
2 Car. Ay, when? Can'ſt tell? Yo : me y Lan- 


worn duorh 41 Marr). Pll ſee thee hang d firſt. 
all. Sirrah, Carrier, what "Time do you mean to 


Sone to "Fotos 7 
2 Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, 'I 


warrant thee. Come, Neighbour Mugges, we'll call 
up the Gentlemen, they will along with Company, for 


they have great Charge. LExe. Carriers. 
SCENE II. 


0 Enter Chamberlain. 
Ga What ho, Chamberlain? 


Cbamb. At hand, quoth Pick-purſe. 
Gads. That's even as fair, as at land: OOTY the 


Chamberlain 3 for thou varieſt no more from picking 
of Purſes, than giving Direction doth from Labouting: 


Thou tay'® the Plot how. 


Cha. Good-morrow Maſter Cad hilt, it holds cur- 
Fant that I told you Veſternight. There's a Franllii in 
the wild of Ken, hath brought three hundred Marks 
in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his 


ith him 
Forge; ny laſt Night at du per; a kind of Auditor, one 
ath abundance of C too, God knows what : 


They are . and Gall for Eggs and Butter. 


They will away preſently. | 
7 Sirrah, if they meet not with + St. Nicholas 


Chiks, Il give thee this Neck. 
Chang. No, Pit none of it: I pr'ythee Pacha that 


for the Hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſ St. Ni- 
| cholas, as Gily &' - Man of Falſhood may. fu 
ien Wind fr the Devil, Old Nick. . . 
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Gads. What talleſt thou to me of the Hangman ? If 1 
I hang, I'll make a fat Pair of Gallows. For if 1 
hang, old Sir Jahn hangs with me, and thou know'ſt 


he's no Starveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that 
thou dream'ſt not of, the which, for Sport-ſake, are con- 


tent to do the. Profeſſion ſome Grace; that would, i; 


Matters ſhould be look'd into, for their own Credit 
ſake, make all whole. Iam join'd with no Foot-land- 


rakers, no long-ſtaff Six-penny-ſtrikers, none of thoſe _ | 


mad Muſtachio-purple-hu'd-malt-worms ; but with No- 
bility and Tranquility ; Burgo-maſters, and great“ One- 
eyers, ſuch as can hold in, ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner 
than ſpeak ; and ſpeak. ſooner than drink, and drink 


ſooner than pray; and yet I lye, for they Pray con- Ml 
tinually unto their Saint the Common-wealth ; or ra- 


ther, not Pray to her, but Prey on her; for they ride 
up and down on her, and make her their Boots. 

Chamb. What, the Common-wealth their Boots? 
Will. ſhe hold out Water in foul Way ? 


Gads. She will, ſhe will; Juſtice hath liquor'd her. j 1 


We ſteal, as in a Caſtle, cock-=ate'; ; we have the Re- 
ceipt of F ern ſeed, we walk inviſible. 

Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden 
to the Night, than the Fern-ſeed, for your walking In- 
viſible. * 

_  Gads. Give me thy Hand: Thou ſhalt have 2 Share 
in.our Purchaſe, as I am a true Man. 


Chamb. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe ; 


Thief. | 
Gads. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all Men. 
Bid the Oſtler bring my Gelding out of the Stable. 
Faxewel, ve muddy Knave. LE \I38 


SCENE HE 


The Highway. 
Enter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto. 


Point. Come, ſhelter, ſhelter ; I have removed Fab 


 faff's Horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd Velvet. 
P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 


perhaps, Oneraries, Truftees or Commiſſioners. Or cur 
229 Men that look Harp, and aim well, Metaph, 
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Enter Falſtaff. 
2 N Poins, and be hang'd, Pons 7 


ö | rowing . thou keep ? ?ꝰ 
i Fal: What, Poins ? Hal. 


ru go ſeek him. 
l I am accurſt to rob in that Thief's Company + 
| The Raſcal hath remoy'd my Horſe, and ty'd him 1 
i know not where. If I travel but four Foot by the 


I doubt not but to die a fair Death for all this, if I 
! ape hanging for killing that Rogue. I have for- 


i yet I am bewitched with the Rogue's 
[| 


twenty Year, 


bl 
1 


Plague upon you both.  Bardolph | Peto ! I'll ſtarve ere 
| Tul rob a Foot further. An twere not as good a Deed 
Eight Yards of uneven Ground, is threeſcore and ten 


cannot be true to one another. [They whifthe ] Whew, 


Rogues, give m@my Horſe, and be hang'd.. 


of Travellers. 


down? *SBlood, I'll not bear mine own Fleſh ſo far afoot 
again, for all the Coin in thy Father's Exchequer. 

What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ? 

P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art 
uncolted. 

Fal. I prythee, good Prince Hal, help 1 me to my 
Horſe, good King's Son: 
P. Henry. Out you Rogue, ſhall I be your Oſtler? 
Fal. Go hang thyſelf ; in thy own Heir-apparent Gar- 
ters; if 1 be ta en, PH PEA for this; an1 1 * 

alla 


| 


| 
* 
| 
| 


[ 


4 
5 


Peace ye fat. kidney d Raſcal, what a 


P. Henry. He is walk'd up to the Top of the Hill, 


Square farther afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well, 


ſworn his COmpan Y hourly any time this two ane 
Company. If the Raſcal have not given me Medi- 


eines to make me love him, I'Il be hang'd, it could not 
be elle; I have drunk Medicines. Poins Hal! a 


as to drink, to turn True- man, and leave theſe Rogues, 
Lam the verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth. 


Miles afoot with me: And the ſtony-hearted Villains 
know it well enough. A Plague upon't, when Thieves 


a Plague upon you all. Give me my Horſe; you 


P. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lie down, lay thine Ear 
cloſe to wg Ground; and liſt if thou canſt hear the Tread 


Fal. Have you s Leavers to lift me up again, being . 
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Ballads made on you all, and ſung to filthy Tunes, let a 
Cup of Sack be my Poiſon ; ; when a Jeſt is ſo forward, 

afoot too ! I hate it. 
Enter Gads-hill and Bardolph | 

Gads. Stand. 

Fal. So I do againſt my Will. 
Poins. O tis our Setter, I know his Voice: 
Bardolph, what News? 

Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye: On with your . 
there's Money of the King's coming down the Hill, tis 
going to the King's Exchequer. 

Fal. Vou lie, you Nee, 
Tavern. 

Gade. There's enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hang d. 

P. Henry. You four ſhall front them in the narrow 
Lane: Ned Poins and I will walk lower ; if they om 
from your Encounter, then they light on us, 

Peto. But how many be of them? 

Gads. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Zounds, will they not rob us? 

P. Henry. What a Coward, Sir John Paunch 2? 

Fal. Indeed I am not Fobn of Gaunt, your Gr and ff. 
ther; but yet no Coward, Hal. | 

P. Henry. Well, we'll leave that to the Proof 
Poins. Sirrah, Jack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the 

Hedge, when has need” | him, there ſhalt thou find him ; 
farewel, and ſtand faſt. -- . | 

Fal. Now cannot I rike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our Diſguiſes? 

Point. Here hard by: Stand cloſe. + 

Fal. Now my Maſters, happy Man be his dole ſay I ; 
every Man to his Buſineſs. 

IV. 


SCENE 


'tis SHES to the King's 8 


Enter. Travellers. 
Trav, „Come, Neighbour the Boy ſhall lead our Haw.” | 
{es down the Hill; we'll walk a Foot a while, and caſe 
our Legs. 
Miedes. Stand. 
Trav, Jeſu bleſs us! 


Fal 
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Ful. Strike; down with them. Cut the Villains 
Throats ; ah ! whorſon Caterpillars ; bacon-fed Knaves, 
they hate us Youth ; down with them, fleece them. 
Fav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 
Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? no, 


ye fat Chuffs, I would your Store were here. On Bacons, 


on ! what ye Knaves ? young Men muſt live; you are 
Grand Jurors, are ye ? we'll jure ye faith: | 
Here they rob and bind them: Excunt. 
| Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the true Men: 
Now could thou and I reb the Thieves and go merrily to 
London, it would be an Argument for a Week, Laughter 
for a Month, and a. good ſeſt for ever. 

Pains. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 

Enter Thieves again. 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let us Share, and then to 
Horſe before Day; and the Prince and Point be not two 
arrant Cowards, there's no Equity ſtirring. There's 
no more Valour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck. 

P. Henry. Your Money. © 

Poins. Villains. | 

ILA. they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins fet upon them, © 

| They a all ran awoay, and Falſtaff, after a Blow or two, 
rums away too, leaving the Booty behind them. 

P. Henry. Got with much Eaſe. Now merrily to 

Horſe : 

The Thieves are ſcatter'd and poſſeſsd with Fear 

So ſtrongly, thatthey dare not meet each other ; 

Each takes his Fellow for an Officer. 

Away, good Ned. Now Falfaff ſweats to Death, 
And Lards the lean Earth as he walks along: 

Were't not for Laughing, I ſhould Py him. 
Peint. How the Rogue roar'd'! * | FE xcunt. 


SCENE V. 


Lord Percy” s Hauſe. | 
* 2M wer Hot pur "/olus, reading a Letter. 
hs er mine oz Part my Lord 7 2 be well contented 
"Hr in reſpect of the Lowe 1 bear your Houje. 
He pr be contented to be there, why is henot uw 
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in reſpe2of the Love he bears our Houſe : He ſhews in this, he 


loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let 
me ſee ſome more. The Purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. 
Why that's certain, tis dangerous to take a Cold, to 


ſleep, to drink; but I tell you my Lord Fool, cut off 
this Nettle, Danger, we pluck this Flower, fafely. 
The Purpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the Friends you have 
named uncertain, the Time itſelf unjorted, and your whole 
Plot too light, for the Counterpoize of ſo great an Oppoſition. 
Say you ſo, ſay you ſo? I ſay unto you again, you are 
a ſhallow cowardly Hind, and you lie. What a Lack- 
brain 1s this ? By the Lord, our Plot is a good Plot as 
ever was laid? our Friends true and conſtant ? a good 
Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation; an excel- 


| lent Plot, very good Friends. What a froſty-ſpirited 


Rogue is this? Why, my Lord of Vor“ commends the 
Plot, and. the general Courſe of the Action. By this 
Hand, if I were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him 
with his Lady's Fan. Is there not my Father, my Un- 
cle, and myſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of 
York, and Owen Glendower ? Is there not beſide, the 


Dowelas? have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 


by the Ninth of the next Month ? are there not ſome 
of them ſet forward already? What a Pagan Raſcal is 
this? an Infidel. Ha! you ſhall fee now in very Since- 
"rity of Fear and cold Heart, will he to the King, and 
lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could divide my- 
ſelf, and go to Buffets, for moving ſuch a Diſh of «kim'd 
Milk with ſo honourable an Action. Hang him, let 
him tell the King. We are prepared, I will ſet forward 
To-night. $a | 
Enter Lady Percy. 


How now, Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe two 
| Hours. OS Sg 
Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what Offence have I this Fortnight been 
A baniſd Woman from my Harry's Bed? 
Tell me, ſweet: Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy Stomach; Pleaſure, and _ golden Sleep? 0 
y 
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Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth ? 
And ſtart ſo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks? 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of thee, 
To thickey'd muſing, and curſt Melancholy ! 
In thy faint Slumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard the murmur Tales of Iron Wars: 
Speak Terms of Manage to thy bounding Steed; 
Cry, Courage to the Field! and thou haſt tall*d 
Of Sallies, and Retires.; of Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets; 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon, Culverin, 

Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers ſlain, 

And all the Current of a heady Fight. 

Thy Spirit within thee hath been ſo at War, 

And thus hath ſo beſtirred thee in thy Sleep, 
That Beads of Sweat have ſtood upon thy Brow, 

Like Bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream: 

And in thy Face ſtrange Motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when Men reſtrain their Breath, 
«On ſome great ſudden Haſte. O what Portents are 
| theſe? _ | 

Some heavy Buſmneſs hath my Lord in Hand, 

And I muſt know it; elſe he loves me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packet gone ? 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. He is, my Lord, an Hour agone. 
Hot. Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from the'She- 
1 
Serv. One Horſe, my Lord, he brought ev'n now. 
Hot. What Horſe ? a Roan, a crop Ear, is it not ? 
Serv. It is my Lord. 
Hat. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. 
Well, Fll back him ſtrait, O Efperaxce / 
Bid Butiler lead him forth into the Park. 
Lady. But hear you, my Lord. 
The What fay'it thou, my Lady ? 
Lady. What is it carry's you away? 
Hot. Why, my Henze my Love, my Horfe. | 
Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape! A Weazel hath not 

Such a Tat of Spleen as you are toſt with, 

Jp Faith I. Il know your Buſineſs, that I will. 


I fear 


* 
; 
1 pong — | , 
—__— =o j˖¶ noon oy 


* 
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J fear my Brother Mortimer doth ſtir 
About his Title, and hath fent for you 
To line his Enterprize, but if you go 
Hot. o far afoot, I ſhall be weary, Love. 
Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me 
Directly to this Queſtion, I ſhall ask. 
_ Pl break thy Little-Finger, Harry, 
If thou wilt not tell me true. | | 
Hot. Away, away, you Trifler 3 Love! I love thee 
not, | 5 
I care not for thee, Kate; this is no World 
To play with Girls, and to tilt with Lips. 
We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack'd Crowns, 
And paſs them current too —— Gods me! my Horſe. 
_ What ſayſt thou Kare what wouldſt thou have with 
me ? | | 
Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
I will not love myſelf. Do you net love me? 
Nay, tell me if you ſpeak: in jeſt or no? 
Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
And when I am on Horſe- back, I will ſwear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kaze, 
J muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon where about. 
* Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to conclude, 
This Evening muſt J leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe, but yet no-further wiſe 
Than Harry Percy's Wife. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a Woman; and for Secrecy, 
No Lady eloſer. For I will believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kaze. 
Lady. How {o far? . | 
Hot. Not an Inch further. But hark you Nute, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: | 
Te-day will E ſet forth, 'To-morrow you, 
Will this content you, Kate? 5 
Lady. It muſt of Force. „ Exeunt 
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: SCENE VII. 
De Tavern in Eaſt-cheap. 


Enter Prince Henry. and. Poins. 


P. Henry. Ned, prithee come out of that fat Room, 
and lend me thy Hand to laugh a little. 

Pains. Where haſt been, Hal? 

P. Henry. With three or four Loggetheads, amongſt 
three or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have ſounded the very 
baſs String of Humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn Brother to 
a leaſh of Drawers, and.can call them by their Chriſten 


Names, as Tem, Dick, and. Francis, They take it al- 
ready upon their Confidence that though I be but Prince 


of Wakes, yet J am the King of Courteſy ; telling me 
flatly Jam no proud Fack, like. Fack Faifiaff, but a 
Corinthian, a Lad of mettle, a good Boy: And when I 


am King of England, I ſhall command all the good = 


in Eafi-cheap. They call drinking deep, dying Scarlet: 

and when you break in your watring, they cry, Hem ! 
and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am ſo good a 
Proficient in one Quarter of an Hour, that I can drink 
with a Tinker in his own Language during my Life, I 


tell thee Ned, thou. haſt loſt much Honour, that thou 


wert not with me in this Action; but ſweet: Ned, (to 
ſweeten which. Name of Ned, I give thee this, Penny- 
worth of Sugar, clapt even now. into. my Hand. by an 
under Skinker, one that never ſpake other Egliſb in his 
Liſe, than Eight Shillings and Six. Pence, and You are wel- 
C0778 We With this ſhrill] Addition, Aron Sir, anon Sir, 
feore a Pint of Baſtard i in the half Moan, orſo.) But Ned, 


to drive away Time till Falſtaff come, I prithee do thou 


ſand in ſome bye Room, while I queſtion. my puny 
Drawer, to what End he gave me the Sugar-? and do 


never leave calling Francis, that his Tale to me may be 


nothing but, Aran. Step aſide, and ll ſhew thee a 
Precedent. e 
Poins. Francis. 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 
Poins. Francis. 


SCENE 


! 
] 
f 
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SCENE VII. 
Enter Francis the Draauer 


Han. Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgra- 
net, Ralph. 

P. Henry. Come hither, Frencis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Henry. How long haſt thou to i” Francs. ? 
Fran. Forſooth, hve Years, and as much a as to 

Poins. Francis. | 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. Five Years ; by's-lady, a long Leaſe for the 
clinking of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo va- 
liant as to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and 

ſhew a fair Pair of Heels and run from it? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the Books 

in England, I could find in my Heart 
Paint. Francis. | 

Fran, Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Frax. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall be 

Poins. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, Sir; . my Lord. 

P. Henry. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the Sugar 
thou gaveſt me, 'twas a Penny-worth, was't not ? 

Fran. O Lord, I would it had been two. 

P. Henry. I will give thee for it a thouſand Pound ; 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Poins. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? no, Francis, but To-mor- 
row Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday; or indecd Francis, 
when thou wilt. But Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this Leathern-Jerkin, Chriſtal- 
Button, Not- pated, Agat-Ring, Puke- Stocking, Cad- 
dice-Garter, ſmooth Tongue, Spaniſh-Pauch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is-your on- 
ly Drink ; for look you,. Francir, your white Canvas 


Doublet — In Barbar, Sir, it cannot come to 
B. 3, | Fa 
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Fra. What Sir 2 > | 


Poins. Francis. 
15 Henry. Away you Rogue, doſt thou not hear them 
call ? 
Here they both call, the Drawer fands amazed 
ot knowing aubich May to go. 
| Enter Vintner. 
Fint. What, ſtand'ſt thou ftill, and hear'ſt ack a call- 


jag; Look to the Gueſts within. My Lord, old Sir 


Fobn, with half a Dozen more are at the Door: 5 ſhall I 
let them in ? 
Pe. Henry. Let them alone awhile, and then open- the 
Door. Pains. | 
Enter Poins. 
Point. Anon, anon, Sir. 
H. Henry. Sirrah, Falftaff and the reſt of the Thieves 
are at the Door ; ſhall we be merry ? 
Pois. As merry as Crickets, my Lad. But bark ye 
What cunning Match have you made wich this Jeſt of 


=. the Drawer? coine, what's the Iſſue? 


P. Henry. I am now of all Humouis that have — - 


-** themſelves. Hnmours, fince the old Days of 


Adam, to the pupil Age of this preſent Twelve o "Clock 
at Mid-night. W 8 o' Clock, Francis ?? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

P. Henry, That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer | 
Words than a Parrot, and yet the Son ofa Woman. His 
Induftry is up Stairsand down Stairs ;, his Eloquence the 
Parcel of a Reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's Mind, 
the Hot-ſpur of the North ; he that kills me ſome fix 
or ſeven 8 of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands 
and ſays to his Wiſe, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want 

Work. O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou 
killed to-day ? Give my roan Horſe a Drench, fays he, 
and anſwers, ſome fourtecn, an Hour after; a Trifle, 
a Trifle. I prithee call in Fa 155 FI play Percy, and 
that damn'd Brawn fhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. 
ai fays the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow. 


SCENE IV. 


E nter Falſtaff. 


Point. Welcome Jack, where haſt thou been! ? 211 
at. 


ſtab thee. 
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Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy: 
Ere ] lead this Life long, I'll ſow neither Socks, and mend 
them, and foot them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give 
me a Cup of Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue extant? 
{3 4 1 | He drinks. 
E. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a Diſh of 
Butter? pitiful hearted “ 7:7ar, that melted at the ſweet 
Tale of the Sun? If thou didft, then behold thaf Came 
( 3% "12" 
Fal. You, Rogue here's Lime in this Sack too; there > 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Man ;- 
yet a Coward is worſe than a Cup of Saek with Lime in 
it. A villainous Coward Go thy ways old Fack,- 
die when thou wilt; if Manhood, good Manhood be net 
forgot upon the Face of the Earth, then am I a ſhotten 
Herring: There live not three good Mien unhang'd in 
England, and one of them is Fat, and grows old, Ged 
help the while, a bad World I ſay. I would I were a 
Weaver, I could fing Pſalms, and all manner of Songs. 
A plague of all Cowards, I ſay till. -- ISS 
P. Henry. How now MWoulſaci, what mutter you? 
Fal. A King's Son? If do do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lach, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like à Flock. of wild Geeſe, P'il never 
wear Hair on my Face more. You Prinee of Vales? 
P. Henny. Why you whorſon round Man! What's the 
Matter? f f  U- 
 Fal. Are you nota Coward ? Anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there? | 1 
P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch, an ye call me Coward, I'II 


Fal. I call thee.Coward!.T'll fee thee damn'd ere Þi1 
call the Coward ;- but I would give a thouſand Pound I 
could run as faſt as thou can't. You are ſtrait enough in 
the Shoulders, you care not who ſees your Back : Call 
you that backing of your Friends ? A plague upon ſuch 
Backing; give me them that will face me Give 
me a Cup of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day. 
P. Henry, O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince 
thou drunk'ſt laſt. | | 


3 3 Fal. 
er rather, Butter that melted, & e. 7 
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Fal. All's one for that. Le drinks. 
A plague of all Cowards ſtill, fay I. 

P. Henry. What's the Matter? 

Fal. What's the Matter ! here be four ta us, og ve ta'en 


a thouſand Pound this Morning. | 
P. Henry. Where is it, Fack? where is it? 


Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a kanfrend | 


upon poor four of us. 

P. Henry. What a hundred Men? 

Ful. Tam a Rogue if I were not at half Sword with a 
'Dozen of them two Hours together. I have eſcap'd by 


Miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the e | 


four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through. my Sword hack'd like a Hand4daw, ecece fgnum. 
I never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not do. 
A plague of all Cowards let them ſpeak ; if they 
ſpeak more or leſs than Truth, they are YUlazay 1 the 
Sons of Darkneſs. 
P. Henry. Speak Sirs, how wasit ? | 
 * Gads. We ſour fet upon ſome Dozen. 
Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 
Gaas. And bound them. 
Pers. No, no, they were not bound. 
Ful. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of 
them, r an Ebrew Fea. | 


To = we were ſharing, nen Arn | 


ſet upo | 

FL Ak unbound the reſt, and then came in the 0- 
ther. 

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 


Fal. All? I know not what ye call all? but if I 


fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of Radiſſi: 


if there were not two or three and fifty upon Poor old 7 


Fack, then am I notwo-legg'd Creature. 

Point. Pray Heav* n, you have not murthered ſome of 
them. 
Tal. Nay that's paſt pray ing for. I have pepper d two 
of them; two I am ſure 1 have pay'd, two Rogues in 
Buckram Suits. I tell thee what, Hal, If I tell thee a 


Lie, ſpit in my Face, call me _— thou know'it --4 
| 0 


* In the old Edition Raſſel ſpeaks here, aud yet GadMhill. 


now. 


* 
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old ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my Point; four 


Rogues in Buckram let drive at me. 
P. Henry. What, four thou faidſt but two, even 


Fal. Four, Hal, 1 told the four. 

Poins. Ay, ay, he ſaid four. 

Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt at 
me? I madeno more ado, but took all their ſeven Points 
in my Target, thus. 

P. Henry. Seven! Why there were but four even 
now. 

Fal. In Buckram. 

Pains. Ay, four in Buckram Suits. | 

Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a Villain elſe, 

P. Henry. Prythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
anon. 

Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? : 

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Zack. 

Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liftning to: theſe nine 
in Buckram, that I told thereof 

P. Henry. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their Points being broken — 

Pains, Down fell his Hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me Grqund; but I follow'd them 
cloſe, came in Foot and Hand ; and with a Thought, 
ſeyen of the eleven I pay d. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous ! eleven Buckram Men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three miſ-begot- 
ten Knaves in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let 
drive at me, (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou could ſt 
not ſee thy Hand.) 

P. Henry. Theſe Lies are like the Father that begets 
them, groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou 
clay-brain'd Guts, thou knotty-pated Fool, thou whorſon 
obſcene greaſie Tallow- catch 

Fal. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad? is not the 
Truth the Truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou 1 theſe Men 
in Kendal Green, when it was ſo dark, thou could'ſt not 
ſee thy Hand? Come tell us your Reaſon: what fay'ſt 


chou to this? 


5 | Poins 
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Pois. Come; your Reaſon, Fack, your Reaſon. 

Fal. What, upon Compulſion? No; were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Raeks in the World, I would not 
tell you on Compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on Com- 
pulſion ! If Reaſons were as plenty as Black-berries. I 
would give no Man a Reaſon upon Compulſion: I ? 

P. Henry. Vil be no longer guilty of this Sin. This 
ſanguine Coward, this Bed-prefier, this Horſeback- 
breaker, this huge Hill of Fleſh. 

Fal. Away you Starveling, you Etfskin, you dry'd 
Neats-tongue, Bull's Pizzel, you Stock-fiſh: O for Breath 
to utter! What is like thee? You Taylor's Yard, you 
Sheath, you Bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding 'Tuck. 

P. Heney.. Well, breathe- awhile, and then to't again ;. 
and when thou haſt tir'd DE in baſe Compariſons, 
hear me ſpeak but this. 

Poins. Mark Tack. 

P. Henry. We twoſaw you four ſet on POW) you bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth: Mark now 
how a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two 
fet on you four, and with a Word, outfac'd you from 
your Prize, and have it, yea, and can ſhew it you here 
in the Houſe. And, Falfaff, you carry'd your Guts 
away as nimbly, with as quick Dexterity, and roar'd for 
Merey, and ſtill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard Bull- 
Calf. What a Slave art thou, to hack thy Sword as 
thou haft done, and then ſay it was in Fight. What 
Trick ? what Deviſe ? what ſtarting Hole, can'ſt thow 
now find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent 
Shame? 

Poins. Come, let's hear, Jagt: What TOR haſt thou- 
now ? 
Fal, By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that made 
ye. Why hear ye, my Maſters; was it for me to kill 
the Heir Apparent? Should J turn upon the true Prince? 
Why, thou knoweſt I am as valiant as Hercules; but be- 
ware Inſtinct, the Lion will not touch the true Prince: ; 
Inſtinct is a great Matter. I was a Coward on Inſtinèt: I 
ſhall think the better of myſelf, and thee, during my 
Life; I for a vatiant Lion, and thou for a true Prince. 
But, by the Lord, Lads, Lam glad you have the Mo- 
ney. Hoſteſs, clap to the Doors; watch to Night, pray. 
Tomorrow , 
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Tomorrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, all 

the Titles of good Fellowſhip come to you. What, ſhall 
we be merry? Shall we have a Play extempore? + 

P. Henry. Content, and the Argument ſhall be, thy 


running away. 


Ful, Ah, no more of that, Hal, iſ thou loveſt me: 


SCENE X. 


Enter Hoſeſe: 

Hoſt. O Jeſu! my Lord the Prince! 

P. Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what 
ſay ' it thou to me? 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would ſpeak with you, he ſays, he comes 
from your Father. 

P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him 


| Royal Man, and.ſend him back again to my Mother.. 


Ful. What manner of Man is he? 

Hot. An old Man. 

Fal. What doth Gravity out it of his Bed at Midnight 1 
Shall I give him his Anſwer? 

P. Henry. Prythee do, hel. 

Fal. Faith and I'll ſend him packing. . - [Emtts 

P. Henry. Now Sirs, by*r-lady you forght fair; ſo did 


you Peto,..ſo did you Baraolph; you are Lions too, you 


ran away upon InſtinQ ; vou will not touch the true 
Prince, no, fie. 

Bard. Faith Fran when I ſaw others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt; how came Hl. 


Hats Sword ſo hackt? 


Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 


would. ſwear Truth out of Eg land, but he would as 


youtbelieve it was done in F ight, and perſuaded us to dg 
the like. 

Bard. Ay, and to tickle our . Noſes wich Spear-graſe, 
ta make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments 
with it, and {wear it was the Blood of true Men. I did 
that. I did not theſe ſeven Years before, I bluſh'd to hear 


| his monſtrous Devices. 


P. Henry. O Villain, thou ſtoleſt a Cup. of Sack eigh- 
teen Years ago, and wert taken in the manner, and eves 


lince thou haſt bluſh'd ere pare 3. thou hadſt Fire and 
B.6 | Sword 


call you him 


35 The Firſt Part of 
Sword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away; what 
Inſtinct had thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe Meteors ?: Do you 
behold theſe Exhalations ? 

P. Henry. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


SCENE XI. 


Enter Falſtaff. . 
Here-comes lean Fack, here comes Bare-bone. How now 
my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long is't ago, Fact, 
fince thou ſaw'ſt thy own Knee ? 

Fal. My own Knee? When I was about thy Years, 
Hal, I was not an Eagle's Talon in the Waiſt, I could 
Have crept into any Alderman's Thumb-ring ; a plague 
of Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Bladder. 
There's villainons News abroad; here was Sir John 
Braby from your Father; 'you muſt go to the Court in 
the Morning. That fame mad Fellow of the North, Percy; 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and fwore the Devil his true 
Liegeman upon the Croſs of a * what a plague 


Poins. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen ; the ſame, and his Son-in-law 
Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly Scot 
of Scots, Dowgl/as, that runs a Horſeback up a Hill per- 
pendicular 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
Kills a Sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow. | 

Fal. Well, that Raſcal hath good Mettle in him, he 


will not run. 
P. Henry. Why, what a Raſcal art thou then, to praife 


him for ſo running? 
Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but a foot he will 


not budge a- foot. 
P. Henry, Yes, Jack. upon Inſtinct. 


* 


. 
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Fal. I grant ye, upon Inſtin&t : well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand Blue-Caps more. Vo 


cefter is ſtoln away by Night: Thy Father's Beard is 
turn'd white with the News : you may buy Land now as 


cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 


P. Henry. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sun, 
and this civil Buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads 
as they buy Hob-Nails, by the Hundred. 

Ful. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 
ſhall have good Trading that way. But tell me, Hel, 
art not thou horrible afraid ? 'Thou being Heir Appa- 
rent, could the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies 
again as that Fiend Doxuglas, that Spirit Percy, and that 
Devil Gleadower ? Art thou not horribly afraid? Doth 
not thy Blood thrill at it ? 


F. Heng. Not a whit i faith, I lack ſome of thy In- 


ſtinct. 

Fal. Well thou wilt be horribly * To-morrow, when 
thou com'ſt to thy Father: If thou do love me, practiſe 
an Anſwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and examine 


me upon the Particulars of my Life. 


Fal. Shall I ? Content: This Chair ſhall be my „State, 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown. 
P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a Joint-Stool, thy 
Golden Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy 8 

rich Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. 

Fal. Well, an the Fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now ſhalt thou be moved Give me a Cup of 
Sack to make mine Eyes look Red, that it may be 
thought I have wept ; for I muſt ſpeak in Paſhon, and 
I will do it in King Cambuſes Vein. 

P. Henry. Well, here is my Leg. 

1 Fal. And here is my hs pen Sn Stand aſide Nobi- 
ity 

Hoſt. This i is excellent Sport, i'faith. 

Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling Tears are 

vain. * 

He. O the Father! How he holds his Countenance ? 

Fat: For God's Sake Lords, convey my truſtful Queen, 
For Tears do ſtop the Flood - Gates of her Eyes. _ 

Heft. 


1 
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Hoſt O rare, he dcth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 


Players, as I ever fee. 

Fal. Peace, good Pint-Pot, Peace good Tickle-Brain,—- 
« Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy 
c Time; but alſo, how thou art accompany d: For 
though the Camomile, the more it is trodden on, the 
* faſter it grows: Yet Youth, the more it is waſted, 
ce the ſooner it wears. Thou art my Son; I have partly. 
% thy Mother's Word, partly my Opinion; but chiefly, 
«.a Vullainous Trick of thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging 
« of thy Nether Lip, that doth warrant me. If then 
thou be Son to me, here lyeth the Point; why, being 
« Son to me, art thou ſo pointed at? Shall the Bleſſed 
« Son: of Heav'n prove a Micher, and eat Black-Ber- 
« ries ? A Queſtion not to be ask'd. Shall the Son of 
England prove a Thief, and take Purſes ? A Queſtion 
« to be ask d. There is a Thing, Harry, which thou 
4 haſt often heard of, and it is known to many in our 
Land, by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as antient 
« Writers do report, doth defile; ſo doth the Company 
« thou keep'ſt; for Harry, now do I not ſpeak to thee 
« in Drink, but in Tears; not in Pleaſure, but in Paſ- 
« ſions; not in Words only, but in Woes alſo ; and yet 
«there is a virtuous Man, whom I have often noted in 
« thy Company, but I know not his Name. 
FE. Hen. What manner of Man, an it like your Majeſty. 

& Fal. A goodly portly Man i'faith, and a corpulent; 
« of a cheartul Look, a pleaſing Eye, and a molt noble 
« Carriage; and as 1 think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by'r- 
lady, inclining to Threeiccre ; and now I remember 
«, me, his Name is Fa/ftaf*; if that Man ſhould be lewC- 
« ly given, he deceives me; for Harry, I fee Virtue in 
« his Looks. If then the Tree may be known by the 
«. Fruit, as the Fruit by the Tree, then peremptorily I 


„ ſpeak it, there is Virtue in that Fa/taff; him keey 


« with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me now, thou naughty 
« Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been this Month ? 
P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King ; do _ ſtand 
for. me, and Pll play my Father. 


+ 4 Micher, i.e. a Truant ; 1 Mich, 1 to durk ow | 
* ft ;- 4 Hedge-Creeper. 1 
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Fal. Depoſe me. If thou do'ſt it half ſo gravely, fo 
majeſtically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by 
the Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterer's Hare. 
P. Henry. Well, here I am ſet. 
Fal. And here I ſtand ; judge, my Maſters. 
P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you ? 
Fal. My noble Lord, from Eafi-cheap. 
P. Henry. The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 
Fal. 'Shlood, my Lord, they are falſe. Nay, Pl 
tickle ye for a young Prince. 
„ P. Henry. Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy ? Henee- 
« forth ne'er look on me; thou art violently carry'd a- 
« way from Grace ;. there's a Devil haunts thee, m the 
« Likeneſs of a fat old Man: A Tun of Man is thy 
« Companion. Why doſt thou converſe with that Trunk 
« of Humours, that Boulting-Huteh of Beaſtlineſs, that 
„ ſwoln Parcel of Dropſies, that huge Bombard of Sack, 
« that ſtuſt Clock-Bag of Guts, that roaſted Manning-tree 
„% Ox with the Pudding in his Belly, that reverend Vice, 
« that grey Iniquity, that Father Ruffian, that Vanity 
« in Years ? Wherein.is he good, but to taſte Sack and 
drink it? Wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve a 
< Capon and Eat it? Wherein Cunning, but in Craft? 
« wherein Crafty but in Villainy ? Wherein Villainous, 
& but in all Things? Wherein Worthy but in Nothing? 
Fal. I would your Grace would take me with you: 
Whom means your Grace? 
P. Heury. That villainous abominable miſ leader of 
Youth, Faltaf that old white- earded Sathan- 
l My Lord, the Man I know. 
P. Henry. I know thou doſt. 


„ Ful. But to * I know more harm in him than in 
„ mylelf, were to ON than I know. That he is. 


Old the more's the Pity, his white Hairs do Witneſs it 
but that he is, . your Reverence,) a Whoremaſter 
4. that · I utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Fault, God 
«© help the Wicked: "if to be old and merry, be a Sin, then 
* many an old Hoſt chat IJ know is damn'd: if to be fat, 
4 be to be hated, then Pharas/'s lean Kine are to be lov'd. 
No, my good Lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh Barde{ph, baniſh 
4 Poins ; but for ſweet Fack Fultaff,” kind Fack Falftaf, 
true Zack Fallaff, valiant Fack —M and therefore 
ey mor 8 
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«© more valiant, being as he is, old Fack Naar; ba- 


cc niſh not him thy Harry's Company: Baniſh plump 


ce Jock and baniſh all the World. 
P. Henry. I do, I will. | 
Enter Bardolph running. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my 5 the Sheriff with a moſt 


monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. 
Nu. Out you Rouge, Play out the Play: 1 have 
much to _ in the Behalf of chat Faltaff. 
Enter the Hoſteſs. 
Rl. Heigh, hed gh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 
ſtick ; what's the matter ? 
Ha. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door ? 


they are come to ſearch the Houſe ; ſhall I let them in? 


Fal. Daſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of 
Gold a Counterfeit ; thou art eſſentially Mad, without 
ſeeming ſo. 
Fey ; va And thou a 1 Coward, without 1 
Ful. I deny your major ; ; if you will deny the Sheriff, 
ſo ; if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as well 


as another co; a Plague on my bringing up ; I hope 


I ſhall as ſoon be ftrangled with a Halter, as another. 
P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reft 


walk above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and good 


Conſcience. 
Ful. Both which I have had; but their Date i is out, 
and therefore I'll hide me. 
[Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, &c. 
P. Henry. Call in the Sheriff, 


SCENE XII. 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


P. Henry, Now Maſter Sheriff, what is your Wilt 
with me ? 

Sher. Firſt, pardon me my Lord. A a Cry. 
kath follow'd certain Men unto. this Houſe. 

P. Herry. What Men. ? 

Sher. One of them is well known, wy gracious Lord, 


A groſs fat Man, 
Car. 


— 
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Car. As fat as Butter, 

P. Heury. The Man, I do are you, is not kd; 
For I myſelf at this Time have imploy'd him ; | 
And, Sheriff, I engage my Word to thee, 

That I will by To-morrow Dinner 'Time. 
Send him to anfwer thee, or any Man, 
For any Thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 
And fo let me intreat you leave the Houſe. 

Sher. I will, my Lord ; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three Hundred Marks. 

P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe Men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable, and ſo farewell. 

Ser. Good Night, any noble Lord. | 

P. Henny. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? 

| Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be Two o' Clock. 

{Exi. 

P. Henry. This oily Raſcal is known as well as Paul's; 


go call him forth. 
Peto. 44005 2 faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnort- 


ing like a Horſe. 

P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath ; 
ſearch his iis Poclkts. 

[He fearehes his Pockets, and finds certain i Paper 

P. Henry. What haſt thou found? 

Pro. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 8 

P. Henry. Lets ſee, — ? dead them. | 

Peto. fem, a Capon, 25s. 2. 

Tem, Sawee, 44. 

Item, Sack, two Gallons, 5 g. 8 d. 

Item, Anchovies and Sack after Supper, 2 l. 6% 
Item, Bread, a Halfpenny. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous, but one Halfperny- worth of 
Bread, to this intolerable deal of Sack? What there is 
elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more Advantage; there 
let him ſleep till Day. I'll to the Court in the Morning; 
we muſt all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honoura- 
ble. Ill procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
I know it will kill kim to march fo far as twelveſcore 
Foot. The Money ftall be paid back again with Ad- 
vantage. Be with me betimes in the Morning; and ſo 
good Morrow, Pete. 


Pete. Good Morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 
ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE]. 


WALE 8 


282 Ps; Worngliat, Lord Mortimer, au Owen 
i | Glendower. 


Mort. HES E Promiſes are fair, the Parties ſure, 

| And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 
Hor. Lord Mortimer, and Coutin 3 | 

Will you fit down? 


2 * 8 Worcefler——A Plague upon it CE xeunt,, 
L * the Map. | 
TG; o, here it is; * 


Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hasſpur: 

For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter 

Doth ſpeak: of you, his Cheeks look” pale, and with 

A riſing Sigh, he wiſheth you in Heaven. 
Hot. And you in Hell, as often as he hears 

Owen Glendower ſpoke of. | 
Glend. I blame him not; at my Nativity 

The Front of Heaven was fall of fiery Shapes, 

Of burning Creſſets; know that at my Birth, 

Ihe Frame and the Foundation of the Earth 

Shook like a Coward. 

Hol. So it wou'd have done 

at the ſame Seaſon, if your Mother's Cat 

Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had ne'er been born: 
Glend. I fay the Earth did ſnake when I was born. 
Hoe. I fay then the Earth was not of my Mind ; 

If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
Glend. The Heavens were all on Fire, the Earth did 

tremble. - 
ot, 
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Hot. O, then the Earth ſhook to ſee the Heavens on Fire, 


And not in fear of your Nativity. 
Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly Wind 
Within her Womb; which for Enlargement ſtriving, | 
Shakes the old beldam Earth, and copples down 
High Tow'rs and moſs-grown Steep! cz. At you Birth, 
Our grandam Earth, with this Dilbem perature, 
In Paſſion ſhook. ; 

Glend, Couſin, of many Men 
do not bear theſe Croflings ; give me Leave 
To tell you once again, that at my.Birth 
The Front of Heaven-was full of {iery Shapes, 
The Goats ran from the Meuntains, and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the Nighted Fields: 
Theſe Signs have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhnew, 
Lam not in the Roll of commom Men: 
Where is he living, clipt in with«ahe 
That chides the Banks of Englau al, TE, "Wy 


Who calls me Pupil, or hath read to me ? 


And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, 


Can trace me in the tedious Ways of Art, 


Or hold me Pace in deep Experiments, 

Hot. 1 think there is no Man ſpeaks better Vel. 
TIl to Dinner 
Mort. Peace, Couſin 3 you u make him mad. 

Glend. J can call Spirits from the vaſty deep. 
Hot. Why, ſo can 1, or fo can any Man: 
But will they come, when you do call for them ? . 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee to command the Devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee Coz. to ſhame the Devil. 
By telling Truth. Tell Truth, and ſbame the Dewil. 
If thou have Pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And Pll be ſworn, Tve Pow'r to ſhame him hence. 


Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 


More. Come, come! 
No more of this unprofitable Chat. 

Glend. 'Three 'Times hath Henry Bolingbroke made Head 
Againſt my Pow': r; thrice from the Banks of Me, 7 
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And ſandy-bottom'd Severn, have I ſent 
Him bootleſs Home, and Weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home withoue Boots, and in foul Weather too 
How *ſcapes he Agues, in the Devil's Name:? 
. — here's the Map; ſhall we divide our 
1gnt 
2 to our threefold Gudereaten 1 ? 
3 3 Arch-deacon hath divided it 
three Limits, equal 
England from — — hitherto, 
By. South and Eaft, is to my Part aſſigned: 
All Weſtward, Wates, beyond the Severn Shore, 
And all the fertile Land within that Bound, 
To Owen Glendxwer, and dear Coz. to you 
The Remnant Northward, lying off from 7-ove. 
And our Indentures tripartite are drawn: 
Which being ſealed interchangeably, 
(A Bufineſs that this Night may execute) 
To-morrow, Couſin Percy, you and I 
And my Lord Lord of Worcefter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Sana * 
And is appointed us at 
My Father Gaabtuer is not ready yet, 
Nor ſhall we need his Help theſe 2 
Within that Space, you may have drawn together 
Your Tenants, Fsiemds, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
Ghad. A ſhorter Time thall ſend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whence you mult teal and take no.Leave, 
3 — | 
Upon the parting of your Wives on. 
1 Hh Methinks my Moiety, North "from Burtar here, 
ity equals not one of yours: 
— ow this River comes me crankling i 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 
F'll have the Current in this Place damm'd up: 
And here the Smug and Silver Trent thall run 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 
It ſhall not wind with-fo rich a deep indant, 
To rob me of ſo rich a Bottom here. 


Glad, Not wind ? i tall, it muſt, you ſeeic doth. 
or 
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Mort. But mark, he bears his Courſe, and runs me up 
With like Advantage on the other Side, | 
Gelding the oppoſed Continent as much, 

As on the other Side-it takes from you. | 

Mor. Yes but a little Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North-fide win this Cape of Land, 

And then he runs ſtrait and even. 

Hot. I'll have it fo, a little Charge will do it. 

Glend. Iwill not have it alter'd. 

Hot. Will not you ? 

Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 

Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not underſtand. you then, 

Speak it in Welp, ? : | 

Glend. I can ſpeak: Engli/p, Lord, as well as you, 

For I was train d up in He Engliſs Court: 
Where being young, I framed to the Harp 
Many an English Ditty, lovely well, 

And gave the Tongue: a helpful Ornament; 

A Virtue, that was never ſeen in you. 

Hot. Marry, I'm glad of it with all my Heart. 

I had rather be a Kitten, and cry, Mew, 

Than one of theſe ſaid Metre-ballad-mongers: ; 
Tad rather hear a brazen Candleftick-tur'd, 

Or a dry Wheel Grate on the Axle-tree, 

And that would nothing ſet my. Teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing-Poetry ; | 
»Tis like the forced Gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 

Glend. Come, you ſhall have: Trent turn d. 

Hot. I do not care; III give thrice ſo. much Land 
To any well-deſerving Friend; | 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 

Tl cavil on the ninth Part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn ? ſhall we be gone? 

Glend. The Moon: ſhines fair, you may away by Night: 
{1'll haſte with.ths * Writer) and withal, 
Break with your Wives of your Departure hence : 
Jam afraid my Daughter will run mad, ; 
So A the dotetk dn leer Mortimer: LEEæu. 


* He means the Mriter of the Articles. 58 
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Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you croſs my Father? 

 Hoz. I cannot chuſe ; ſometime he angers me, 

+ With telling of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies; 

And of a Dragon, and a ſinleſs Fiſh, 

A clipt-wing'd Griffin, and a moulting Raven z $-- 

A couching Lion, and a-ramping Cat; | 

And ſuch a deal of ſkimble-ſkamble Stuff, 

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 


He held me the laſt Night at leaſt nine Hours, 
In reck*ning up the ſeveral Devils Names, 


0 were his Lackeys: I cry'd hum, and well. 


mark*d him not a Word. O, he's as tedious 
As a tir'd Horſe, or as a railing Wife: 

Worſe than a fmoaky Houſe. Tad rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick, in a Windmill far; 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 

In any Summer-Houſe in Chriſtendom. "= 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 
© Exceedingly well read, and profited © *. 
In ſtrange Concealments; valiant as a Lion; 
And wond' rous affable ; as bountifal 
As Mines of India: Shall I tell you, Couſin, 
He holds your Temper in a high Reſpect, 

And curbs himſelf, even of his natural Scope, 
When you do croſs his Humour; Faith he does. 
I warrant you, that Mar is not alive 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the Taſte of Danger and Reproof. 

But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful Blame, 
And ſince your coming here have done enough _ 
To put him quite beſides his Patience: en 
You mult needs learn, Lord, to ament#this Fault; 
3 ſometimes it ſhews Greatnd 
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Courage, Blood, | 


S Bog 
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See 


Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily, 
That no Perſuaſion can do good upon. 
Which thou pour'ſt down from thoſe two ſwelling Hea- 


Tam too perfect in: and but for Shame, 9 


But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
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And that's the deareſt Grace it renders you; 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion and Diſdain: 
The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth Men's Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 
Upon the Beauty of all Parts beſides, 
Beguiling them of Commendation. 
Hot. Well, I am ſchooPd: good Manners be your 
| ſpeed ; 
Here * our Wives, and let us take our Leave. J 
. ll 
Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 
Mort. This is the deadly Spight that angers me. 1 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engl, I no Welh. x 
Glend. My Daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with you, '} 


She'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'll to the Wars. 
Mort. Good Father, tell her, ſhe and my Aunt Percy 


[Glendower ſeats to her in Welſh, and ſhe anſwers N 
him in the ſame. | 

Glend. She's ep rate here ; a peeviſh ſelEwill'd Har- N 
-- £:lotry. 1 


The Lady ſpeaks in Welſh. 
Mort. I underſtand thy Looks that pretty Welh, 


vens, 


In ſuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 1 
[The Lady again in Welſh, wil 
Mort. Junderſtand thy Kiſſes; and thou mine, - 
And that's a feeble Diſputation : | 


Till I have learn'd thy Language; for the Tong 
Makes We21h as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a Summer's Bower, 
With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 

Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 


[The Lady ſpeaks again in Welſh. 
2 O, Iam Ignorance itſelf in this. 


„ 


Glend. She bids you, 

All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 

And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap, 

And ſhe will ſing a Song that pleaſeth you, 

And on your Eye-lids crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleaſing Heavineſs ; 
Making ſuch Diffrence betwixt Wake and Sleep, 

As is the Diff rence betwixt Day and Night, 

The Hour before the heav'nly harneſs'd Team ; 
Begins his golden Progreſs in the Eaſt. | 

Mort. With all my Heart I'll fit and hear her ſing : 
By that time will our Book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Do io; 

And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall alex o you, 
Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtrait they ſhall be here, ſit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down: 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap. 

Lady. Go, ye giddy Goole. [The Mufeck plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the Devil underſtands Wels, and 
tis no marvel he is ſo humourous : by'r-lagy he's a good 
Muſician. 

Lady. 'Then would you be nothing but muſical, for you 
are altogether gover'd by Humours : lie ſtill ye Thief, 
and hear the Lady ſing in Welſb. 

Hor. I had rather hear Laay, my brach, howl i in bib. 

Lady, Would'ſt have thy. Head broken? 

Het. No. © | | 

Lady. Then be till. 

Hot. Neither, 'tis.a Woman's Fault, 

Lady, Now God help thee. N 

Hu. To the Yelp Lady s Bed. 

Tach. What's that! 


(mg Peace, ſhe fings. [Her « the Lady op «Welk Sug. | 


Come, TII have your So 
Lady, Ndt mine in go * | 
Het. Not yours in good ſooth ! ! you-ſwear-like a Com- 


fit-maker's Wife, not you, in good forth 3 and: as true as 


Love; and, as God ſhall mend me; and, as fure as Day: 


and giveſt ſuch ſarcenet Surety. for thy Oaths, a 2 than 


never walkeſt further than Hucbury. 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as chou art. 


A 


* 


Could ſuch inordinate and low Deſires, 


As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 


My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 
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A good mouth filling Oath, and leave inſooth, 

And ſuch proteſt of Pepper-ginger-bread, 

Jo velvet Guards, and Sunday Citizens. 

Come ing. : | 

Lady. J will not ſing. 5 | 
Hot. Tis the next Way to turn Taylor, or be Robin- 

Red-Breaft teacher: If the Indentures be drawn, I'f 

away within theſe two Hours: And ſo come in when 

ye will. = 1 [Exz. 
Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 

As hot Lord Percy is on Fire to go. | 

By this, our Book is drawn: We will but ſeal, 

And then to Horſe immediately. 
Mort, Wich all my Heart. 


FER 
- MINDS OR. | 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wa'es, Lords and others. 
K. Hens. OR DS, give us Leave; the Prince ct 
Wales and [ | 55 
Muſt have ſome private Conference: But be near, 
For we ſhall preſently have need of eu. — 
„ | I [Exeunt Lords. 
1 know not whether God will have it ſo, 
That in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood 
He breeds Revengement and @ Scourge for me- 
But thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot Vengeance and the rod of Heav'n, 
To puniſh my mit-treading. Tell me elſe, 


[ Exeunt, 


Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lew'd, ſuck mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, | 


Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blcod, 
And hold their Level with thy princely Heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I wiſh I could 
Quit all Offences, with as clear Excuſe, 
As well, as I am doubtleſs I can purge 


Vet ſuch Extenuation let me beg, 


- 
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As in Reproof of many Tales devis d, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By ſmiling Pick thanks and baſe News-monger: ; 

I may for ſome Things true, (wherein my Youth 


Hath faultry wander'd, and irregular) 
Find Pardon, on my true Submiflion. 


K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: yet let we wonder. 


Harry. 
At thy Affections which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the Flight of all thy Anceſtors. 
Thy Place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupply'd ? 
And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy Time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fall. 
« Had I ſo laviſh of my Preſence been, 
So common-hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company ;- 
Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to Poſſeſſion, : 
© And left me in reputeleſs Baniſhment, 
A Fellow of no Mark nor Likelihood, 
© By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ftir 
© Butlike a Commet I was wonder'd at! 
That Men would tell their Children, this is he. 
Others would ſay, where? which is Bo/ingbrooke 7 
And then I ſtole all Courteſy from Heav'n, 
And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, | 
That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud Shouts and Salutations from their Mouths, 
Even in the Preſence of the crowned King. 
* Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 
My Preſence like a Robe pontifical, 
« Ne'er ſeen but wonder'd at, and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhew'd like a Feat, 
And won, by Rareneſs, ſuch Solemnity. _ 
The ſkipping King, he ambled up.and down 
With ſhallow Jetters, and raſh bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt; carded his State, 
+ Alingled his Loyalty with carping Fools, 


Had 


4 
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© Had his great Name profaned with their Scorns, 
And gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 

To laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the Puſh 
Of every beardleſs vain comparative: 
* Grew 4 Companion to the common Streets, 
© Encoff d himſelf to Popularity: 
* That being daily ſwa'low'd by Men's Eyes, 
© They ſurfeited with Honey, and began 
© To loath the Taſte of Sweetneſs, whereof I ttle 
More than a little, is by much too much. 
© So when he had Occaſion to be ſeen, 
He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch Eyes. 
As ſick and blunted with Community, | 
s Aﬀord no extrao:dinary Gaze; 
such as is bent on ſun-like Majeſty, 
When is ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes: 
But rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, 
« Slept in his Face, and render'd ſuch Aſpect 
As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, | 
« Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full.” 
And in that very Line, Harry, fland'it thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy-Prin-ely Privil⸗ge 
With vile Parti-izatzon. Not an Eve, 
But is a-weary of thy common Sight, 
Save mine, Which hath defired to ſee thee more ; 
Which now doth what I would not have it do, 
Make blind it telf with fooliſh Tenderneis, 

P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my ſelf. 

K. Hen4y, For all the World, 
As thou art at this Hour, was Richard t' en 
Was I from France ſet Foot at Ravenſorag. 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to Boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt to the State, 
Tnan thou, the Shadow of Succeſſion ! 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againſt the Lions armed Jaws; 
And being no more in Debt to Years than thou, 
Leads anucnt Lords and reverend Biſhops on, | 
„ WR | Ts 
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To b'ocdy Battles, and to bruſing Arms. 

W nat never-dying Honour hath he got. 

Againſt renowned Doauglas, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority, 

And military Title capital, 

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice hath this Hot. ſpur Mars in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, _ 
Diſcomfitted great Dowegl/as, tab en him once, 
Enlarg'd him, and made a Friend of him, 

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, | 
And ſhake. the Peace and Safety of our Throne, 
And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
'Th' Archbiſhop*sGrace of Nork, Doauglas and Mortimer, 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. | 

But wherefore do I tell this News to thee? 

Why, «Harry, do I tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy? 

Thou that art like enough“ through vaſſal Fear, 

Baſe Inclination, and the Start of Spleen, 

"To fight againſt me under Perq's Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and curt'ſy at his Frowns, 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it fo: 
And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's good Thoughts away from me. 

J will redeem all this on Perg's Head, 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your Son: 


When I will wear a Garment all of Blood. wy 


And ſtain my Favours in a bloody Maſk, — 
Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my Shame with it. 
And that ſhall be the Day, when'er it lights, 
That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hot: pur, this all praiſed Knight 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet. 
For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 

Would they were Multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled! for the Time will come, 
That I ſhall make this northern Youth exchange 
His glorion Deeds for my Indignities. 
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Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 

T” engroſs upon glorious Deeds on my Behalf: 

And I will call him to fo ſtrict Account, 

That he ſhall render everv Glory up. 

Yes, even the ſlighteſt Worſhip of his Time, 

Or I will tear the Reck'ning from his Heart. 

This, in the Name of Heav'n, I promiſe here: 

The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 


I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 


The long-grown Wounds of my intemperature; 

If not, the End of Life cancels all Bonds, 

And I will die a Hundred thouſand Deaths, 

Ere break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. | 
K. Henry. A Hundred thouſand Rebels die in this! 

Thou ſhalt have Charge, and ſovereign Truſt herin, 

| | | Enter Blunt. 


How now, good Blunt? thy Looks are ſull of Speed. 


Blunt. So is the Buſineſs that I come to ſpeal ot, 


Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent Word, 


That Dowg/as and the Engliſo Rebels met i 
Th' eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearfui Head they are, 

If promiſes be kept on every Hand, 


As ever offer'd-foul Play in a State. 


K. Henry. The Earl of eſimorland ſet forth to Day 3 
With him my Son, Lord 7:5» of Lancafter, 
For this Advertiſement is five Days eld. 
On Weduefizy next, Harry, thou ſhalt fet forward; 
On .Thr/iay, we our ſelves will marcy : Our Meeting 
Is at Bridghnorth ; and Herry, you ſhall march: 


Through GHRerforre: by which Account 
Our Buſineſs valued ; ſome twelve Days hence 


Our general Forces at Bridznorth halt meet, 
Our Hands are ſuli of Bufineſs;- Let's away, 
Advantage feeds them fat while we delay, [E en 


SCENE Y: 
Tavern in Faſt-cheap. 
Enter Falſtaff avd Bardolph; 


E. B Adolph, am I not fall'n away vilely, ſince this 
laftt Action? do I not bate? dol not dwindle ? - 
| C3 why, 
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why my Skin hangs about me like an old Lady's loofe 
Gown. Jam wither'd like an od Apple Jo»n, Well, 
II repent, and that ſudden'y, while I am in fome Lik- 
ing. I ſhall be out of Heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall 
have no Strength to repent, And I have not forgotten 
what the Inſide of a Church is made of, 1 am a Pepper- 
corn, a Brewer's Horſe, the Inſide of a Church! Com- 
Panpy, villainous Company hath been the Spoil of me. 
Bard. Sir Fohn, You are ſo fretful you cannot live 


En Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy Song, 
to make me merry: I was as virteouſly given, as a 
Gentleman need to be; virtucus enough; ſwore little; 
diced not above even Times a Meek; went to a Bawdy- 
houſe not. above once in a Quarter of an Hour; paid 
M.: ney that I borrowed, three or four Times; liv'd well, 
and in good Compaſs; and now I hve out of all Order, 
out of all Compais. _ 

Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be cut of all Compaſs, out of all reaſonable Com- 
paſs, Sir John. . | 

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend my 
Life Thou art cur Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthorn 
in tte Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee 3 thou art the 
Knight cf the buining Lamp | 

Bard. Why, Sir John, My Face does you do Harm. 

Fal. No, I'll te worn; I make as gcod Uſe of it as 
many a Man 4th of a Deitii's Head, or a memento 
mori. I never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, 


_—__ andDzeestliatliv'd inPurp'e; for there he is in his Roves 


burning. If thou were any Way given to Virtue, I weu'd 
ſwear by thy Face; my Oath ſhould be, by this Fire; 
but thou art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but 
for the Light in thy Face, the Son of utter Larkneſe. 
When thuu rann'lt up Gada-bill in the Night to ca:ch 
my Horſe, if I did not think thou had'ſt been an 18718 
fatuus, or a Ball of Wild pre, there's no Purchaſe in 
Monty. O thou art a perpetnal Triumph, an everlaſt- 
ing Bonſire light ; theu haſt ſaved me a thouſand Marks 
in Links and 'Lorches, walking with thee in the Night, 
Þbetwixt Tavern and Tavern; but the Sack that thou 
haſt drunk me, would have brought me Liglits - go 
cheap 


— 
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cheap, at the deareſt Chandler's in Europe. I have 


maintain'd that Salamander of yours with Fire, any 


Time this Two and thirty Years, Heaven reward me 


Fo | | 
Bard. SBlood, I would my Face were in your Belly. 
Fal. God-a-Mercy, fo ſhould I be ſure to be Heart- 


Enter Hoſteſs... 

How now, dame Part/et the Hen, have you enquir'd 
yet who picx'd my Pocket! 

Hoft, Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir oba? 
do you think I Keep Thieves in my Houſe? I have 
ſearch'd, I have enquir'd, ſo has my Husband, Man by 
Mar, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The Tight of 
a Hair was never loſt in my Houſe before. | 

Tal. Ye lye, Hoſteſs, Bardolph was ſhav'd and lo 
many a Hair; and I'll be {worm my Pocket was pick d; 
go to, you are a Woman, go. | 

Haft. Who I? I defy thee; I was never call'd ſo in 
mine own Houſe before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Hat. No, Sir John; You do not know me, Sir John; 
I know you, Sir hag you owe me Money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a Quarrel to beguile me of it. I 
bought you a dozen of Shirts to your Back. | 

al. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away 
to Baker's Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 

Hot. Now as I ama true Woman, Holland of eight. 
Shillings an Ell: You owe Money here beſides, Sir John, 
for ycur Diet, and By-drinkings, and Money lent you, 
Four and twenty Pounds. | 
Fal. He had his Part of it, let him pay. 

H. He! alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 
Fal. How! poor? look upon his Face, what call you 
rich? let him coin his Noſe, let him coin his Cheeks : 
T'!l not pay a Denier. What, will you make a Yonker 
of me? ſhall I not take mine Eaſe in mine Inn, but I 
ſhall have my Pocket pick'd? I have loft a Seal-ring 
of my Grandfather's, worth forty Mark. 

Hot. O Jelu! I have heard the Prince tell him, I 
know not how oft, that the Ring was copper. | 

Fal. How ? the Prince is a Fuck, a Sneak-cup ; . 

| C4 | I 
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if he were here, I would edge him like a Dog, if 
he would ſay lo, | | 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Prince Henry marching, and F alfa meets him, 


playing on his Truncheon like a F fe. 


6 2b How now, Lad, is the Wind i in that Door? muſt 
ve all march? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſhion. 
Hof. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly ? how 
does thy Husband, I love 105 well, he is an honeſt 


Man. 


Hol. God, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr ythee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry, What ſay'ſt thou, Jaca? 
Fal. The other Night I fell aſleep here behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pick'd : This Houſe is turn'd 


| Bawdy- houſe, they pick Pockets, 


Henry. What didft thou loſe, Fack? 
Fl. wilt thon believe me, Hal? three or . Bonds 


of forty Pounds a piece, and a Seal- ring of my * 


father's. 
P. Henry, A Trifle, ſome eight penny Matter. 
Hoſt, 80 1 told bim. my Lord; and I laid, I heard 
yeur Grace ſay ſo: And, my Lord, he ſpeaks moit 
viiely of you, like a Foul mouth'd Man as he i is, and 


ſaid he would cudgel you. 


P. Henry What! he did not? 

Hoi. There's neither Faith, Truth, or Womanhood 
in me elſe. 

Tal. There's no more Paith in thee than in a flew'd 
Pruen; ne more truth in thee Than in a drawn Fox; 
and for Womanhood, Maid Marian may be the Depu- 
ty's Wife of the Ward to thee, Go you Thing, go, 

Hot. Say, what Thing ? what Thing? 

Fal. What Thing ? why a Thing to thank God on. 


Hoſt, F am nothing to thank God on, I would thou 


ſhoula's know it: 1 am an honeſt Man's Wiſe ; and {et- 
| ting 
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ting thyKnighthood aſide, thou art a Knave to call me ic. 

Ful. Setting thy Woman-hood aſide, thou art a Bealt - 
to ſay otherwiſe. „ 

Hi. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou? 

Ful What Beaſt ? why an Otter? | 

P. Heurr, An Otter, Sir John, why an Otter? 

Fal. Why? She's neither Fiſh nor Fleſh ;* a Man: 
knows not where to have her. 5 

Haſt. Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſaying ſo: Thou or 
any Man know where to have me; thou Enave thos,. 
P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he ſlanders 
thee moſt groſly. | 

Hoſt: So he doth you. my Lord, and ſaid this other 
Day, you ow'd him a thouſand Pound ? 

P. Heng. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand Pound ?-. 

Fal. A thouſand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy love 
is worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. | 

Hot. Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Fack, ard fad 
he would Cufget you. | | 

Tal. Did I, Bardolpb? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir Fokn, you ſaid ſo: 

Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. | 

P Henry, I ſay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy Word now ? | | 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a Man 
T-dare; but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the Lion's Whe'p. So 
P. Henry. And why not as the Lion. 55 

Fal. The-King himfelf is to be fear'd as the Lion; 
doſt thou think I'Il fear thee, as I fear thy Father? Nay, 
if J do, let my Girdle break. | = 3 

Henry. O, if it ſhould, how wou'd thy Guts fall 
about thy Knees! But, Sirrah, there's no room ſor Faith, 
Truth, nor Honeſty, in this Boſom of thine; it is all 
fill'd up with Guts and Midriff. Charge an honeſt Wo- 
man with picking thy Pocket! Why Whorſon, impu- 
dent, imboſt Raſcal, if there were any thiig in thy. 
Pocket but Tavern Reckonings, Memorandums of Baw- 
dy- houſes, one poor Penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make 
thee long-winded; if thy Pocket were enrich'd with any 
ther injuries but theſe, I am am a villain: and yet yu 
will ſtand to it, you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art: 
thou not aſham'd? C5 Tal. 


= The d, Put bf 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt in the State 
of Innocency, Adam fell: And what ſhould poor Fact 
Falſtaff do, in the Days of Villainy? Thou ſeeſt, I have 
more Fleſh than another Man, and therefore more Frailty. 
You confeſs then you pickt my Pocket? 


P. Henry. It appears fo by thee Story. | 

Fal. Hoſteſs,I forgive thee : Go make ready Breakfaſt; 
love thy Husband, look to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy 
Gueſts : Thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt Rea- 
fon : Thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ſtill. Nay, pr'ythee be 


gone. 

| 5 | [Exit Heſs, 
Now, Hal, to the New's at Court for the Robbery, Lad: 
How is that anſwer'd? 


P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, I muſt ſtill be good An- 
gel to thee. The Mony is paid back again. OO 

Fal. O, I do not like that Paying back; tis a double 
Labour. 3 | 

P. Henry. T am good Friends with my Father, and may 
do any Thing. 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt Thing thou doit, 
and do it with unwaſh'd Hands too, | 

Bard. Do, my Lord. | 

P. Henry. I have p:ocur'd thee, 7 ack,a Charge of Foot, 

Fal. I would it had bcen of Horſe. Where ſhall I find 
one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Well, 
Gcd be th-nked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them. 3 

P. Henry. Bardolpb. 

Bard. My Lord. | 

P. Herry. Go bear this Letter to Lord John of Lan- 
taſter, to my Brother John. I his to my Lord of VJ eſimor- 
land, go Peto, to horſe; for thou and I have thirty Miles, 
to ride yet ere Dinner Time. Jack, met me to-morrow 
in the Temple-Hall at two a Clock in the Aſternoon, there 
Malt thou know thy Charge, and there receive Mony and 
Order for their Furniture, | 

Ae Land is burning, Percy ſtands on kigh, 

Au eater hey, or we, mult lower lie. 


0 „ 


Fad. 
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Fal. Rare Words ! brave World? Hoſteſs my Break- 
ſaſt, come: 


GN I could Wiſh this Tavern were my Drum ! [FE 


ieee: ee 
A e T wv. 8 2 E . 
4 SHREWSBURY. 
Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglas. 
8 
ELL fayd, my noble Ser; if ſpeaking Truth 


In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery, 
Such Attribution ſhould the Doug las have, 


As not a Soldier of this Seaſon's Stamp D 


Should go ſo gen';al currant through the World. 
By Heav'n, I cannot flatter : I defy 


The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver Place 


In my Heart's Love hath no Man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my Word; approve me, Lord. 


Dow. Thou art the King of Honour: 
No Man {o potent breathes upon the Ground, 
But I will berad him. 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Hot. Do, and 'tis well — What Letters haſt thou 
ou. 
N. Theſe come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? Why comes he not him. 


ſelf. | 
1 0. 
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Me. He cannot come, my Lord, he's grievousSick, 
Hot. Heav*ns ! How has he the leiſure to be Sick 
In ſuch a juſtling Time? Who Jeads his Power: 
Under whoſe Government come they along? 
Meß. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Mind. 
Mor. Tprithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed? 
Meg. He did, my Lord, four Pays ere I ſes forth 
At the Time of my Departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 
or. I would the State of Time had firſt been Whole, 
Ere he by Sickneſs had been viſited ; 
His Health was never better worth than now. | 
Hot. Sick now? Droop nom; This Sicknels doth In. 
fect | 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprize ; . 
"Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. | 
He writes me. here, that inward Sickneſs -— 
And that his Friends by Deputation 
Could not ſoon bedrawn : Nor thought he meet 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a Truſt 
On any Soul remov'd, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold Advertiſement, 
Fhat with our ſmall Conjuuction we ſhould on, 
To fee how Fort ne is diſpos d to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Of all our Purpoſes. What fay you to it? 
Wor. Your Fathers Sickneſs is a Maim to us. 
Hot. A peri.ous Gaſn, a very Limb lopt off: 
And jet, in Faith 'tis not his preſent Want 
Seems more than we ſhall find 1 it, Were it good, 
To ſet the exact Wealth of all our States 
All at one caſt ? To ſet fo rich a * Main. 
On the nice Hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom and the Soul of Hope, 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt Bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 
Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhould; 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. 
Mine 


We 
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We now may boldly ſpend upon the. Hope 
Of what is to come in: | 
A comfort of Retirement lives jn this. 

Hot. A Rendezvous, at Home to 
Tf that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Vpon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 

Nor. But yet I would your Father 
The Quality and 4 Hair of our Attempt 
Brooks no Diviſion, it will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away. 
That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Diſlike 


Of our Proceedings. kept the Earl from hence. 


And think how ſuch an Apprehenſion 
May turn the Tide of fearful Faction, 
And breed a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe : 


For well you know we of th' * offending Side, 


Muſt keep aioof from ſtrict Arbitrement, 


And ſtop all Sight-holes, every Loop from whence 


The Eye of Reaſon may pry in upon us: 


Tis Abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 


That ſhews the Ignorant a Kind of Fear 
Before not dreamt upon. 

Hot. You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of this Abſence make this Uſe : 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opin on, 
A larger ꝗ glare to your great Enterpriſe, 


Than if the Earl were here : For Men muſt think, 


If we without his help can make a Head, 

To puch againſt the Kingdom, with his Help, 

We ſhall o'erturn it Topſive-turvy down. 

Vet all goes well, yet all our Joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think; there is not ſuc 

Spoke of in Scotlaud, as this | Term of Fear. 


SCN E H. 


Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 
Ver. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Look: 
| | | T 


＋ Heir. ®. Offering. Þ Dare, ¶ Dream. 


fly unto, 


hadbeen here: 
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The Earl of Veſterland, ſev'n Thouſand ſtrong, - 
Is marching hither, with Prince John of Lancaſſer. 

Hot. No Harm ; what more ? : 

Ver. And further I have learn d, 

The King himſelf in Perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedly, 
With ftrong and mighty Preparation. 

Hot. He ſhall be welcome too: Where is his Son? 
The nimble-footed mad cap Prince of Wales, 
And his Cotarades; that daft the World aſide 
And bid it paſs? 

Ver. All furniſht, all in Arms, | 
All plum'd like Eſtridges, that with the Wind 
* Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd : 
Glittering in, golden Coats like Images, 

As full of Spirit as the Month of May, 

And gorgeous as the Sun at Midſummer, 

Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls, 
I faw young Harry with his Beaver on, | 

His F Cuiſſes on his Thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercury ; 
And vaulted with ſuch Eaſe into his Seat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſay, 
And I witch the World with noble Horſemanſhip, 

Hot. No more, no more; Worie than the Sun in March, 
This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agnes ; let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices in their Trim, 

And to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoaky War, 

All Hot, and Bleeding will we alter them. 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his Altar ſit 
Up to the Ears in Blcod. I am on Fre, 

To hear this rich Repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horle, 
Who 1s to bear me like a Thunder bolt, | 
Apainftthe Boſom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry ſhall, and Hort to Horſe | 
Meet, and nc'er part, till One drop down a Coarle. 


Oh, that G/enaower were come | 
5 3 , Ver. 
-— © Baited, i. e. futter'd the Wings. | 
 Cuifles, Fr. Armour for the 7 herbs. N 
I witch, ior b,], charm. 
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Ver. There is more News: 
J learnt in Worceſter, as J rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days. 
Dou. That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my Faith, that Pan a froſty Sound. 
Hot. What may the King's whole Battle reach unto ? 
Ver.. To thirty Thouſand, | 
Hot. Forty let it be. . 233 
My Father and Glendoauer being both away, 
The Pow'r of us may ſerve fo great a Day. 
Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily: | 
Dooms Day is near; die all, die merrily. 
Dow. Talk not of Dying, I am out of Fear 
Ot Death, or Death's Hand, for this one half Year. 
| | ; [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry : Fill mea 
Bottle of Sack: Our Soldiers ſhall march through: 
We'll to Sutton-cop Hill to- night. 

Bard. Will you give me Mony, Captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. 

Fal. Aud if it do, take it for thy Labour; and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the Coynage, 
Bid my Lieutenant Peto meet me at the Town's End. 

Bard, I will Captain; farewell. 1 

Fl. If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, I am a ſowc'd 
Garnet : I have miſ-us'd the King's Prefs damnably. I 
have got, in Exchange of an Hundied and fifty Soldiers, 
three Hundred and odd Pounds. I preſs me none but 
good Houſholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me out con- 
* tracted Batchelors, ſuch as have been aſk' d twice on the 
* Banes: Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, as had as 
* lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch as fear the 
Report of a Culrerin, worſe than a Struck-fowl, or a 
* huit wild Duck, TI preſs me none but ſuch 'Toaits 
and Butter, with Hearts in their Pelies no higher 
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than Pins Heads, and they have bought out their Ser- 
vices: and now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, 
Corporals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Sla- 


ves as rapped as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where 
the Glutton's Dog' licked his Sores; and ſuch as iedeed 


were never Soldiers, but diſcarded unjuſt Servingmen, Es 


6 

* 

6 

= 

6 

c 

« younger Sons to younger Brothers: revolted Tapſters, 
and Offlers trade-ſall'n, the Cankers of a calm Wo-1q 
© and long Peace; ten Times more diſhonourably ragged, 
than an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up 
« the Rooms of them that have bought out their Servi- 
© ces; that you.would think I had a Hundred and: fifty 
« tatter'd Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, 
« from eating Darff and Huſks. A mad Fellow met me 
« cn the Way, and told me, I had unloaded all the Gib- 

« bets, and preſt the dead Bodies, No Eye had ſeen 
« fich Scare-crow : I'll not march through Coventry 
„th them, that's flat. Nay, and the Villains march 
vide betwixt the Legs, as if they had F Gyves on; for 
« i1adeed, I had the moſt of them out of Priſon. There's 
but a Shirt and a half in all my Company; and the 
© half Shirt is two Napkins tack'd together, and thrown 
over the Shoulders like a Herald's Coat without Sleeves; 
« and the Shirt, to ſay the Truth, ſtoll'n from my Hoſt 
« of St, Albans; or the red nos'd Inn-keeper of Daintiy. 
« But that's all one, they'll ind. Linnen enough on every 


Hedge. 


SG Eiter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland. 


P. Henry. How now, blown Fact? how now, quilt? 

Fal. What, Ha!? How now, Mad Wag, what a De. 
vil do'ſt thou in Farwickfire? My good Lord of Vet- 
morland, I cry you Mercy, I thought your Honour had 
already beey at Shrew/bury. 5 3 

Meß. Faith, Sir Fohn, tis more than Time that J 
were there, and you too; but my Powers are there al- 
ready. The King, I can tell you, looks for us all; 


we muſt away all to- night, : 


Ballin, | 
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Fat. Tut, never fear me, T am as vigilant as a Cat, 
to ſteal Cream. 

P. Henry. I think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy Theft 
hath already made thee butter; but tell me, Fact, whoſe 
Fellows are theſe that come after ? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. Henry, I did never ſee ſuch pityful Raſcals. 

Ful. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : Food for Powder, 
Food for Powder ; they'll fill a Pit, as well as better; tuſh 
Man, mortal Men, mortal Men. 

Weſt. Ay, but Sir John me thinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their Poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for their Bareneſs. Tam ſure they never 
learn'd that of me. 

P. Henry. No, I'Il be ſworn, unleſs you call three Fin- 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, Porcy - 
is already in the Field. | 

Fal. What is the King encam pd 7 

Weft. He is, Sir Jobs: I fou! we ſhall ſtay too long. 

Fal. Well. 

The latter End of a Fray, and Beginning of a Feaſt; 
Fits a dull Figther, arid a keen Gueſt, 


CONE IV: 
Me SHREWSBURY 


Enter Hot ſpur, Worceſier, Dowglas, and Vernon, 


FExcunt, 


Het. We'll fight with him to-night; 
Wor. It may not be. 
Daw. You give him then Advantage. 
Ver. Not a Whit. 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? Looks he nat for Supply? 
Ver. So do we. 
Hot. His 1s certain, ours is doubtful. 
Hor. Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to-nige, 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. 
Dow. You do not counſell well; 

192 ſpeak it out of Fear, and from cold Heart. 


Jer. 
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Vier. Do me no Slander, Dowglas: by my Life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my + Ai 
If well-reſpe&ed Honour bid me on, 
I hold as little Counſel with weak Fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that lives. 
Let it be ſeen To-morrow in the Battle, 
Which of us fears. Vat xe: 
Dow. Yea, or 'To-night. 
Ver. Content. 
Hat. To- night, ſay I, | | | 
Fer. Come, come, it may not be : I wonder much, 
Being Men of {ach great Leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what Inpedimer:ts 
Drag back our Expedition; certain Horſe 
Of my Couſin Vernon are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worcefer's Horſe came but To- day, 
And now their Pride and Mettle is aſleep, 
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is half, half of himſelf. 
Hot. So are the Horſes of the Enemy 
In gen ral, Journey-bated, and brought low: 
The better part of ours ate full of Reſt. | 
Mor. The Number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, Couſin, ſtay till all come in. 
e Ide Trampet ſounds a parley. 


Enter Sir Waiter Blunt. 
Blunt. I come with gracious Offers from the King, 

If you vouchſafe me Hearing and Reſpect. 

Hot. Welcome Sir Valter Blunt, and would to God, 
You were of our Determination; 5 
Some of us love you well; and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings, and geod Name, 
Becauſe you are not of our Quality; 

But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. _ 

Blunt, And Heav'n defend, but ftill I ſhould ſtand fo, 
So long as out of Limit and true Rule EE 
You ftand againſt anointed Majeſty. | 
But to my Charge. -The King hath ſent to know 
| The Nature of your Griets, and whereupon a 

on 


NR 


Von Conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace 
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Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his duteous Land 
Audacious Cruetly. If that the Kin 

Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, 

Which he confeffeth to be manifold, | 

He bids you name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your Deſires, with Intereſt : 


And Pardon abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 


Herein miſled by your Suggeſtion, 


Hot. The King is kind: And well we know, the 


King 
Knows. at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. 
My Father and my Uncle, and myſelf, 
Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears: 
And when he was not Six and Twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the World's Regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unmi Out-law, ſneaking home, 
My Father gave him Welcome to the Shore: | 
And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 


He came to be but Duke of Lancafter, | 


To ſue his Livery and beg his Peace, 


Wich Tears of Innocence, and Terms of Zeal ; 


My Father, in kind Heart, and Pity mov'd, 
Swore him Afiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, Tn 
They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Borooghs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 


Laid Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oaths; 


Gave him their Heirs, as Pages “ following him 
Even at the Heels in golden Moltitudes. 

He pre'ently, as Greatneſs knows itſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his Vow w | 
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked Shore at Rawvenſpurg: 
And now, Forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Common- wealth; 
Cries out upon Abules, ſeems to weep 

{)ver his 8 Wrongs; and by this Face, 


This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 
* follow'd. oz 
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The Hearts of all that he did angle for: 

Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads | £ 
Of all the Fav'rites that the abſent King 

In Deputation left behind him here, 

When he was perſonal in the I War. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this, 

Hot. Then to the Point. 

In ſhort Time after, he depos'd the K ing, 

Soon after that depriv'd him of his Life: 

And in the Neck of that, taſk'd the whole State. 

To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman March: . 
(Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King) to be engag'd in Wales, 

'There withont pan" to lie forfeited : 

Diſgracd me in my happy Victoires, 

Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, 

Rated my Uncle from the Council-board,. 

In Rage dimiſs'd my Father from the Court, 

Broke Oath on Oath, committed Wrong on Wrong;. 
And in Concluſion drove us to ſeek out 
This Head of Safety; and with all to pry 

Into his Title too, the Which we find. 

Too indirect, for long Continuance: | 
Blunt. Shall I return this Anſwer to the King? 
Het. Not fo, Sir Walter ; we'll withdraw a While: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 

Some. Surety for a fafe Return again; 

And in the Morning early ſnall my Uncle 

Bring him our Purpoſes: And fo farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love, 
Hot. It may be fo, we ſhall. 

Blunt. Pray Heav'n you do, [ Eneunt, 


-. SCENE: vt 
© Enter the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir Michell. 


Vork. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed Brief 

With winged Haſte to the Lord Mareſhal, 

This to my Coufin Scroop, and all the ret 

To whom they are directed: If you knew. 

Haw. much they do import, you wou d make Haſte, X 
138 7 
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Sir Mich. My Loyd, I guels their Tenor. 
Tork. Like enough. 1 18 
To- morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day 
Wherein the Fortune of ten Thouſand Men 
Muſt bide the Touch. For, Sir at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raiſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell, 
What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Pow'r was in the firſt Proportion; 
And what with Owen Glendiauer's Abſence thence 3 
Who with them was Þ a rated Sinew too, 
And comes not in, o'er-rul'd by Prophecies ; 
I fear the Pow'r of Percy is to weak | 
_ To wage an inſtant Tryal with the King. 
Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, there's Douglas, 
And Lord Mortimer. | 
York. No, Mortimer 1s not there. 
Sir Mich. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Harry Percy, ' 
And there's my Lord of Worceſter, and a Head 
Of gallant Warriors, noble Gentlemen. 
York, And ſo there is: But yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial Head of all the Land together: 
The Prince of Wa.es, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Veſimoreland, and Warlike Blunt; 
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men 
Of Eſtimation and command in Arms. 
Sir Mich. Doubt not, my Lord, they ſhall be well 
oppos'd. | 
York. I hope no leſs : Yet needful 'tis to fear. 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed, 
For if Lord Percy thrive not cer the King 
Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our Confederacy, 
And 'tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other Friends; and ſo farewell, Sir M:chell. 
[ Exeunt. 


+ rated firmly. 3 
I a rated Sinew, /o the firſt Edition, i. e. accounted 
a ſtrong Aid, | 
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SHREWSBURY. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, La John of Lan- 
| = of Weſtmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, and 
Falſtaff. | : 


K. Hen. F OW bloodily the Sun begins to peer 
| Above yon buſky Hill: The Day looks 
At his Diſtemperature. 5 (pale 
P. Hen. The Southern- wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, | 
And by his hollow Whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a bluſtring Day. 
K. Hen. 'Then with the Loſers let it Sympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that Win. | 
(The Trumpet ſounds. 


| Enter Worceſter. 
X. Hen. How now, my Lord of Wor'fter ? tis not 


| well, 

That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch Terms 

As now. we meet. You have deceiv'd our Truſts, 

And made us doff our eaſie Robes of Peace, 

To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What ſay you to't? will you again unknit 

This churliſn Knot of all-abhorred War, 

And move in that obedient Ord again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural Light; 

And be no more an exhal'd Meter, 

A prodigy of Fear, and a Portent | 

Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn times ? 
Mor. Hear me my Lie ge: | 

For mine own part, I could be well content 


To 
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To entertain the lag-end of my Life 
With quiet Hours: for I do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. 
K. Hen. You have not ſought it, Sir? how comes 
it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his Way, and he found it. 
P. Hen. Peace, Chevet, Peace. 
Mor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your Lochs 
Of Favour, from myſelf and all our Houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my Lord, 
We were the firſt and deareſt of your Fr iends: 
For you my Staff of Office did I break | 
In Richard's time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the Way, and Kiſs your Hand, 
When yet you were in Piaceand in Account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: 
It was myſelf, my Brother, and his "WE 
That brought you home, and boldly did out. dare 
The Dangers of the time. You ſwore to us, 
And you did ſware that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the State. 
Nor claim no further than your new fall'h right, 
The Seat of Guat, Dukedom of Lancafter, 
To this, we ſwear our Aid: But in ſhort Space 
It rain'd down Fortune ſhow'ring on your Head, 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our Help, what with the abient King, 
What with the Injuries of a wanton time, 
The ſeeming Suff rances that you had born 
And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky Ii Wars, 
That all in Zxg/and did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarm of fair Advantages 
You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the gen'ral Sway into your Hand ; 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter; 
And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 
As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow; did oppreſs our Neſt, 
Gre by our Feeding to io great a Bulk, 
That ev'n our Love durſt not come rear your Sight 


+ Chevet, fr. a Bolſter. 
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. I have a truant been to Chivalry, 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me tos. 
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For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble Wing, 
We were inforc'd for Safety's ſake: to fly 

Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head: 
VWhereby we. ſtand - oppoſed by ſach Means 


As you yourſelf have forg'd againſt yourſelf, 
By unkind Utage, dangerous Countenance, 
And violation of all Faith and Troth, 

_ Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 


K. Hen. Theſe Things indeed you have erticulated, 
Proclaim'd at Market Crofles, read in Churches, 
To face'the Garment of Rebellion 5 


With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the Eye 


Of fickle Changelings and poor Diſcontents ; 
Which :gape and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly-burly Innovation ? | 
And never yet did Inſurrection want 


Such Water colours, to impaint his Cauſe; 


Nor [moody Beggars, ſtarving: for a time 


Of Pell-mell Havock and Confuſien. 


P. Henry. In both our Armies, there is many, Scul 
Shall pay full deariy for this bold Encounter, - 
If once they join in Trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Harry Percy: By my Hopes, © 
(This preſent Enterprize fet off his Head) 

T do not think a braver Gentleman, 


More active, Va'iant, or more valiant Young, 


More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 


To grace this latter Age with noble deed, 
For my part, 1 may ſpeak it to my Shame, 


Vet this before my Father's Majeſty, 


I am content that he ſhall take the odds 


Of his great Name and Eftimation 


And will, to fave the Blood on either fide, 


Try Fortune with him, in a fingle Fight. 
K. Hen. And, Prince of Vales, ſo dare we venture 
thee, „ I 

Albeit, Conſiderations infinite | 
Po make agoinſt it: No. good, Wor ter, no, 
Me love our Peopie well; even thoſe we love 
| * ; Tha; 
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That are miſled upon your Couſin's Part: | 
And will they take the Offer of our Grace; 
Both he, and they, and you, yea; every Man 
Shall be my Friend again, and Fll be his. 
So tell your Couſin and return me Word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 5 
And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, | 
We will not now be troubled with Reply 3 ; 
We Offer fair, take it adviſedly. [Exit Worceſter, 

P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my Life. 
The Doweg/as and the Hot. pur both together 
Are confident againſt the World in Arm , 

K. Henry. Hence therefore, wins hype to his Charge. 
For on their Anſwer will we ſet on thems 
And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt, [Ex eunt. 
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Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 

Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battle, and be- 
ſtride me, ſos * ts a Point of Friendſhip. 

15 Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that 
Friendſhip: Say thy Prayers, and farewel. | 

Fal. I would-it were Bed-time. Hal. and all well. 

P. Himry, Why, thou ow'ſt Heav'n a Death. 

Fal. Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay im 
before his Day. What need I be fa forward with bim 
that calls not on ane? well, 'tis no Matter, Honour 
pricks me on. But how if Honour prick me off when 
come on? © how then? can Honour ſet to a Leg? 
no, or an Arm? no, or take away the Grief of a Wound? 
* no, Honour hath no Skill m Surgery then? no. What 
is Honour? a Word. What is that Word Honour? Afr; 
« a trim Reckoning, Who hath it? he that died a #79 

« ve/day, doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. Is 
it inſenſible then? yea, to the Dead. But wil it not live 
with the Living? no. Why? Detraction will not ſuf- 
* fer it, therefore I'll none of it. Honour is a meer 
* Scutcheon, and fo ends my Catechiſm, [Exeunt_ 


SCENES: a 
Enter Worceſter and Sir Richard Vernon. 
Nor. O no, my Nephew mult not know, Sir Rich ard, 
Te liberal Kind Offer of * 


Fer, 
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Ver. Twere beſt he did. 

Mor. Then we are a J undone. 
It is not poſſible, it canvot be, N | 
The King ſhould keep his Word in loving us; 

He will ſuſpe& us ſtill, and find a Tine 
To puniſh this Offence in other Faults : 
Suſpicion all our Lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 5 
Who ne'er fo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild Trick of his Anceſtors. Ty 
Look how we can, or Sad or Merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our Looks'; 
And we ſhall-feed like Oxen at a Stall, 
The better cheriſh'd, {till the nearer Death. 
My Nephew's Treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath tWexcuſe of Youth and Heat of Blood, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
A hair-brain'd Hot, pur, govern'd by a Spleen : 
All his Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Father's. We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta'en from us, 
We as the Spring of all, ſhall pay for all, 
Therefore, good Couſin, let not Harry kno'y 
In any Caſe, the Offer of the King. 
Vier. Deliver what you will, I'll fay 'tis ſo. 
Here comes your Coujin, 


| Enter Hot-ſpur and Dowglas. 
Hot. My Uncle is return'd : 
Deliver up my Lord of Weft mor land. 
Uncle, What News? 
Mor. The King will bid you battle preſently. 
Dow. Defy him by the Lord of Veſimorlanll. 
Hot. Lord Dowg/as, go you then and tell him fo. 
Diw. Marry I ſhall, and very willingly: [ Zait Dowglas. 
Wor, There is no ſeeming Mercy in the King. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 
Mor. I teld him gently of our Grievances, 
Of his Oath-breaking ; which he mended thus: 
By now forſwearing that he is foriworn, = 
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He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms this hateful Name in us. 
| Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms ; for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in Knig Henry's Teeth : 
And Weftmorland that was ingag'd did bear it, 

Which cannot chuſe but bring him qnickly on. 
Mor. The Prince of Vabes ſtept forth before the King, 
And, Nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle Fight. | 
Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath To-day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth, Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his Talking? ſeem'd it in Contempt? 
Vier. No by my Soul: I never in my Life 
Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 
Unleſs a Brother ſhouid a Brother, dare, 
To] gentle Exerciſe and Proof of Arms. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, | 
Trim'd up your Praiſes with a Princely Tongue, 
Spoke your Deſervings like a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his Praiſe: 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing * Cital ot himſelf, * Cital fol Taxatlan. 
And chid his Tyrant Yeuth with ſach a Grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double Spirit, : 
Of Teaching, and of Learning inſtantly. 
There did he pauſe; but let me tell the World, 
If he out live the Envy of this Day, HS 
England did never owe ſo iweet a Hope, 
So much miſconſtrued in his Wantonneſs, 
Hot. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his, Follies; never did I hear 
Of-any Prince ſo wild a Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere Night 
I will embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my Courteſy. 
Arm, arm, with Speed, and Fellows, Soldiers, Friends, 
8 Petter conſider what you have to do, 5 
225 Than I, that have not well the Gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion, h 
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SCENE V. 
Enter a Mefſenger. 

Meß. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the Time o Life is ſhort : 
*Fo ſpend that Shortneſs baſely were too long, 
'Tho' Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 
Still ending at th'Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave Death, when Princes die with as. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the Intent for bearing them is juſt. 

| nter another Meſſenger, 
Meß. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on a- pace. 

Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my Lale, 

For I profeſs not talking: only this, only this, 
Let each Man do his beit. And here draw I 
A Sword, whoſe Temper I intend to flain 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adventure of this perilous Day. 
Now Eſperance! Percy, and ſet on: | 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War; 
And by that Muſick let us all embrace : 
For (Heaven to Earth) ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond Time do ſuch a Courteſy, | : 
[They embrace, then exeunt. The Trumpets found. 


The King entreth with his Pow:r ; Alarm to the Battle. 
Then enter Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blunt? What is thy Name, that thus in Battle crof- 
ſeſt me? i 0 
What Honour dof} thou ſeek upon my Head? 
Daw. Know then, my Name is Douglas. 
And I do haunt thee in the Battle thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 
Blunt. 'T hey tell thee true. 
Dew. The Lord of Stafford dear To-day hatk bought 
Thy Likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, = 1 
2 # C4 


This Sword hath ended him, fo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my Priſoner. 
Blunt. I was no born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
| Lord Stafford's Death, 


Fight, Blunt 7s Hats: | Then enter Hot. ſpur. 


Hot. O Dowglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 


T never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 


Dow... All's done, all's won, here breatuleſs lies the 


King. 
Hot. Where? 
Dow. Here. 


Hot. This, Douglas ? No : I know this Face full 


well : 

A galant Knight he was, his Name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. 

Dow. Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither it goes, 
A borrow'd Title haſt thou bought too dear. | 
Why didſt thou tell me that thou wert a King? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats, 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats. 
I'll murther all his Wardrobe Piece * Piece, 

Until I meet the King. | 

Hot. Up and away, : 

Our Soldiers Rand full fairly for the Dy, 


J 
Alarm, enter Falſtaf ſolus. 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, I 


fear the Shot here: here's no Scoring, but upon the Pate. 
Soft, who art thou? Sir Halter Blunt? there's Honour 
for you; here's no Vanity: I amas not as moulten Lead, 
and as heavy too: Heav'n keep Lead out of me, I need 
no more weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my 
Bag omuffians where they are pepper'd ; there's not three 


of my Hundred and fifty left alive; and they are for the 


Town's End, to beg during Life. But who comes here 
1 Pr luce Henry. 


P. FM ; What, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? Lend me 
N EA 1 | "+ 
Many a Noble Man lies ſtarlæ and lik 
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Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, 
Whoſe Deaths are unreveng'd. Lend me thy Sword. 
Fal. O Hal, I priythee give me Leave to breathe a 
while, Tork Gregory never did fuch Deeds in Arms, 
as I have done this Day. I have paid Percy, I have 
made him ſure. EY 
P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee : 
IT pr'ythe: lend me thy Sword, 
Tal. Nay, Hal, it-Percy he alive, thou get'ſt not my 
Sword: but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe ? 
Fal. Ay Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a City, 
| De Prince draaus out a Bottle of Sack, 
P. Henry. What, is it a Time to jeſt and dally now ? 
; | | [Throavs it at him, and exit. 
Fal. If Perc be alive, I' pierce him; if he do come 
in my Way, ſo ; if he do not, if I come in his, willingly, 
Jet him make a Carbonade of me. I like not ſuch grin- 
ning Honqur as Sir Walter hath : Give me Live, which 
if I ean fave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook'd for, 
and there's an End.  AExit. 
S8 CEN E VII. 
Alarum, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord 
John / Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. 


K. Henry. I pr'ythee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou 
8 too much: Lord Vobn of Lancaster, go you with 
- kim. | | 
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed tos. 

P. Henry. I do befeech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Friends, 
K. Henry. 1 will do ſo: | | 
My Lord of 1/:/mor!/and, lead him to his Tent. | 
Ne. Come my Lord, I'Il lead you to your Tent. 
P. Henry. _ me, my Lord! 1 do not need your 
He xy 
And Heav'n forbid a ſhallow Scratch fhould drive 
The Prince of Valis from ſuch a Fie'd as this, 
Where fain'd Nobility lies trodden on, 
And Nebels Arms triumph in Maſſacres. 
Lan. We brea:he ton long; come Couſin VNeſtmorland, 
Ou Duty this Way Les, for Heaven's Sake come. 
| : * Henry. 
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P. Henry. By Heav'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter, - 
I did not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit: 
Before I lov'd thee as a Brother, John; 
But now, 1-do reſpe& thee as my Soul. 
K. Henry. I ſaw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, 
With luſtier Maintenance than J did look for 5 
Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior. 
P. Henry. Oh this Boy 
Lends Mettle to us all. [Exit. 
Manent Ring Henry. Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Another King? they grow like Hydra's Heads: 
I am the Dowglas fatal to all thoſe | 5 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'ſt the Perſon of a King ? : 
K. Henry. The King himſelf, who, Dowwglas, grieves 
75 at Heart Fn | 
So many of his Shadows thou haſt met, 
And not the very King, I have two Boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field; 
But ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 'Þ 
F will aflay thee : So defend thy elf. 6 © 
Doaw. I fear thou art another Counterfeit ; '$® 
And yet in Faith thou bear thee like a King: 
But Mine I'm ſure thou art, who e'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. | 
[They feht: the King being in Danger, 
Enter Prince Henry. | 
P. Henry. Hold up thy Head, vile Scoz, or thou art like 
Never to hoid it up again: The Spirits 
Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms: 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. | 
I ey fight, Dowglas fheth. 
Chearly, my Lerd; how fares your Grace? 
Sir Nicholas Gaauſay hath for Succour ſent, 
And fo hath C/ftor: I'll to Cliſton ſtrait. 
EK. Henry. Stay, and breathe a While. 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt Opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſ ſome tender of my Life, 
In this fair Refcue thou haſt brought to me. | 
P. Henry. O Heav'n, they did me too much Injury, 
That ever ſaid I hearken'd for your Death. 
es, | If 
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If it were ſo, I might have let alone 


Th'inſulting Hand of Dowglas over you, 


Which would have been as ſpeedy in your End. 
And all the pois'nous Potions in the-World, 


And ſav'd the treach'rous Labour of your Son. 


K. Henry, Make up to ATE oh to Sir Nicholas 
. Gaw/ey. [Exit 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Hot- ſpur. 

Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

P. Henry. Thou ſpeak as if I would deny my Name. 

Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 

P. Henry. Then I ſee 
A very valiant Rebel of that Name. i 
I am the Prince of Vales; and think not, bro. 
To ſhare with me in Glory any more: 
Two Stars keep not their Motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 


Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 


Hot. Nor ſhall it, Hari, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heaven. 
Thy name in Arms were now as great as mme. 

P. Hen. I'il make it greater e er I part from thee ; 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creſt 


| Tl crop, to make a Garland for thy Head. 


Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities [Fight 
Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Well ſaid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you ſhall find 
no Boys play here, I can tell you. 8 
Enter Dow glas, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down. 

a4 i be were dead. The Prince kills Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my Vouth: 


I better brook. the loſs of. brittle Life, 


Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me; 

They. wound my Thoughts worſe than my Sword my 
Fleſh: 

But Thoughts the Slave of Life, and Life time's Fool: 

And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the World, | 

Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 


But that the Earthy and cold hand of 8 


Lies 
0 
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Lies on my Tongue : No, Percy, thou art Duſt, 

And Food for i | Dies. 
P. Hen, Worms, brave Perry, Fare thee well! 

T1l-weav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 

A Kingdom for it was to ſmall a Bound: 

But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is room enough! This Earth that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive fo ſtout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert ſenſible of that Courteſy, 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal, 

But let thy Favours hide thy mangled Face, 

And ev'n in thyBehalf, I'll thank myſelf 

For doing theſe fair rites of Tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy Praiſe with thee to Heav'n, 

Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the Grave, 

But not remember'd in thy Epitaph. | He ſees Falſtaff, 

_ What! Old Acquaintance ! Could not all this Fleſh 

Keep in a little Life? Poor Jack, farewel. | 

I could have better ſpar'd a better Man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to day, 

Tho' many a dearer in this bloody Fray: 

Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 

Till then, in Blood by noble Percy lie, (Exit. 


SCENE Þ 
1 Falſtaff ri/er. 
Fal. Imbowell'd! If thou Imbowel me To- day, I'll 


give you leave to Powder me, and Eat me To-morrow * 
Sblood, twas time to Counterfeit, or that hot Termagant 
Scat had paid me Scot and Lot too. Counterfeit ? I lye, 
I am no Counterfeit ; to die, is to be a Counterfeit, for he 
is but the Counterfeit of a Man, who hath not the Life 
of a Man: But to counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby 
liveth, is to be no Counterfeit, but the true and perfect 
Image of Lite indeed. The better part, of Valour is 
Diſcretion, in the which better part, I have ſaved my 
Life. I am afraid of this Gun-powder Percy, tho' -- 
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be dead, How it he ſhould' Counterfeit too, and riſe? 1 
am afraid he would prove the better Counterfeit ; there- 
fore I'll make him ſure; yea, and I'll ſwear I kill'd 
him: Why may not he riſe as well as I ? Nothing con- 
futes me but Eyes, and no Body ſees me. Therefore, 
Sirrah, with a new Wound in your Thigh come you 
along with me. (Takes Hot - ſpur on bis Back. 


SCE N E XI. 
Enter Prince Henry, and John of Lancaſter. 
P. Hen. Come Brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
me: ©, | . 
Thy maiden Sword: 1 85 
Lau. But ſoft, whom have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead, 
: Hen. I did, I ſaw him dead, | 
And breathleſs on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fancy plays upon our Eye-light? 
I pr'ythee ſpeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 
Without our Ears : Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double Man ; but 
if I am not'Fack Falftaf, then am I a Tack: There 
is Percy, if your Father will do me any Honour, ſo; 
if not, let him kill the next Percy himſelf, I look either 
to be Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you. ts 
P. Hen. Why, Percy I kilbd myſelf, and ſaw thee 
gead. cd 3 
Fal. Didſt thcu? Lord, Lord, how the World is 
en to lying! I grant you I was down, and out of 
| 8 and io was he; but we roſe both at an Inſtant, 
and faught a long Hour by Shrew:sbury Clock : If I 
may be Believed, b; if not, let them that ſhould re- 
ward Valour bear the Sin upon their own Heads. I'll 
take't on my Death, I gave him this Wound in the 
Thigh; If the Man were alive, and would deny it, 
J would make him eat a piece of my Sword. 
Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt Tale that e er I heard. 
P. Hen. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Biother John. 
Come, bring your Luggage nobly on you Back: 
For ray part, if a Lye may do. thee grace, 
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Tl gild it with the happieſt Terms I have. - 
(4 Retreat is ſounded. 
The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the Day is ours 
Come Brother, lets to th' higheſt of the Field, 
To ſee what Friends are living, who are dead. (Eæeunt. 
Fal. I'll follow as they ſay, for Reward. He that 
Rewards me, Heav'n Reward him, 1f T do grow great 
I'll grow , leſs; for Ill purge, and leave Sack, and 
live cleanly, as a noble Man ſhould do. 
; 5 8 LEæit. 


SCENE XII. 


The Trumpets. found: Enter King Henry, Prince gf 
Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmor- 
land, with Worceſter and Vernon Priſoners, 


K. Hen. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
Ill-ſpirited Wor'/er, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and Terms of Love to all ot you? 

And would'# thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſman's Truſt? 
Three Knights upon our Party flain To-day, 
A noble Earl, and many a Creature elſe, 
Had been alive this Hour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born 
Betwixt our Armies true Intelligence. 
War. What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
K. Hen, Bear Worceſter to Death, and Vernon too, 


Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 


| Ks  [Exeunt Worceſter and Vernon. 
How goes the Field? 3 * 

P. Henry. The gallant Scot, Lord Doæuglas, when he 

a- an. 8 
The Fortune of the Day quite turn'd from him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his Men 
Upon the Foot of Fear, fled. wich the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo bruis'd | 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent Thi 
: FS e 
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84 The firſ Part of, &c. 
The Dowglas is, and I beſeech your Grace 
I may diſpoſe of him. 5 
K. Henry. With all my Heart. 4 

P. Henry. Then Brother John of Lancaſter, to you 
This honourable Bounty ſhall belong: 5 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his Pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free - 
His Valour ſhewn upon our Creſts to-day, 


Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high Deeds, 


Ev'n in the Boſom of our Adverſaries. 
Lan. I thank your Grace for this high Courteſy, 
Which I ſhall give away immediately. 
K. Heary, 'Fhen this remains ; that we divide ou 
Power. | 


You Son Fohn, and my Coufin Veſtmorland, 


'Tow'rds York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt Speed, 

To meet Northumberland and Prelate Scroop, 

Who, as we hear, are buſily in Arms. 

Myſelf and my Son Harry will towards Wales, 

To fight with G/erdower and the Earl of Marche. 

Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his Sway, 

Meeting the check of ſuch another Day ; 

And ſince this Buſineſs ſo far fair is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. 
| [Exam 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE AKRome. 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate 
Enter Saturninus and his Followers at one Door, and 
Baſſianus and his Followers at the other, with Drum 
and Colours, | 8 , 
SATURNINUS. 
bble Patricians, Patrons of my Right, 
Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with Arm 


Find And. Countrymen and loving Followers, 
Pad my ſucceſſive Title with your 


Swords. 
= I was the firſt born Son of him that laſt 
Wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome: 4 


Then let my Father's Honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine Age with this Indigaity. 
Bafj. Romans, Friend, Followers. 

Favourers of my Right; 

If ever Baſfanus, Cz/ar's Son, 

Were gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 

Keep then this Paſſage to the Capitol; 

And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 

Th'Imperial Seat, to Virtue conſecrate, 


A 2 


„ 
2 3 25 
2 _ 


From weary Wars againſt the barbarous Goths, 


That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength; 


And her (to whom our Thoughts are humbled all) 


4 Tirvs Anpronicus. 


But let Deſert in pure Election ſhine ; 

And, Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus 20% with the Crown. 
Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by Factions and by Friends, 

Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery! 


Know that the People of Rome, for whom we ſtand 


A ſpecial Party, have by common Voice, 
In Election for the Roman Empery, 
Choſen Andronicus, Sur- named Pius, | 
For many good and great Deſerts to Rome, 
A nobler Man, a braver Warrior, | 
Lives not this Day within our City Walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 


That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes) | 
Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtrong, train'd up in Arms. 
Ten Years are ſpent fince firſt he undertook 

This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with Arms 

Our Enemies Pride. Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 

In Coffins from the Field. 

And now at laſt, laden with Honour's Spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in Arms. 

Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name, | 
Whom (worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 
And in th' Capitol and Senate's Right, 

Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 


Diſmiſs your Followers, and as Suitors ſhould 

Plead your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſs. 
Sat. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks, to calm my T houghts, 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, do I affie 

In thy Uprightneſs and Integrity : _ 

And ſo I Love and Honour thee and thine : 

Thy noble Brother Titus, and his Sons, 


— „ 


Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich Ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving Friends; 
And to my Fortunes, and the People's Favour, 
Commit my Cauſe in Balance to be weigh'd. 

|  [ Exe. Soldiers. 
| Cat. 


s, 
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Sat. Friends that have been thus forward in my Night 
T thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 
And to the Love and Favour of my Country, 


Commit my Self, my Perſon, and the Cauſe: 


Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in, 

. Baſ. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 

[ They go up into the Senate Huuſe, 
Enter a Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way: The good Audronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome's beſt Champion, 
Succeſsful in the Battles that he hghts, 

With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Eneinies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus : After them, two Men bearing a Coffin co- 
ver d with Black ; then Quintus and Lucius, After 
them Titus Andronicus ; and then {amora, the Deen 
of Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius aui 
Aaron the Moor, Prisoners, Soldiers, and other Atten- 
dants, They ſet down the Coffin, and Titus jpeaks. 


Tit. Hail, Rome, 
Victorious in thy mourning Weeds 
Loe, as the Bark that hath diſcharg'd her Freight, 
Returns with precious Lading to the Bay, 
From whence at firſt. ſhe weigh'd her Anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus with Laurel Boughs, 


To re- ſalute his Coun ry with his Tears; 


Tears of true Joy for his return to Rome. 
Thou great Detender of this Capitol, 


Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 5 
| Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 2 
Half of the Number that King Priam had, 


Benofd the poor Remains ailve and dead | 

Theſe that ſurvive, let Rome reward with Love 3 
Theſe that I bring unto their lateſt Home, 

With Burial among their Anceſtors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my Swan: 


Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why 


6 Trrus ANDRONICUS. 


Why ſuffer'it thou thy Sons unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful Shoar of Styx? 
Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 
; 7” (They open the Tomb, 
'Fhere greet in filence, as the dead are wont, 
And fleep in Peace, lain in your Country's Wars: 
O ſacred Receptacle of my Joys, | 
Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 
How many Sons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more? 
Luc. Give us the proudeit Priſoner of the Gozhs, 
That we may hew. his Limbs, and en a Pile, 
Ad manes Fratrum, Sacrifice his Fleſh, 
Before this Earthly Priſon of their Bones, 
That io the Shadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we difturb'd with Prodigies on Earth. 
Tit I give him you, the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Queen, | | 
Tam. Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victor icus 77:us. true the Tears I ſhed, 
A Mother's Tears in Paſſion for her Son : 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
O think my Sons to be as dear to me. 
Svfficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy Triumphs, and return 
Captive'to thee, and to thy Roman Yoak ? 
But muſt my Sons be flaughter'd in the Streets, 
For valiant doings in their Country's Cauſe ? 
O! If to fight for King and Common-weal, 
Where Piety in thine, it is in theſe: - 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy Tomb with Blood. 
Wilt thon draw near the Nature of the Gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful; 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true Badge, 
Thrice noble Titus, ſpare my firſt-born Son. 
Tit. Patient yourſelt, Madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are the Brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their Brethren ſlain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice; : 
To this your Son is mark't, and die he muſt, 
To appeaſe their groaning Shadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ſtrait. AY 
| n 


ad 
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And with our Swords upon a Pile of Wood, 
Let's hew his Limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 
[Fxeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus ard Lucius auith Alar. 
Tam. O crael irreligious Piety ! | 
Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous? 
Dem. Oppoſe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus go to reſt, and we ſurvive, 
To tremble under T:itus's threatning Looks, 
Then, Madam, ftand reſolv'd, but hope withal, - 
The ſelf-ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy, 
Wich opportnnity of ſharp Revenge 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May favour Zamora. the Queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths; and Tamora was Queen) 
'To quit her bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. 
Euter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 
Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbas' Limbs are lopt, | 
And Intrails ferd the ſacrificing Fire, 
Whole Smoke, like Inz2nſe, doth perfume the Sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tit. Let it be fo, and let Ardronicys 
Mike this his lateſt farewel to their Souls. 
Den ſound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Tomb. 


In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons, 


Rome's readieſt Champions, repoſe you here in reſt, 


S:cure f om worldly Chances and Miſtaps : 
Here lurks no Treaſon, here no Envy ſwells, 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no Storms, 
No Nowe, but Silence and eternal Sleep: 
In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons, 
ls Enter Lavinia, | | 
Law. In Peace and Honour live Lord Titus long, 
My noble Lord and Father, live in Fame: 
Lo at this Tomb my tributary Tears 
I render for my Brethrens Obſequies : 
And at thy Feet I kneel, with Tears of Joy, 
Shed on the Earth, for they return to Roe. 
O bleſs me here with thy victorious Hand, 
Whole Fortune Rome's beſt Citizens applaud, 
Tre. 


8 Trrus AxDRon1cus. 
Tit. Kind Nome, 1 5 

That haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd | 

The Cordial of mine Age, to gl:d mine Heart, 

Lavinia, live, out-live thy Father's Days ; 

And Fame's eternal Date for Virtues Praiſe. 
Mar, Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 

Gracious 'I'riumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 
Tit, Thanks, gentle Tribune, 

Nob'e Brother Marcus. a 5 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from ſucceſsful Wars, 

You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in Fame : 

Fair Lords, your Fortunes are alike in all, 

'That in your Country's Service drew your Swords, 

But fafer Triumph 1s this Funeral Pomp 

That hath aſpir'd to Solon's Happineſs, 

And triumphs our Chance in Honour's Bed. 

Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 

W thoſe Friend in Juſtice thou haſt ever been, 

Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 

This Parliament of white and ſpotleſs Hue, 

And name thee in Election for the Empire, 

With theſe our late deceaſed Emperor's Sons: 

Be Candidatus then, and put it on, 

And telp to ſet a Head on headleſs Rome. 

Tit. A better Head her glorious Body fits, 

Than his that ſhakes for Age and Feebleneſs: 

What ſhould 1 don this Robe, and trouble you? 

Be choſe with Proclamations te Day, 

To-morrow yield up Rule, reſign my Life, 

And ſet abroach the new Buſineſs for you all. 

. Pome, I have been thy Soldier forty Years, 

And led my Country's Strength ſucceſsfully, 

And buried one and twenty valiant Sons, | 

. Knighted-ia Field, ſlain manfully in Arms, 

In Right and Service of their noble Country: 

Give me a Staff of Honour for mine Age, 

But not a Scepter to controul the World. 

Upright he held it, Lords, that held it Jaft. 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, can'ſt thou tell; 
Tit. Patience, Prince Satur nini. | a ; 
7 af. 
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Sat. Romans, do me right. | 
Patricians draw your Swords, and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor: 
Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipt to Hell, 
Rather than rob me of che People's Hearts, | 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, Interrupter of the Good 
That noble minded Titus means to thee. | 
Tit. Content thee Prince, I will reſtore to thee 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themſelves, 
Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die: 
My Faction, if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friends, 
I will moſt thankful be; and Thanks to Men 
Of noble Minds is honourable Meed. 
Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 8 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his ſafe Return to Rome, 
The People will accept whom he admits. 5 
T7. Tribunes, I thank you, and this Suit I make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt Son, 
Lord Saturnine ; whoſe Virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weal : 
Then if you will ele& by my Advice, 
Crown him, and fay, long live our Emperor. 
Mar. With Voices and Applauſe of every Sort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create . 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor 
And fay, long live our Emperor Saturnine. . 
1 [A long Flouriſh till they come dow. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, 5 thy Favours done, 
To us in our Election this Day. 
I give the Thanks in part of thy Deſerts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy Gentleneſs : 
And for an Onſet, Titus, to advance | 
Thy Name, and honourable Family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empereſs, 


Rome's Royal Miſtreſs, Miſtreſs of my Heart. 


As | And 


N 


.o Tirus ANDRONICUS. 
And in the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſe: N 
Tell me Andronicus, doth this Motion pleaſe thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord, and in this Match, 

I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace: 
And here in Sight of Rome to Saturninus, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide World's Emperor, do I conſecrate 
My Sword, my Chariot, and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enſings humbled at thy Feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, Father of my Life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, 

Rame ſhall record, and when TI do forget | 
The leaſt of thefe urſpeakable Deſerts, 5 
Romans forget your Fealty to me. | 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you Priſoner to an Emperor, 
To him that for your Honour and your State 
Will uſe you nobly, and your Followers. , 

Sat. A goodly Lady, truſt me, of the Hue, [ToTamora. 
That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe a new: 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy Countenance, 
Though Chance of War hath wrought this Change of 
T hou com'ſt not to be make a Scorn in Rome: [Cheer, 
Princely ſhall be thy Uſage every Way. 

Reft on my Word, and let not Diſcontent 

Daunt all your Hopes: Madam, he comforts you 

Can make you greater than the Queen of G55. 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas d with this? 

- Lav. Not I, my Lord, fith true Nobility 

Warrant theſe Words in Princely Courteſy. _- 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia. Romany, let us go. 
Ranſomeleſs here we ſet our Priſoners free, 

Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Tramp and Drum. 

Baf. Lord Titus, by your Leave this Maid is mine. 

= [Seizing Lavinia. 
Tit. How, Sir? Are you in earneſt then, my Lord? 
Baf. Ay, noble Titus; and reſolv'd withal, 
To do my ſeif this Reaſon and this Right. 
De Emperor courts Tamora in dumb Shew, 
Mar. Suum cuique, is our Raman juſtice: 1 
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This Prince in Juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and ſhail, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's Guard? 

Treaſon, my Lord ; Lawinia 1s ſurpriz'd. 

Sgt. Surpriz'd! by whom? 
Baſ. By him that jultly may 
Bear his Betroth'd from all the World away. 
| [Exit Baſſianus with Lavinia 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword Þ'il keep this Door ſafe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My Lord, you paſs not here. 4 
Tit. What Villain, Boy, barr'ſt me my Way in Rome 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. - [He kills be * 
Luc. My Lord, you are unjuſt, and more than fo, 
In wronghl Quarrel you have ſlain your Son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine, 
My Sons would never ſo diſhonour me. 
T raiter, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his Wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd Love. 
Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy Stock ; - | 
Tj truſt by Leſuire him that mocks me once, 
'Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty Sons, 
Conefderates all, thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a Stale of 
But Saturniae? Full well, Andronicus, 
Agree theſe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That ſaid'ſt, I beg the Empire at thy Hands. 
Tit. O monſtrous! what reproachfuſ Words are thefe ? 
Sat. But go thy Ways, go give that changing Piece, 
To him that flouriſh'd for her with his Sword ; 
A valiant Son-in-Law thou ſhalt enjoy: 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Commonwealth of Rome. ; 

Tit. Theſe Words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths. 
That like the ſtately Pha: mongſt ber Nymphs, 

Doſt over-ſhine the ga'lint't Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden Cuoice, 

Behold I chuſe thee, Tamora, for my Bride, 


And 
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And will create thee Empereſs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of Giths, doſt thou applaud my Choice? 
And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, FO 
Sith Prieit and Holy-water are ſo near, 
And Tapers burn ſo bright, and every Thing 
Ir. re idineſs for Hyneneus ſtand, 
Iwill not rc-folute the Streets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, till from forth this Place 
lead eſpous d my Pride along with me. 
Tam. und here in ſight of Heaven to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She wil a Hand-maid be to his Defires, 
A loving Nurſe, a Mother to his Youth, 
Sat. Aſcend, fair Queen, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
_ Your noble Emperor, and his FO Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Pi ince Saturnine; 
Wnoſe Wiſdom hath her Fortune conquered, 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpoulal Rites. [Fxeunt. 
774. I am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhorour'd thus, and cballeng'd of Wrongs? = 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucios, Quintus, ard Marcus, 
Mar. O-Titus fee, O ſee what thou haſt done! 
In a bad Quarrel ſlain a virtuous Son. | 
4 >. No, fooliſh Tribune, no: No Son of mine, 
Nor chou, northeſe Confederates in the Deed, 
_ That hath dithonour'd all our Family, 
Unxerthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 
Luc. But let us give him Burial as becomes, 
Give Mutius Burial vith our Brethren. 
Tit. Traitors away, he reſts not in this Tomb; 
This Monument five hundred Years hath flood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re-edified : Z 
Here ncne but Soldiers, and Rome's Servitors, 
Repoſe in Fame: None baſely flain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here, 
Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 
My Nephew Mutiat's Deeds do plcad fer him, 
He uu. e baried wich his Brehtren 
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Fons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. _ 
Tit. And ſhail? What Villain was it ſpake that Word: 
| | _ - [Titus's Son ſpears, 
Quin. He that would vouch't in any Place but here. 
7. What, would you bury him in my Deſpight ? 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 
Te. Marcus, even thou haft firuck upon my Creft, 


And with theſe Boys mine Honour thou haſt wounded.” 


My Foes I do repute you every one, | 

So trouble me no more, but- get you gone. 

Luc. Me is not himſelf, let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not I, till Mutius Bones be buried. 


The Brother and the Sons Intel. 


Mar. Brother, for in 1 Name doth Nature yd 
Quin. Father, and in that Name doth Nature ſpeak. 
Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the Reſt will ſpeed, 
Mar. Renowned Titus, wore than half my Soul, 
Luc, Dear Father, Soul and Subſtance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother Marcus to inter 

His noble Nephew: here in Virtue's Neſt, 

That died in Honour and Lawinia's Cauſe. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous: - 

The Greeks upon Advice did bury 4jax 

That flew himſelf; And ev'n Laertes Son 

Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals : 

Let not young Mutizs then, that was thy Joy, 

Ze barr'd his Entrance here. | 
Tit, Riſe, Marcus, riſe | 

The diſmall'ſt Day is this that e'er I ſaw, - 

10 be diſhonour'd by my Sons in Rome: 5 


Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 55 


[They put him in the Tomb. 
Luc. There lie thy Bones, ſweet Mutius, with thy Friends, 
Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. _ 
| [Dey all kneel, and ay. 
No Man ſhed Tears for noble Mutizs ; ag 
He lives in Fame, that died in Virtue's Cauie, 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe ſudden Dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Tit. J know not, Marcus; but 1 know it is, 
e Whether 
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W hether by Device or no, the Heavens can tell: 

Is ſhe not then beholden to the Man, . 

That brought her for this high good Turn ſo far? 

Ves, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flouriſh. Enter ibe Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and 
Demetrius avith the Moor at one Door. At the other 
Door Baſſianus and Lavinia with others. | 
Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have plaid your Prize, 

God give you Joy, Sir, of your gallant Bride. | 
Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord, I ſay no more, 

Nor wiſh no leſs, and fo I take my Leave. 
Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 

Thou and thy Faction ſhall repent this Rape. | 

- Baſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ſeize my own, 

My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife ? 

But let the Laws of Rome determine all. 

Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Sat, Tis good, Sir, you are very ſhort with us, 

But if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you, | 
Baſ. My Lord. what I have done, as beſt I may, 

Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my Life, 

Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 

By all the Duties which I owe to Rome. 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus here, 

Is in Opinion and in Honour wrong'd, 

That in the Reſcue of Lavinia, 1 

With his own Hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 

In Zeal to you, and highly mov'd to Wrath, 

To be controul'd in that he frankly gave 

Receive him then to Favour, Saturnine, 

That hath expreſt himſelf in all his Deeds, 

A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. | 
Tit. Prince Baſſianus, Leave to plead my Deeds, 

Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſnonour'd me: 

Rome and the righteous Heav'ns be my Judge, 

How have I lov'd and hononr'd Saturnine. 
Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in thoſe Princely Eyes of thine, 

Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently, for all; 
And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paſt. 

Sat. What, Madam, be dithonoured openly, 

And baſely put it up without Revenge ? 


Tam. 


Tirus ANDRONICUS. Ic 


Jam. Not ſo, my Lord; the Gods of Rome fore fend, 
I ſhould be Author to diſhonour you, 
But, on mine Horour dare I undertake, 
For good Lord Titus Innocence in all; 
Whoſe Fury not diffembled ſpeaks his Griefs : 
Then at my Suit look graciouſly on him, 
| Loſe not ſo noble a Friend on vain Suppoſe, | 
Nor with ſow'r Looks afflit his gentle Heart, —= 
My Lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft, [ Afde, 
Diſſemble all your Griefs and Diſcontents, | 
Vou are but newly planted in your Throne 
Leſt then the People and Patricians too, 
Upon a juſt Survey take Titus Part, 
And fo ſupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous Sin. 
Yield at Intreats, and then let me alone; 
Pl: find a Day to maſſacre them all, 
And raſe their Faction, and their Family, 
The cruel Father, and his traiterous Sons, 
To whom I ſued for my dear Son's Life: : 
And make them know what tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in Vain 
Come, come, ſweet Emperor. come And/onicu—_— 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in 'Fempeſt of thy angry Frown. 
Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe, | 
My Empreſs hath prevaild, 
Tit. I thank your Majeſty, and her, my Lord, 
Theſe Words, theſe Looks, infuſe new Lite in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Noman now adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperor for his Good. 
This Day all Quarrels die, Andronicus 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Baſſanus. I have paſt 
My Word and Promiſe to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, Lords; and you, Lawima, 
By my Advice, all kumbled on your Knees, 
You jhall aſk Pardon of his Majeſty. p 
| uc. 
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And vow to Heaven, and to his Highneſs. 
That what we did, was mildly, as me might, 
Tendring our Siſter's Honour and our.own. 
Mar. 'That on mine Honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no mere. 
Tam. Nay, , | 
Sweet Emperor we muſt all be Friends. 
The Tribune and his Nephew kneel for Grace, 
I will not be denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, For thy Sake and thy Brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's Intreats, 
I do remit theſe young Men's heinous Faults. | 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you left me like a Churl, 
I found a Friend, and ſure as Death I ſwore, | 
J would not part a Batchelor from the Prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperor's Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my Gueit, Lavinia, and your Friends; 


” 


This Day ſhall be a Love Day, Tamora. 


Tit. To Morrow, and it pleaſe your Majeſty, 


To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 3 


With Horn and Hound, we'll give your Grace Bon, jour. 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and Gramercy. too. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Rome. 


Enter Aaron alone. 
OW climbeth Tamora Olympus Top, 
Safe out of Fortune's Shet, and ſits aloft; 

Secure of Thunder's Crack, or Lightning Flaſh, 

Advanc'd above pale Envy's threatning Reach ; 

As when the golden Sun ſalutes the Morn, 


Aaron. 


And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 


Gallops the Zodiack in his gliſtring Coach, 
And over looks the higheſt peering Hills: 
So Tamora. e 4 
Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait, 
And Virtue ſtoops and trembles at her Frown. 
Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial Mui reis, FIR 
in 
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And mount her Pitch, whom thou in Triumph long. 
Haſt Priſoner held, fetter d in amorous Chains, 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty d to Caucafur. 
Away with ſlaviſn Weeds, and idle Thoughts, 
I will be bright, and ſhine in Pearl and Gold, : 
To wait u 125 this new made Empereſs, -} 
To wait, faid I? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 6 
And ſee his Shipwrack, and his Common-weal's. ? 
Holla, what Storm 1s this? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wit, thy Wit wants Edge 
And Manners, to intrude where I am grac'd, | 
And may, for ought thou know'ſt, affected be. 

Cz. Demetrius, thou doſt oyer-ween in all, 
And io in this, to bear me down with Braves: 
? [is not the Difference of a Year or two | 
Makes me leſs gracious,. or thee more fortunate ; 
I am as able and as fit as thou, 
To ſerve, and do deſerve my Miſtreſs's — 
And that my Sword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my Paſſion for Lawinia's Love. 
Aar. Clubs, Clubs, theſe Loveis will not keep the Peace. 
Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis'd) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your Side, 
Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your Friends? 
Go to; have your Lath glued within your Skeath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 
Chi. Mean while Sir, with the little Skill I — | 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. I! 
Dem. Ay Boy, grow ye ſo brave? [De Draau. 1 
Aar. Why now, Lords? 
So near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a Quarrel openly ? i 
Full well I wot the Ground of all this Grudge. 
I would not for a Million of Gold, | 
The Cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns. | 
Nor would your noble Mother, for much more, 


$ 


Ooty 
— 


Be ſo diſnououred in the Court of Rome. 


Fot Shame put up. 5 | 
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Dem. Not I, till 'T have ſheath' d 
My Rapier in his Boſom, and withal IE 
Thruſt theſe reproachful Speeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my Diſnonour here. 

Chi. For that Tam rde and full reſolv'd, 


Foul ſpoken Coward ! Thou thunderſt with thy Tongue, 


And with thy Weapon nothing dar ſt perform, 
Aar. Away, 1 Ty. 


Now by the Gods hae warlike Goths adore, 


This petty Brabb'e will undo us all; 
Why Lords and think you not how dangerous 


It is to ſet upon a Prince's Right! 


What is Lavinia then become fo looſe, 

Or Baſfanus ſo degenerate, 

That for her Love ſuch Quarrels may be broacht, 

Without Controulment, Juſtice or Revenge? 

Young Lords, beware and ſhould the Empreſs: „ 

This Diſcord's Ground, the Muſick would not pleaſe. 
Chi. I care not, I, knew ſhe and all the World. 


I love Lavinia more than all the World. 


Dem. Voungling. 


Learn thou to make ſome better Choice, 


Lavinia is thine elder Brother's Hope. 

Aar. Why are ye mad! Or know ye not in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. : 
And cannot brook Competitors in Love? 
I tell you Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this Device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thouſand Deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love? 

Aur. To atchieve her how ! 

Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it ſo ſtrange? 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
She 15 a Woman, therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. 
What Man, mere Water glideth by the Mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eaſy it is 
Of a cut Loaf to ſteal a Shive we know: 
Tho' Baſſianus be the Emperor's Brother, 
Petter than he have yet worn Vulcan's Badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 

Dem. Ihen why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to | 
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Wich Words, fair Looks, and Liberality ? 


What haſt thou not full often ſtruck a Doe, 
And born hericleanly by the Keeper's Noſe? | 
Aar. Why then it ſeems ſome certain Snateh or iQ 


Would ſerve your Turns. 


Chi. Ay, ſo the Turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado: 
Why, hark ye, hark ye and are you ſuch F 


U - 


| To ſquare for this? Would itoffend you then? 


Chi. Faith, not me. | 
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 2 
Aar. For ſhame be Friends, and join for that you Jar, 
Tis Policy and Stratagem muſt do 
That you affect, and ſo muſt you reſolve, 


That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 


You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſinnus's Love; 

A ſpeedier Courſe than lingring Languiſnment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the Path. 
My Lords, a ſolemn Hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop : 

The Foreſt Walks are wide and ſpacious, 


And many unfrequented Plots there are, 


Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, | 
And ſtrike her home by Force, if not by Words: 
'This Way, or not at all, ftand you in Hope. 
Come, come, our Empreſs with her ſacred Wit 

To Villany and Vengeance conſecrate, 

We will acquaint with all thatwe intend, 

And ſhe ſhail file our Engines with Advice, 

That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 

But to your Wiſhes Heighth advance you both, 

The Emperor's Court is like the Houie of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: | 
The Woods are ruthleſs, dreadful. deaf and dull: 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, bfave Boys, and take your Turns. 
There ſerve your Luſts, ſhadow'd from Heaven's Eye, 


And revel in Lavinia's Treaſury. 6. 
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Chi. Thy Counſel, Lad, ſmells of no Cowardice. 
Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till J find the Streams 


To cool this Heat; a Charm to calm their Fits, 


Per Styga, per Manes uebor. | kane. 
SCENE IL A Foreſt. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making @ 
Noife with Hiunds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tir. The Hunt is up, the Morn is bright and grey, 


The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 


Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 


-And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 


And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter's Peal, 

That all the Court may eccho with the Noiſe. 

Sons, let it be your Charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the Emperor's Perſon carefully: 

J have been troubled in my nag Merge Night, 

Bit dawning Day new Comfort hath inſpir'd. 5 
Wind Horns. Here a Cry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a 


Pal: Then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, La- 


vinia, Chiron, Demetrius, and their Attendants. 
Tit, Many good Morrows to your Majeſty, 
Madam, to you as many-and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace a Hunter's Peal. 
Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies, 
Baſ. Lavinia, How ſay you? 
Lad. I fay, no: | 
J have been awake two Hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then, Horſe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our Sport: Madam, now you ſhall ſee 
Our Roman Hunting. 85 
Mar. I have Dogs, my Lord, | 
Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 


And climb the higheſt Promontory Top. 


Tit. And I have Horſe will follow, where the Game 
Makes way, and run like Swallows o'er the Plain. | 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horſe nor Hound, 


But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground. [ Exeunt. 


| Enter Aaron alone, | 
Aar. He that had Wit would think that I kad none, 


To bury ſo much Gold under a Tree, 8 
* * And 
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And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly, 
Know that this Gold muſt coin a Stratagem, 
Which cunningly affected, will beget 
A very excellent Piece of Villany; 
And ſo repoſe ſweet Gold for their Unreſt, 
That have their Alms out of the Empreſs Cheſt. 
Enter Tamora. 
Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou fad, 
When every Thing doth make a gleeful Boaſt? 
The Birds chaunt Melody on every Buſh, 
'The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 
The green Leaves quiver with the cooling Wind, 
And make a chequer'd Shadow on the Ground : 
Under their ſweet Shade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilſt the babling Eccho mokes the Hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd Horns, 
As if a double Hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down and make their replying Noiſe: N 
And after Conflict ſuch as was ſuppos cd 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy d, 
When with a happy Storm they were ſurpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a Counſel-keeping Cave, 
We may each wreathed in the other's Arms, 
(Our-Paſtimes done) poſſeſs a golden Slumber, 
Whilſt Hounds and Horns, and ſweet melodious Birds 
Be unto us, as is a Nurſe's Seng | 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe aſleep. 
Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your Deſires, 
Saturn is Dominator over mine. 
What ſignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 
My Silence, and my cloudy Melancholy, 
My Fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurle, 
Even as an Adder when ſhe doth unrowl ' 
To do ſome fatal Execution? 5 
No, Madam, theſe are no venereal Signs. 
Vengeance is in my Heart, Death in my Hand. 
Blood and Revenge are hammering in my Head. 
Hark, Tamora, the Empreſs of my Soul, 
Which never hopes more Heaven than reſts in thee, 
This is the Day of Doom for Baſtanus; 
His Philomel muſt Joſe her Tongue to Day, * 
| | Thy 


3 
1 N N * 


22 Titus Ax p RON Tus. 


* Sy. 7 FF 
mn , GENE” 
* od; ak - 


Thy Sons make Pillage of her.Chaſtity, _ 42 
And waſh their Hands in Baſſianus s Blood. 
gSeeſt thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal plotted Serowl; 
Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied, 
Here comes a Parcel of our hopeful Booty, 
Which dreads not yet their Lives Deſt ruction. 
Enter Baſſianus aud Lavinia. 
Jam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than Life. 
Aar. No more, great Empreſs, Baſſtanus comes? 
Be croſs with him, and III go fetch thy Sens 
To back thy Quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. [ Exit. 
Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's Royal Em pereſs 
VUnfurniſn'd of her well-beſeeming Troops? k 
Or is it D:an habited like her, 9; 
— Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To ſee the general Hunting in this Foreſt ? * 
Tam. Sawey Controller of our private Steps: 
Had I the Power that ſome ſay Diarhad, 
Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently © 
With Horns, as was Ackeon's, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed Limbs, 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art. | 
Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Empereſs, 
*Tis thought you have a goodly Gift in Herning, 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try Experiments. 6 
Fove ſhield your Huſband from his Hounds to Day, 
Tis pity they ſhould take him for a Stag. 
Baſ. Believe me, Queen, your . Cymmerian 
Doth make your Honour of his Body's hue, 
Spotted, deteſted and abominable, | 
Why. are you ſequeſtred from all your Train! 
Diſmounted from-your ſnow white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obſcure Pot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul Deſire had not conducted you? | 
Lav. And being interrupted in your Sport, 
Great Reaſon that my Noble. Lord be rated 
For Saucineſs; I pray you let us hence, 
And let her joy her Raven coloured Love, 
This Valley fits the Purpoſe paſſing well. 
Bay. 
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Baſ The King my Brother ſhall have notice of this- 


Lav. Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long. 


Good King, to be ſo mightily abuſed.  _ 
Tam. Why, have I Patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem. How now, dear Sovereign and our gracious Mo- 
Why does your Highneſs look ſo pale and wan? (ther, 
Tam. Have I not reaſon think you to look pale? 

Theſe two have tic'd me hither to this Place, 
A barren and deteſted Vale you ſee it is. 
The Trees, tho' Summer, yet forlon and lean, 
O'ercome with Moſs, and balefal Miſſelto 

Here never ſhines the Sun, here nothing breeds 

Unleſs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 

And when they ſhewed me this abhorred Pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the Night, 

A thouſand Fiends, a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling 'Toads, as many Urchins, 
Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed Cries, 

As any mortal Body hearing it, 

Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh Tale, 

But ſtreight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the Body of a diſmal Yew, | | 
And leave me to this miſerable Death. 

And then they call'd me foul Adultereſs, 
Laſcivious. Goth, and all the bittereſt Terms 
That ever Ears did hear to ſuch Effect, 

And had you not by wonderous Fortune come, 

This Vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revenge it, as you love your Mother's Life, 

Or be ye not henceforth. call'd my Children. 

Dem. This is a witneſsthat I am thy Son. (Stabs Baſ. 
Chi. And this for me, ſtruck home to ſhew my Strength. 
Law. I come, Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora, 

For no Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 

Tam. Give me thy Ponaird; you ſhallknow, my Poys, 
Your Mother's Hand ſhall right your Mother's wrong. 
Dem, Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her, 
Friſt, thraſh the Corn, then after burn the Straw : 
This Minion ſtood upon her Chaſtity, - 
Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, =” 
: | 3 
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And with that painted Hope ſhe braves your Mighti. 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her Grave? (tine; 
Chi. And if ſhe do, I would I were an Eunuch. 

Drag hence her Husband to ſome ſecret Hole, 

. And make his dead Trunk Pillow to our Luft. 

* Tam, But when you have the Honey you deſire, 

Loet not this Waſp out - live us both to ſting. 

Chi. I warrant you, Madam, we will make that ſure, 

Come Miſtreſs, now per force we will enjoy 

That nice-preſerved Honeſty of yours 
Law. O Tamora, thou bear'ſt a Woman's Face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak, away with her. 
Law. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a Word--- 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your Glory 

To ſee her Tears; but be your Heart to them, 

As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain. | 
Law. When did the Tyger's young ones teach the Dam? 

O do not learn her Wrath, ſhe taught it thee, 

The Milk thou ſuckd'ſt from her did turn to Marble; 

Even at thy Teat thou hadſt thy Tyranny : 

Vet every Mother breeds not Sons alike, 

Do thou intreat her, ſhew a Woman Pity. (lard? 


Chi. What! Would'ſ thou have me prove myſelf a Ba- 


Law. Tis true, the Raven doth net hatch a Lark: 
Yet have I heard, O could I find it now, © 
The Lion, mov'd with Pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws par'd all away. 

Some ſay, that Ravens foſter forlorn Children, 
The whilſt their ewn Birds famiſh in their Neſts: 
Oh be to me, tho? the hard Heart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind but ſomething pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means; away with her, 
Law. Oh let me teach thee for my Father's ſake, 
That gave thee Life, when well he might have ſlain 

thee. : 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 
Tam. Hadſt thou in Perſon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his ſake am I now pitileſs : | 
Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth Tears in vain, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice ; | 
But fierce Audronicus would not relent ; 


” 
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Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will, 
The worle to her, the better lov'd of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, 
Be call'd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kill me in this Place; 
For tis not Life that I have begg'd ſo long; 
Poor L was ſlain when Baſſianus dy'd. 
Tam. What begg'ſt thou then ?. 'F ond Woman, let me 


20. 
Lav. * Vis preſent Death I beg, and one Thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell: 


O keep me from their worſe than killing Luſt, 


And tumble me into ſome loathſom Pit, 
Where never Man's Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a charitable Murderer. 
Tam. So ſhould I rob my ſweet Sons of their F ee, 


No, let them ſatisfy their Luſt on thee. 


Dem. Away, 
For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Lav. No Grace? 
No Woman- hood? Ah beaſtly Creature, 
The Bot and Enemy of our general Name; 
Confuſion all 
Ci. Nay, then I'll ſtop your Mouth 
Bring thou her Husband: [Dragging off Lavinia 
This is the Hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Eceunt 
Tam. Farewel, my Sons, ſee that ye make her ſure, 
Ne'er let my Heart know merry Cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away: 
Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, | 
And let my ſpleenful Sons this Trull deflour. [Zæit. 
Enter Aaron, t Quintus and. Marcus. 
Aar. Come on, my Lords, the better Foot before; 
Strait will 1 bring you to the loathſom Pit, 
Where I eſpied the Panther faſt aſleep. | 
2uin, Ny Sight is very dull, what e'er it bodes. 
Har. And mine, I pi omiſe you; were it not for 
Sh. me, 
Well could 1 cave our Sport to ſleep a while. 
| {Marcus falls into the Pit. 
Quin. What, art thou fa'len ? 
Wea: ſubtle Hole is this, 
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Whoſe Mouth is cover'd with rude growing Briars? 
Upon whoſe Leaves are Drops of new-ſhed Blood, 
As freſh as morning Dew diſtill'd on F lowers? 


A very 


Speak, 
Mar. 
With t 


fatal Place it ſeems to me: 

Brother, haſt thou hurt thee with thy Fall r 
O Brother, 

he diſmal'ſt Object 


That ever Eye, with Sight, made Heart lament. 
Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 

That he thereby may have a likely Gueſs, 

How theſe were they that made away his Brother. 


Mar. Why doſt thou not comfort me and help me out, 


[Exit Aaron. 


From this unhallow'd and b. ood - ſtain'd Hole? 
Quin. I am ſurpriz d with an uncouth Fear; 
A killing Sweat o'er-runs my trembling Joints; 
My Heart ſuſpects more than mine Eye can ſee. 
Mar. To prove thou haſt a true divining Heart, 
Aaron and thou, look down into the Den, | 
And ſee a fearful Sight of Blood and Death. 
uin. Aaron is gone, | 
And my compaſſionate Heart 
Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 
The Thing whereat it trembies by Surmiſe: 
O tell me how it is, for ne'er 'till now, 
Was I a Child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baſfanus lies embrewed here, 
All on a Heap, like to the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 
In this deteſted, dark, bl!ood-drinking Pit. 


in. If it be dark, how do'{t IS know tis he? 


u 
Mer. Upon has bloody Finger he doth wear 
A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper in tome Monument, | 
Doth ſhine upon the dead Man's earthly Cheeks, 
And ſhews the ragged Intrails of the Pit. 
So pale did ſhine the Moon on Pyramys. 
When he by Night lay bath'd in Maiden blood. 
O Brother help me, with thy fainting * 
If Fear hath made thee faint, as me it hat 
Out of this fell devouring Receptacle, 
As hateful. as Coqtus miity Mouth. 


Quin. Reach me thy Hand, that I may help thee = 
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Or wanting Strength, to do thee ſo much Good, 
may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing Womb, 
Of. this deep Pit, poor Baſſiauus Grave: 
I have no Strength to pluck thee to the Brink. 
Mar, Nor I no Strength to climb without thy Help. 
Quin. Thy Hand once more, | will not loſe again, 
'Tjll thou art here aloft, or I below: 
Thou can'ſt not come to me, I come to thee. [ Both fall in. 
Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 
Sat. Along with me, I'll ſee what Hole is here, 
| And what he is that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didſt deſcend 
Into this gaping Hollow of the Earth ? 
Mar. The unhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky Hour, 
To find thy Brother Baſſianus dead. 
Sat. My Brother dead, I know thou doſt but jeſt, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the North- ſide of this pleaſant Chaſe, 
'Tis not an Hour ſince I left him there. 
Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 
| Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 
Tam. Where is my Lord, the King? 
Sat. Here Tamora, though griev' d with killing Grief. 
Tam. Where is thy Brother Baſſianus? 
Sat. Now to the Bottom doſt thou ſearch my Wound, 
Poor Ba//ianus here lies murthered, | 
Tan. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 
The Complot of this time'eſs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that M.in's Face can fold 
In p eaſing Smiles ſuch murderous Tranny. 
{She giveth Saturninus a Letter. 
Saturninus reads the Letter. 
Ard if we miſs to meet him handſomely, 
dweet Huntſman, Baſſianus, is wwe mean, 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the Grave for him, 
lou knowl aur Meaning, look for thy Reward 
dmong the Nettles at the Elder-tree : 
Which over -fhades the Mouth of that ſame Pit, 
„ere wwe decreed to bury Baſſianus; 
” Do this. and purchaſe us — lafling Friends. 
p 


Sat. 
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Sat. O Tamora, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder- tree: 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthered Baſſianus here. 
Aar, My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 
Sat. Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his Life : [7o Titus: 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Priſon, 
There let them bide until we have devis'd 
Some never heard-of torturing Pain for them. 
Tam. What, are they in this Pit? Oh wondrous Thing 
How eaſily Murder is diſcovered ? . 
_ Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble Knee, 
J beg this boon, with Tears not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell Fault of my accurſed Sons, 
Accurſed, if the Faults be prov'd in them 
Sat. If it be prov'd ? You ſee it is apparent. 
Who found this Letter, Tamora, was it you ? 
* Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. | 
Tit. I did, my Lord, yet let me be their Bail. 
For by my Father's reverend Tomb I vow - 
They ſhall be ready at your Highneſs Will, 
To anſwer their Suſpicion with their Lives. h 
Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them, ſee thou follow me : 
Some bring the murder'd Body, ſome the Murtherers. 
Let them not ſpeak a Word, the Guilt is plain, 
For by my Soul, were there worſe End than Death, 
That End upon them ſhould be executed. 
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the King. 
Fear not thy Sons, they ſhall do well enough. 


Tit. Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to talk with them, 
| E xeunt 


Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, her Hani 


cut a and her Tongue cut out, and rauiſb d. 
Dem. So now go tell, and if thy Tongue can ſpeak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy Tongue aud raviſh'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy Mind, bewray thy Meaning io, 
And, if thy Stumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 
Dem. See how with Signs*and Tokens ſhe can ſcov! 
Cbi. Go home, call for {weet Water, waſh thy Hands 
Dem. She hath no Tongue to call, nor Hands to wall 


And fo let's leave her to ker ſileyt Walks. oh 
| s 07/7) 
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That I may ſlumber in eternal Sleep. 
_ gentle Niece, what itern ungentle Hands 


As half thy Love! Why do'ſt not 
Alas, a crimſom River of warm Blood, 


As from a Conduit with their iſſuing Spouts, 


Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaſt, 


TiTus ANDRONICUS 29 


Chi, And 'twere my Cauſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 
Dem. If thou had'ſt Hands to help thee knit the Cord, 
; [ Exeunt. 
Wind Horns. Enter Marcus from Hunting, to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away ſo faſt? 
Couſin, a Word, where is your Husband ? | 
If IT do dream, would all my Wealth would wake me; 
If I do wake, ſome Planet ſtrike me down, | 


Tave lopp'd and hew'd thy Body bare 
Of her two Branches, thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 
Whoſe circling Shadows Kings have {ought to ſleep in, 
And might not gain ſo great a * 
peak to me? 


Like to a bubling Fountain ſtirr'd with Wind, 

Doth riſe and fall between thy roſy Lips, 

Coming and going with thy Hony Breath. 

But ſure ſome Tereus hath deflour'd thee, 

And left thou ſhould'ſ detect him, cut thy Tongus, 
Ah, no thou turn'ſt away thy Face for Same 

And notwithſtanding all this loſs of Blood, 


Yet do thy Cheeks look red as Titan's Face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Cloud. 
Shall I ſpeak for thee? Shall I ſay, tis fo? 


That I might rail at Him to eaſe my Mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ſtopt, 

Doth burn the Heart to Cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her Tongue, | 
And in a tedious Sampler ſewed her Mind, 9 
But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Jereus haſt thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off 

That could have better ſewed than Ph;lomel. 

O had the Monſter ſeen thoſe Lilly Hands 

Tremble like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken Strings delight to kiſs them, 

He would not then have touch'd them from his Life. 

Or had he heard the heav'nly Harmony, | 
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V hich that ſweet Tongue hath made; 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell a-ſleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's Feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For ſuch a Sight will blind a Father's Eye. 

One Hour's Storm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father's Eyes! 


Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 


Oh could our mourning eaſe thy Miſery. + [Exeun, 


D DO® DOE: eg: ere 
ACT . 
Enter the Fudges and Senators, acith Marcus and Quintus 
bound, paſſing on the Stage to the Place of Execution, 
and Titus going before, pleading. _ 
Tit EAR me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 
| For Pity of mine Age, whoſe Youth was ſpent 
In dangerous Wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept: 
For all my Blood in Rome's great Quarrel ſhed, 
For all the froſty Nights that I have watcht, 
And for theſe bitter Tears, which you now ſee 
Filling the aged Wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, TY 
Whole Souls are not corrupted, as tis thought: 
For two and twenty Sons I never wept, | 
Becauſe they died in Honour's lofty Bed. FE 
[Andronicus /ieth daun, and the Fugdes paſs h him, 
For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, in the Duſt I wrn 
My Heart's deep, Languor, and my Soul's fad Tear: : 
Let my Tears ſtanch the Earth's dry Appecite, 
My Sons ſweet Blood will make it ſhame and bluſh : 
O Earth! I will befriend thee more with Rain, [ Exe 
That ſhall diſtill from theſe two antient Ruins, 
Than youthfal April ſhail with all her Showers 
In Summer's Drought: I'll drop upon thee ſtill, 
In Winter with warm Tears I'il melt the Snow, 
And keep eternal Spring time on thy Face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear Son's Blood. 
Enter Lucius with his Savard drawn. 
Oh reverend Tribunes ! gentle aged Men ! 
Unbind my Sons, reverſe the Dom of Death, 


And 
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And let me ſay (that never wept before) 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 
Luc. Oh, noble Father, you lament in vain, 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, 
And you recount your Sorrows to a Stone. 
Pt. Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you. 
Luc. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you 3 | 
Tit. Why, 'tis no Vlattes, Man ; it they did hear, 


They would not mark me : Or if they did hear, 
They wovld ngt ply me. | 


Therefore F tell my Sorrows. bootleſs to the Stones, 
Who, tho' they cannot anſwer my Diſtreſs. 

Yet in ſome Sort they are better chan. the . 

For that they will not intercept iny! 

Wnen I do weep, they humb'y at my "Fee. 

Receive my Tears, and feem to weep with me; 

And were they but attired in grave Weeds, | 
Rome could afford no [tribune like to the:e. ; 


A Stone is as Zoit Wax, 


Tribunes more hard than Stones: 
A Stone is ſilent, and offendech not, | 
And Tribunes wich their Tongues doom Men to death. 
But wherefore ſtandeſt thou with thy Weapon drawn? 
Luc. Fo reicue my two Brothers from their Death, 
For which Attempt, the Judges have prongounc'd 
My everlating Doom of Banſhment. 
Tit 4 happy Man they have befriended thee : 
Why, ſodilh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Ryze is but a Wilderneſs of Ty; ers? 
Ty gers muſt prey, and Rome affords no Frey 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From theie Dovourers to be baniſhed ? 
But Who comes with our Brother Marcus heic? 
Enter Narcus and Lavinia. 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble Eyes to. weep, 
Or if not ſo, thy noble Heart to break: 
bring conſuming Sorrow to thine Age. 
Tit. Wi it conſume me? Let me iee it then. 
Mar. This was thy Daughter. 
Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Luc. Ah me, this Object ki!:'s me. 
B 4 
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Tit. Faint. hearted Boy, ariſe and look upon her; 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurſed Hand | 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy Father's Sight ? 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea? a 
Or brought a Faggot to bright burning Troy ? 
My Grief was at the heighth before thon cam'ſt, 
And now like Nas it diſdaineth Bounds: 

Give me a Sword, I'll chop off my Hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs'd this Woe, in feeding Life: 
In bootleſs Prayer have they been held up, 


And they have ſervy'd me to effectleſs Uſe. 


Now all the Service I require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other : 


_ *Tis well, Lawinia, that thou haſt no Hands, 


Now I behold thy lively Body ſo? 


= 


For Hands to Rome Service are but vain. | 
Luc. Speak, gentle Siſter, who hath martyr'd thee ? 
Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 

That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing Eloqence, 

Is torn from forth that wy hollow Cage, 

Where like a ſweet melodious Bird it ſung, 

Sweet various Notes inchanting every Ear. 

Tuc. Oh ſay thou for her, 

Who hath done this Deed ? 

Mar. O thus I found her ftraying in the Park, 

Seeking to hide herſelf, as doth the Deer 

That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring Wound. 

Tit. It was my Deer, and he that wounded her 

Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead: 

For now I ſtand, as one upen a Rock, 1 

Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea, | 

Who marks the waxing Tide grow Wave by Wave, 

Expecting ever when ſome envious Surge 

Will in his briniſh Bowels ſwallow him. 

This Way to Death my wretched Sons are gone: 

Here ſtands my other Son, a baniſh'd Man, 

And here my Brother weeping at my Woes. 

But that which gives my Soul the greateſt Spurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my 80 ul 

Had I but ſeen thy Picture in this Plight, 

It would have madded me. What ſhall I do, 


Thou 
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Thou haſt no Hands to wipe away the Tears, 
Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; 
Thy Husband he is dead, and for his Death 
Thy Brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 
Look Marcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 
When I did name her Brothers, then freſh Tears 
Stood on her Cheeks, as doth the & oney dew,. 
Upon a gather'd Lilly almolt wither'd, 
Mar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her 
Husband. 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knows him innocent. 
Tit, If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 
Becauſe the Law hath ta'en Revenge on them, 
No, no, they would not do ſo foul a Deed, 
Witneſs the Sorrow that their Siſter makes. 
Gentle Laviz/a, let me kiſs thy Lips. 
Or make ſome Signs how I may do thee Eaſe: 
Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountain, 
Looking all downwards to beho'd our Cheeks, 
How they are flain'd like Meadows yet not dry 
With miery Slime left on them by a Flood: 
And in the Fountain ſha'l we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh Taſte be taken from that Clearneſs, 
And made a Brine-pit with our bitter Tears ? 
Or ſhall we cut away our Hands like thine ? 
Or ſhall we bite our Tongues, and dumb Shows 
Paſs the remainder of our hateful Days? 
What ſhall we do? Let us that have our Tongues - 
Plot ſome Device of further Miſeries Ei 
To make us wendred at in Time to come. 

Tuc. Sweet Father, ceaſe your Tears, for at your Grief 
See how my wretched Siſter ſobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear Niece, good Titus dry thine Eyes. 

Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcas, Brother, well I wot, 
Thy Nepkin cannot drink a Tear of mine. 
For thou, poor Man, haſt drowa'd it with thine own. 

Luc. An, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy Cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark. I underitand her Signs, 
Had ſhe a Tongue to'{peak, now would ſhe ſay 
That to her Biother which I ſaid to thee. 

His Napkin with his true Tears all bewet, | 
Wy | ä . 
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Can do no Service on her ſorrowful Cheeks, 
Oh what a Sympathy of Woe is this! 
As far from Help as Limbo is from Bliſs. 
| Enter Aaron alone.. | 
Aar. Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor 
Sends thee this Word, that if thou love thy Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old. Titus, 
Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 
And ſend it to the King; he for the ſame 
Will ſend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 
And that ſhall be the Ranſom for their Fault. 
Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Aaron“ 
Did ever Raven ſing ſo like a Lark, | 
That gives ſweet Tydings of the Sun's Uprife > _ 
With all my Heart, I'll ſend. the Emperor my Hand. 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? 
Luc. Stay, Father, for that noble Hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down ſa many Enemies, 
Shall not be ſent; my Hand will ſerve the turn. 
My Youth can better ſpare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſave my Brothers Lives. 
Mar. Which of your Hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd ala# the bloo1y Battel-ax, 
Writing Deſtruction on the Enemies Caſtle ? 
Oh none of both but are of high deſert: 
My Hand hath been but idle, let it ſerve 
To ranſame my two Nephews from. their Death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy End. 3 
Aar. Nay, come agree, whoſe Hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. | 
Mar, My Hand ſhal! ge. 
Luc. By Heav'n. it ſha L not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither'd Herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking ap, and. therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet Father, If I ſhall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from Death. 
Mar. And for our Father's Sake, and Mother's Caze 
Now let me ſhew a Brother's Love to thee. D 
Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpace my Hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an Ax. 
Mar. But Iwill uſe the Ax. | [ Exeunt. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron I'll deceive them both; 


Lend. 
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Lend me thy Hand, and I will give thee min”, | 
Aar. If that be cal'd Deceit, I will be honeſt, 

Aud never whilſt Þ live deceive Men ſo; 


But I'll deceive y ou in another Sort, | 
And that you'll ſey &er hilf an H ur pals. [ Aide, 


[He cuts off Titus's Hand. 


Eater Lucius and Marcus again. 

Tit. Now ſtay your Strife; what ſha!Þ be, is diſpatcht: 
Good Aaron, give his Majeſty my Hand: 
Tell him, it was a Hand that waided him 
From thoufand Dangers, bid him bury it, 
More hath it merited : That let it have. 

As for my Sons, ſay, J account of them, 
As Jewels purchas'd at an eaſy Price. 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own. 
Aar. I go, Andronicus, and for thy Hand 
Look by and by\to have thy Sons with thee: | 
Their Heads I mean.-——— Oh, how this Villany [Aue. 
Doth fat me with the very Thovght of it. . 
Let Fools do good, and fair Men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul blak like his Face. [Exis. 
Tit. O hear! . | lift this one Hand up to Heav'n, 
And bow this ſeeble Ru.n to the Earti, 
It any Power pittes wretched Tears, | 
To that I call: What, wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then dear Heart, for Heav'n ſhall. hear our Prayers, 
Or with our Sighs we'll breath the Welkin dun, 
And ſtain the Sun with Fogs, as ſometime Clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting Boſoms. 
Mar. Oh Brother, ſpe#k with Poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theie two Extream: « | 
Tit. Is not my Sorrow deep, having ww Bottom? 
Ihen be my Paſſions bottoinleis with tnein. 
Mar. But yet let Reaſon govern thy Lament. 

Tit. If there were Realon tor the;e NIiſeries 
Then into Limits could J bind my Wees; | 
When Heav'n doth weep, doth not the Earth o'er-fHow * 
Jt the Winds rage. doth not the Sea Wax mad, 
Tiacating the Welik.n with his big iwoln Face? 

And wilt thou have a Reaſon lor ills Coll? 
Fam the Sea, hark how her Sigh du b ow ; 
She is the weeping Welkin, I tac Earth: 


* 


Then 


= 
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Then muſt my Sea be moved with her Sighs, 
Then muſt my Earth with her continual Tears 
Become a Leluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
But like a Drunkard muſt I vomit them; 
10 Then give me Leave, for Loſers will have Leave, 
| | To cafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. _ 
4 Euter à Meſſenger with two Heads and a Hand, 
| Mei. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd, 
For that good Hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor; 
Here are the Heads of thy two noble Sons, _ 
And here's thy Hand in icorn to thee ſent back ; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Reſolution mock - 
That Woe is me to think upon thy Woes, Po | 
More than Remembrance of my Father's Death. [Exzz. 
Mar. Now let hot tna cool in Siciſy, 
And be my Heart an ever-burning Hell ; 
Theſe Miſeries are more than may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth eaſe ſome Deal, 
But Sorrow flonted at is double Death. | 
Luc. Ah that this Sight ſhould make ſo deep a Wound, 
And yet deteſted Life not ſhrink thereat ; 
That ever Death ſhould let Life bear his Name, 
Where Life hath no more Intereſt but to breathe, 
Mar. Alas, poor Heart, that Kiſs is comfortleſs, 
As frozen Water to a ſtarved Snake, 
Tit. When will this fearful Slumber have an End ? 
Mar. Now farewel Flattery, die Andronicus, 
Thou doſt not ſlumber, fee thy two Sons Heads, 
I by watl:ke Hand, thy mang'ed Daughter here; 
i hy other baniſh'd Son with this dear Sight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a ſtony Image, cold and numb. 
Ah now no more will J controul my Griefs, 
Rend off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand 
SGunawing with thy Teeth, and be this diſmal! Sight 
The cioing up of our molt wretched Eyes; 
Now is a I line ſtorm, why art thou Kill ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha. | 5 . 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh ? It fits not with this Hour. 
Tit. Why have not another Tear to ſhed; 
Beſides ths Sorrow is an Enemy, © 


And 
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And would uſurp upon my watry Eyes, | 

And make 3 3 Tributary Tears, 

Then which way ſhall I find Revenges Cave? 

For theſe two Heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 

And threat me, I ſhall never come to Blils, 

Till all theſe Miſchiefs be return'd again, 

Even in their Throats that have committed them. 

Come let me ſee What Taſk I have to do 

| You heavy People circle me about, 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And ſwear unto my Soul to right your Wrongs. 

The Vow is made, come Brother take a Head, 

And in this Hand the other will I bear, 

Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in theſe Things; 

Bear thou my Hand, ſweet Wench, between thy. Teeth ; 

As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my Sight, 

Thou ait an Exile, and thou mult not ſtay. 

Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an Army there, 

And if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. [ Exeunt. 
| Manet Lucius, _ 
Luc. Farewel Audronicus, my noble Father, 

The wofulſt Man that ever liv'd in Rome; 

Farewel, proud Rome, till Lucius come again, 

He leaves his Pledges dearer than his Life; 

Farewel Lavinia, my noble Siſter, 

O would thou wert £5 thou to fore haſt been, 

But now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives 

But in Oblivion and hateful Grieſs; 

If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 

And make proud Saturninus and his Empre!s 

Beg at the Gates like Targuin and his Queen. 

Now will I to the Goths and raiſe a Power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnint, [ Exit Lucius. 


A Banquet. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, 
and the Boy. . 
Tit. So, ſo, now fit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much Strength in us, 
As will revenge thele bitter Woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that Sorrow-wreathen Knots | 
Thy Niece and I, poor Creatures, want our Hands = 
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And cannot paſſionate our ten fold Grief, 


With folded Arms. This poor right Hand of mine 
Is left to ty rannize upon my Breaſt, 
And when my Heart, all mad with Miſery, 
Beats in this hel low Priſon of my Fleſh, 
Then thus I thump it down. | | | 
Thou Map of Woe, that thus doſt taik in Signs, 
When thy pcor Heart beats with outrageous Beating, 
Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtill ; 
Wound it with de bing Girl, kill it with Groans ; 
Or get ſome little Knife between thy Teeth, 
And juſt againſt thy Heart make thou a Hole; 
That all the Tears that thy poor Eyes let fall 
May run into that Sink, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting Fool in Sea- ſalt Tears. 

Mar. Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent Hands upon her tender Life. 
Tit. How now! Has Sorrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, Marcus, no Man ſhould be mad but I; 
What violent Hands can ſhe lay on her Life? 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the Name of Hands, 
To bid Æneas tell the Tale twice o'er, 
How Troye - was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O handle not the Theam, no talk ef Hands, 
Leſt we remember {till that we have none, 
Fie, fie, how Frantickly I ſquare my Talk, 
As if we ſhould forget we had no Hands, 
If Marcus did not name the Word: of Hands? 
Come, let's fall to, and gentle Girl eat this, 
Here is no Drink: Hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays, 
I can interpret all her martyr'd Signs, 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other Drink but Tears, 
Brew'd with her Sorrows,” meſh'd*upgon her Cheeks. 
Speechleſs Complain'=—O I wil learn thy Thought. 
In thy dumb Action will I be as perfect 
As begging Hermits in their holy ee 
Thou ſhall no: ſigh, nor hold thy Stumps to Heav'n,. 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a Sign, 
But 1, of thele, will wreſt an Alphabet, 
And by. ſtill Practice, leain to know thy Meaning. 

Boy. Good Grandſire leave theſe bitter deep Laments ; 
Make my Aunt merry, wich ſome pleaſing Hate. 

| . Mar, 
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Mar. Alas the tender Boy, in Paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his Grandſire's Heavineſs. 
Tit. Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of Tears, 
And Tears will quickly melt thy Life away. 
| [Marcus ftrikes the Diſh with a Knife. 
What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy Kuife? 
Mar. At that that I have kil'd, my Lord, a Fly. 
t. Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill'ſt my Heart, 
Mine Eyes are cloy'd with View of Tyranny ; | 
A Deed of Death done on. the-Innocent | 
Becomes not Titus Brother? Get thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not for my Company. 5 
Mar. Alas my Lord, I have but kill'd a Fly. 
Tit. But ? ----- how if that Fly hath a Father and Mo- 
„ | 
How would he hang his ſtender-gilded Wing, 
And buz lamenting Doings in the Air? 
Poor harmleſs Fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing Melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou haſt kill'd him. | 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 3 
It was a black ill- favour'd Flye Ts 
Like to the Empreſs Moor, therefore I killdhim, 
„ 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haſt done a charitable Deed; 
Give me thy Knife, I will inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiion me. 
There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora : Ah Sirrah ? 
Vet think we are not brought ſo low, | 
But that between us, we can kill a Fly, 
That comes in Likeneſs of a. Cole-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas poor Man, Grief has fo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe Shadows for true Subſtances. . 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 
I'il to thy Cioſet, and go read with thee 
Sad Stories, chanced in the Times of od, 
Come, Boy, and go with me, thy Sight is young, | 
And thou hat read when mine begins t davie. 
| : | [ Exeant 
A 
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Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after him, and 
the Boy flies from her, *with his Bock under his Arm. 
Enter Titus and Marcus. 


Boy. ELP, Grandſir, help, my Aunt Bee 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good Uncle Marcus, fee how ſwift ſhe comes: 
Alas, ſweet Aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Kine 
7it. She loves thee, Boy, too well to do thee Harm. 
Bay. Ay, when my Father was in Rome ſhe did. 
Mar, What means my Niece Lavinia by theie Signs? 
Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, ſomewhat doth ſhe mean: 
See Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 
Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more Care 
Read to her-Sons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and Tulih's Oratory : 
Can'ſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe ply'd thee thus ? 
Boy. My Lord, I know. not I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome Fit or Frenzy do poſſeſs her : | 
For I have heard my Grandfir fay full oft 
Extremity of Grief would make Men. mad. 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through Sorrow, that made me to fear ; 
Although, my Ford, T know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my Mother did, 
And would not, but in Fury, fright my Youth, 
Which made me dewn to throw my Books, and fly 
Cauſeleſs perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Marcus go, 
Iwill moſt willingly attend Four Lady ſhip. 
| Mar. Lacius, I will. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia ? 8 what means this? 
Some Book there is that. the deſires to ee. 
Which is it, Girl, of theſe ? Open chem, Foy, 
But thou art deaper read and better ſkid, 
Come and make Choice of all my Library, 
And ſo beguile thy Sorrow, till the Heav'ns 
Reveal, the damn'd Contriver of Lys Deed : 


What 
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What Book ? 3 | 

Why lifts ſhe up her Arms in Sequence thus ? 

Mar. I think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Fact. Ay, more there was: | 
Or elſe to Heav'n ſhe heaves them, to revenge, 

Tie. Lucius, What Book is that ſhe toſſes ſo? 
Boy. Grandſir, tis Ovid iletamorfhofis, 

My Mother gave it me. | | 
Mar. For Love of her that's gone. | 

Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the Reſt. 

Tit, Soft! ſee how buſily ſhe turns the Leaves! 

Help her: What would ſhe find, Lavinia, ſhall I read? 

Thp.1s the tragick Tale of Philomel, en 

And treats of Tereus, Treaſon and his Rape; 

And Rape, I fear, was Root of thine Annoy. 
Mar. See, Brother, ſee, note how ſhe quotes the Leaves, 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet Girl, 

Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Philmela —_—_ 

Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy Woods? 


See, ſee; Ay, ſuch a Place there is, where we did hunt, 


(O had we never never hunted there) 
Pattern'd by that the Poet here deſcribes, 
By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 

Mar. O why ſhould Nature build ſo foul a Den, 
Unleſs the Gods delight in Tragedies? 

Tit. Give Signs, fweet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 
What Roman Ford it was durſt do the Deed; | 
Or flunk not Saturninè as Targuin erſt. 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrece Bed? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet Neice; Brother, ſit down by me, 
Apolle, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, I 
Inipire me, that I may this Treaſon find. 
My Lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 
He awrites his Name with his Staff, and guides it with 

£ his Feet and Mcuth, 

This ſandy Plot is plain; guide, if thou can'ſt, 
This after me, when I have writ my Name, 
Without the Help of any Hand at all. 
Curit be that Heart that forc'd us to this Shift! 
Write thou, good Neice, and here di'play at leaſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for Revenge ; 
Heav'n, guide thy Pen to print thy Sorrows a 
; That 
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That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth, 
Fhe takes the Staff in her Mouth, and guides it with 
her Stumps, and Writes. . 
Tit. Oh, do you read, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. | 
Mar. What, what ! The luſtful Sons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hateful bloody Deed ? 1 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 1 
Tam lentus audis ſcrlera] Tam lentus Vides 
Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle Lord; altho' I know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, 
To ſtir a Mutiny in the mildeſt Thoughts, 
And arm the Minds of Infants to Exclaims, 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 
And kneel, ſweet Boy, the Roman Hector't hope, 
And ſwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaſte diſnonou ed Dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ſwear for Lucrece Rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good Advice) 
Mortal Revenge upon theſe traiterous Goths, 
And ſee their Blood, or die with this Reproach, 
Tit. "Tis ſure enough, and you know how, 
But if you hurt theſe Bear-whelps, then beware, 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 
She's with the Lion deeply ſtill in League, 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her Back, 
And when he Sleeps will ſhe do what ſhe lift. 
You are a young Huntſman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a Leaf of Braſs, 5 
And with a Gad of Steel will write theſe Words, 
And lay it by; the angry Northern Wind 
Will blow theſe Sands like Syb:/s Leaves abread, 
And where's your Leſſon then? Boy, what ſay you! 
Bey. I ſay, my Lord, that if I were a Man, 
Their Mother's Bed chamber ſhould not be ſa'e, 
For theſe bad Bond- men to the Voak of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful Country done the like : 
Boy. And, Uncle, fo will I, and if I live. 
7:t Come, go with me into mine Armory, 
Lucius I'll fit thee, and withal, my Boy 
Shall car! y from me to the Empereſs Sons, 


Preſents 
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Preſents that I intend to ſend them both. | : 
Come, come, thou'lt do my Meſlage, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my Dagger in their Boſom Grandſire. 
"Tit, No, Boy, not fo, Il teach thee another Courſe, 
Lawinia, come ; Marcus, look to my Houle, 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court, „ 
Ay, marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. [ Exe. 
Mar. O Heav'ns, can you hear a good Man groan, 
And not relent, or not compaſſion him ? 
Marcus attend him in his Extaſie, 
That hath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
Than Foe mens Marks u this batter'd Shield, 
But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge, 
Revenge the Heavens for old Audronicus. [Exit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door: And 
at another Door young Lucius and another, with a 
Bundle of Weapons, and Verſes writ upon them. 
Chi. Demetrius, here's the Son of Lucius, 
He hath ſome Meſſage to deliver us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad Meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Bey. My Lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, 
J greet your Honours from Andronicus, 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what's the News? 
Boy. For Villains mark'd with Rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My Grandfire well advis'd hath ſent by me, | 
The goodlieſt Weapons of his Armory, 
To gratify your h: nourable Youth, 
The hope of Rome, for ſo bo — me fay : 
And iſo 1 do, and with his Gifts preſent _ 
Your Lordſhips, whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And ſo I leave you both, like bloody Villains. [Ex. 
Dem. What's here, a Scrole, and written round about? 
Let's ſee... | 
Integer wite ſeeleriſque punus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec 
Chi. O, tis a Verſe in Horace, | know it ae (arcu. 
I read it in the Grammer long ago. ; | 
Aar. Ay juſt, a Verſe in Horace right, you have it. 
Now what a thing it is to be an Aſs? 
Here's no ſound Jeſt, th'old Man hath found their Guilt, 
Aud ſends the Weapons wrapp'd about with _ 
| at 
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That wound, beyond their Feeling, to the Quick : 

But were our witty Empreſs well a Foot, 

She woald applaud Andronicus Conceit : 

But let her reſt, in her Unreſt a while. 

And now; young Lords, was't not a happy Star 

Let us to Rox? trangers, and more than ſo, 

Captives, to be advanc'd to this Height ? 

It did me good before the Palace Gate 

To brave the Tribune in his Brother's Hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a Lord 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us Gifts. 

Aar. Had he not Reaſon, Lord Demetrius? 

Did you not uſe his Daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would we hada thouſand Roman Dames 

At ſuch a Bay, by Turn to ſerve our Luſt. 

Ci. A charitable Wiſh, and full of Love. 

Far. Here lacks but your Mother for to ſay, Amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 

For our beloved Mother in her Pains. | 

Aar, Pray to the Devils, the Gods have given us over. 

[Flourrh. 

. Dem. Why do the Emperor's Trumpets flouriſh thus ? 
Chi. Belike for Joy the Emperor hath a Son. 

Dem. Soft, who comes here? 

Enter Nurfe with a Black- a- Moor- pila. 

Mur. Good morrow, Lords: 

O tell me. did you ſee Aaron the Moor ? 

Aar. Well, more or leſs, or ne'er a Whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone. 

Now help or woe betide thee evermore, | 
Aar. Why what a Caterwalling doſt thou keep 

What doſt hes wrap and fumble in thine Arms? 

Nur. O that which 1 would hide from Heav'n's Eye, 
Our Empreſs Shame, and ſtately Rome's Diſgrace. 
She is delivered, Lord, ſhe is delivered. 

Aar. To whom ? 

Nur. T mean, ſhe is brought to Bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good Reſt. 

What hath he ſent her ? 


Nur. A Devil, 
Aar. 


Tirus ANDRONICUS 45 


Har. Why then ſhe is the Devil's Dam: A joyful Iſſue, 
Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black and ſorrowful Iſtu2, 
Here is the Babe, as loathſome as a Toad, 

Amongſt the faireſe Breeders of our Clime, 
The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy Stamp, thy Szal, 
And bids thee Chriſten it with thy Daggers point, 

Aar. Out, you Whore, is Black ſo baſe a hue? 
Sweet Blowſe, you are a beauteous Boſſom ſure. 

Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done? 

Aar. That which thou canſt not undo. 

Chi. Thou haſt undone our Mother. 

Dem, And therein, helliſh Dog, thou haſt undone--- 
Woe to her Chance, and damn'd her loathed Choice. 
| Accurs'd the Offspring of ſo foul a Fiend, - 

Chi. It ſhall not live. 

Aar. It ſhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron it muſt, the Mother wills it ſo. 

Aar. What muſt it, Nurſe ? Then let no Man but I 
Do Execution on my Fleſh and Blood. REST 

Dem. I'll broach the Tad- pole on my Rapier's point: 
Nurſe, give it me, my Sword ſhall ſoon diſpa:ch it. 

Aar. Sooner this Sword ſhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous Viliains, will you kill your Brother? 
Now, by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 

That ſhone ſo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dies upon my Cymitar's ſharp point, | 
That touches this my firſt born Son and Heir, 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning Band of Typ-4ox's Brood, 
Nor great Alcidæs, nor the God of War, 
Shall ſeize; this Prey out of his Father's Hands; 
What, what, ye, ſanguine ſhallow-hearted Boys. 
Ye white limb'd Walls, ye Alehouſe painted Signs, 
Coal black is betteg than another hue, 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue : | 
For all the Water in the Ocean 
Can never turn the Swan's black Legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the Flood, 
Tell the Empreſs from me, I am of Age 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe can. 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miſtreſs thus > 
Har. My Miſtreſs is my Miſtreſs; this, my ſelf: 
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The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth : 
This, before all the World do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the World, will I keep ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it iti Rome. 

Dem. By this our Mother is for ever ſham'd. 

Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul Eſcape. 

Nur, The Emperor in his Rage will doom her Death, 

Chi. I blufh to think upon this Ignominy. 

Aar. Why there's the Priviledge your Beauty bears : 
Fie treacherous Hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe Enacts and Counſels of the Heart: 

Here's a young Lad fram'd of another leer, 

Look how the black Slave ſmiles upon the Father; 
As who ſhould fay, old Lad I am thine own. 

He is your Brother, Lords; ſenfib'y fed 

Of that felf-blood that firſt gave Life to you, 

And from that Womb where you impriſoned were, 
He is infranchiſed and come to light: 

Nay, he is your Brother by the ſurer fide, 

Altho' my Seal be ſtamped in his Face. 

Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſs ? 

Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy Advice : 

Save thou the Child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, 
My Son and I will have the Wind of you: 
Keep there, now talk at pleaſure of your Safety. 
| [They fit on the Ground. 

Dem. How many Women ſaw this Child of his ? 

Aar. Why fo, brave Lords, when we all join in League, 
I am a Lamb; but if you brave the Moor, | 
The chaſed Boar, the Mountain Lioneſe, 

The Ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms : 
But ſay again, how many ſaw the Child? 

Nur. Cornelia the Midwife, and myle'f, 

And none elſe but the delivered Empreſs, | 

Aar. The Empreſs, the Midwife, and yourſelf---- 
Two may keep Counſel, when the third's away; 

Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this I ſaid--- [ He 4il/; her, 
Week, week, ſo cries a Pig prepar'd to th' Spit 

Dem. What mean'ſt thou Aaron ? ; 

Wherefore didit thou this? 1 
ar. 
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Aar. O Lord, Sir, *tis a Deed of Policy : 
Shall the live to betray this Guilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babling Goſſip? No, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full Intent: 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my Country-man, 
His Wife but yeſternight was brought te Bed, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the Circumſtance of all, 
And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the Emperor's Heir, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this Tempeſt whirling in the Court ; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye ſee I have given her Phyſick, 
And you muſt needs beſtow her Funeral], Sh 
The Fields are near, and you Are Gallant Grooms: 
This done, ſee that you take no longer Days, 
But ſend the Midwife preſently to me. 
The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chi. Auron, I ſee thou wilt not truſt the Air with Secrets. 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Herſelf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exe. 
Aar. Now to thee Goths. as ſwift as Swallows flies, 
There to diſpoſe the Treaſure in my Arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs Friends. . 
Come on, you thick-lip'd Slave, I bear you hence, 
For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts: 
I'll make you feed on Berries, and on Roots. 
And feed on Curds and Whey, and ſuck the Goat, 
And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 
To be a Warrior, and command a Camp. Exit. 
Enter Titus, ald Marc -5, young Lucius, and other Gen- 
tlemen with Boaus, and Titus bears the Arrows with 
Letters on the End of them. | | 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinſmen, this is the Way. 
Sir Boy, now let me ſee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight; 
Teras Aftreas reliquit----be your remembred, Marcus--- 
She's gone, ſhe's 3 Sirs, take you to your Tools, 
You, Couſins, ſhall go ſound the Ocean. 5 . 
| | n 
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And caſt your Nets, haply you may find her in the Sea, 
Yet there's as little Juſtice as at Land 7 
No Publius and Sempronius, you muſt do it, 
"Tis you muſt dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoſt Center of the Earth: 
Then when you come to Pluto's Region, 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
Tell him it is for Jaſtice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Anudronicus. 
Shaken with Sorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah Rome! —— Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the Peoples Suffrages 
On him, that thus doth Tyrannize o'er me. 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a Man of War unſearch'd, 
This wicked Emperor may have ſhipp'd her hence, 
And Kinſmen then we may go pipe for Juſtice. 
Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy Cale, 
To ſee thy noble Uncle thus diftrat? | 
Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, 
By Day and Night t'attend him carefully: 
And feed his Humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful Remedy. 
Mar. Kinimen, his Sorrows are paſt Remedy, 
Join with the Goh, and with revengeful War, 
Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, 
And Vengeance on the Traitor Saturnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now? how now, my Maſters, 
What have you met with her? | | 
Pub, No, my good Lord, but Pluto ſends you word, 8 
If you will have revenge from Hell, you ſhall : 0 
Marry for Juſtice ſhe is ſo employ d, 
He thinks with Fove in Heav'n, or ſome where ele ; _ _ 
So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a time. 4 
Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with Delays, 
I'll dive into the burning Lake below, | 
And pull her out of Acheron by the Heels. I 
Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, | 
No big-bon'd Men, fram'd of the Cyclops ſize, 
But Metal, Marcus, Steel to the very Back. 
Yet wrung with Wrongs more than our Backs can bear | 
And ſith there's no Juſtice in Earth or Hell, 0 
| We 
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We will ſollicit Heav'n, and move the Gods, 
Too fend down ſuſtice for to wreak our Wrongs : 
Come to this Gear, you are a good Archer Marcus. 
He gives them the Arrows, 

A Fewer; that's for you——here ad un 
Ad Martem, that's for my ſelf; 
Here Boy, to Pallas -here to Mercury 
To Saturn and to Cœlus not to Saturniney 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the Wind, 
To it, Boy, Marcus — looſe when I bid: 
Of my Word, 1 have written to Effect, 
There's not a God left unſollicited. 

Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your Shafts into the Court, 
We will afflict the Emperor in his Pride. [They Shoot. 

Tit. Now, Maſters, draw; Oh well ſaid, Lucius: 
Good Bay in Virgo's Lap, give it Pallas. 

Mar. My Lord, I am a Mile beyond the Moon ; 
' Your Letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt hag done ? 
See, ſee, thou haſt put off one of Taurus Horns, 

Mar. This was the Sport, my Lord, when Publius ſhot, 
The Bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock, 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs Villain: 
She laughed, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his Maſter for a preſent. 

Tit. Why there it goes. God give your Lordſhip Joy. 
Enter a Clown with a Baſket and two Pigeons. 
News, News from Heaven; Marcus, the Poſt is come. 

Sirrah, what Tidings? Have you any Letters? 

Shall I have Juſtice, what ſays Fufzter s. | 
Ch. Who? The Gibbet- maker? He ſays he hath 
taken them down again, for the Man muſt not be 

hang'd 'till the next Week. 
Tit. Tut, what ſays Fupiter, T ask thee ? 
Ch. Alas, Sir, I know not Fupiter, 
I never drank with him in all my Life. 
Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 
Clo. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing elle. 
Tit. Why, didft thou not come from Heaven ? 
Cl. From Heaven? Alas, Sir, I never came there. 


God forbid I ſhould be ſo _ to preſs into Heay'n in 


my 
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my young Days. Why I am going with my Pigeons 
to the Tribunal Plebr. to take up a matter of Brawl 
betwixt my Uncle and one of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for 
your Oration, and let him deliver the Pigeons to the 


Emperor. from you. | 
Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the 


Emperor with a Grace? 
Cho. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never ſay Grace in all 


my Life. | 
Tit, Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 

But give your Pigeons to the Emperor. 

By me thou ſhalt have Juſtice at his Hands, 

Hold, hold---mean white here's Mony for thy Charges, 

Give me a Pen and Ink. | 

Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 

Clo. Ay, Sir, 

Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneel, then kiſs 
his Foot, then deliver up your Pigeons, and then look for 

our Reward. Ill be at hand, Sir, ſee you do it bravely. 

Ch. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone, pete 

7:t. Sirrah, haſt thou a Knife? Come, let me ee it. 

Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, | 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he ſays. 
Clo, God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go, Publius follow me. 
| [Exeunt, 


Enter Emperor and Empreſs, and her favo Sons 
eror brings the Arrows in his Hand that Titus Spot. 


E Why Lords, what Wrongs are theſe? Was ever 
An Emperor of Rome thus over- born, (ſeen 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the Extent 

Of equal Juſtice, vs'd in ſuch Contempt? | 

My Lords you know, as do the mightful Gods, 
(However the Diſturbers of our Peace 

Buz in the People's Ears). there nought hath paſt, 

But even with Law againſt the wiltul Sons 

Of old Andronicus; and what and if 

His Sorrows have fo over-whelm'd his Wits, 

| | Shall 
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Shall we be thus afflicted in his Wreaks, 
FP is Fits, his Frenzy, and his Bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to Heaven for his Redreſs, 


See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury, 


This to Apollo, this to the God of War: 
Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rome. 
What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, 


And blazoning our Injuſtice every where? 


A goodly Humour, is it not my Lords? 

As who would ſay, in Rome no Juſtice were. 
But if I live, his feigned Extaſies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe Outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know, that Jutice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom, if ſhe ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in Fury ſhall 

Cut off the proudeſt Conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturninus, 
Lord of my Life, Commander of my Thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the Faults of Titus Age, | 
Th' effects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons. 

Whole loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr'd his Heart; 

And rather comfort his diſtreſſed Plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt, 

For theſe Contempts — Why thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamora, to gloſe with all: | 

But Titus, I have touch'd thee to the Quick, 

Thy Life-blood on't : If Aaron now be wiſe, 

Then is all ſafe, the Anchor's in the Port. Ade. 
Enter Clown. | 


How now, good Fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeak with us? 


Ch. Yea Forſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperial. 
Tam. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 
C. Tis he: God and St, Stephen give you good een, 
J have brought you a Letter and a couple Pigeons here. 
: | [ He reads the Lotter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 
Ci. How much Money muſt I have? 
Tam, Come, Sirrah, thou mutt be hang'd. 
C/o. Hang'd! By'r Lady, then I have brought up a 
Neck to a fair end. | (Exit. 
Sat. Deſpightful and intollerab'e Wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monſtrous Villany? 
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I know from whence this ſame Device proceeds: 
May this be born? As if his traiterous Sons, 

That dy'd by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Have by my Means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 
Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 

Nor Age nor Honour ſhall ſhape Privilege. 

For this proud Mock I'll be thy Slaughter- man; 
Sly frantick Wretch, that holp'it to make me great, 
In hope thyſelf ſhould govern Rome by me. 


Enter Nuntius Emilius. 


Sat. What News with thee Emilius? | 
Anil. Arm, my Lords, Rome never had more Cauſe, 
The Goths have gather'd Head, and with a Power 
Of high reſolved Men, bent to che Spoil, 
They hither march amain, under the Conduẽt 
Of Lucius, Son to old Andronicus : | 
Who threats in courſe of his Revenge to do - 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 
Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths? 
Theſe Tidings * me, and I hang the Head 


As Flowers with Froſt, or Graſs beat down with Storms, 


Ay, now begin our Sorrows to approach, i 
*Tis he the common People love ſo much, 
Myſelf hath often heard them ſay, | 

(When I have. walked like a private Man) 

That Lucius Baniſhment was wrongfully, 


And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their Emperor, 
Tam, Why ſhould you fear? Is not our City ſtrong ? 


Sat. Ay, but the Citizens favour Lucius, 
And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 


Tam. King, be thy Thoughts imperious like thy Name. 


Is the Sun dim'd that Gnats do fly in it? 

The Eagle ſuffers little Birds to ſing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the Shadow of his Wings, 
He can at Pleaſure ſtint their Melody; 

Even ſo may'ſt thou the giddy Men of Nome. 
Then cheer thy Spirit, for know, thou Emperor, 
I will inchant the old Andronicus, : 

With Words moe ſweet, and yet more dangerous 


Than baits to Fiſh, or Honey-ſtalks to Sheep, 
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When as the ene is woanded with the Bait, 
The other rotted with delicious Food. 
Sat. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 
Tam. If Jamora intreat him, then he will, 
For I can ſmooth, and fill his aged Ear 


With golden Promiſes, that were his Heart 
. Almoſt impregnable, his old Ears deaf, 


Yet ſhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue. 
Go thou before as our Ambaſſador, [To Emilius. 
Say, that the Emperor requeſts a Parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the Meeting. 
Sat. /Emilius, do this Meſſage honourably, 
And if he ſtand on Hoſtage for his Safety, 

Bid him demand what Pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
mil. Your Bidding ſhall I do effetually, [ Ex#, 
Tam. Now will I do that old Andronicus, | 

And temper him with all the Art J have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, ſweet Emperor, be blith again, 


And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 


Sat. Then go ſucceſsfully and piead for me. Exit. 
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| SCENE A Cam). 

Enter Lucius awith Goths, with Drum and Soldiers. 
Luc. A Pproved Warriors, and my faithful Friends, 
| I have received Letters from great Pome, 
Whicu 11gnify what Hate they bear their Emperor, 
And how deſirous of our Sight they are. 

Therefore, great Lords, be as your Titles Wi ness, 
Impei ious and impatient of your Wrongs, 


And wherein Rome hath done you any Scathe, 


Let him make treble Sai isfaction. 

Goth, Brave Slip, iprung from the great Audronicut, 
Whoſe Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whoſe high Exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul Contempt, 

Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead'ſt: 


Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Summer's Day, 
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Led by their Mafter to the flower'd Ficlds, 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora. 

Omn, And as he ſaith, fo fay we all with him. 
Tuc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a luſty Goth? 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in his Arms. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our Troops I ſtraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, 

And as | earneſtly did tx mine Eye 

VU pon the waſted Building, ſaddenly 

I heard a Child cry underneatha Wall; 

T made unto the Noiſe, when ſoon I heard, 

Ihe crying Babe controul'd with this Diſcourſe : 
Peace, tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe Brat thou art, 
Hath Nature lent thee "os thy Mother's Look, 
Villain, thou might' have been an Emperor: 

Put where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf; | 
Peace, Vil ain, Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I muſt bear thee to a truſly Go7h, RY 
Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs Babe, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy Mother's Sake. 
With this, my Weapon drawn I ruſh'd upon him, 

Surꝑriz d him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 

To uſe, as you think needful of the Man. 

Luc, O worthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 

That robb'd Andronicus of his good Hand; 

This is the Pearl that pleas'd your Empreſs's Eye, 

And here's the baſe Fruit of his burning Luſt. 

Say, wail-ey'd Slave, whither wouldſt thou convey 
This growing Tmage of thy Fiend-like Face ? | | 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? V hat Deaf? No] Not a Word? 
A Halter, Soldiers hang him on this Tree, 

And by his Side his Fruit of Baſtardy. 

Jar. Touch not the Boy he is of Royal Blcod. 

Luc Too like the Sue for ever being good. 
Firft hang the Child, that he may ſee it ſprall, 

A Sight to vex the Father's Soul withal. 7 
Aaron. Get mea Ladder, Lucius, ſave the Child, 
And bear it from me to the Empreſs; 

Ff thou do this, Fil ſhew thee wondrous Things, 
"That highly may advantage thceto hear; If 
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If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

Fl ſpeak no more; but Vengeance rot you all, ; 
Luc. Say on, and if it pleaſe me, which thou ſpeak'ſt 

Thy Child ſhall live, and I will ſee it nourich'd. 
Aar. And if it pleaſe thee? Why aſſure thee Lucius, 

WTwill vex thy Soul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak: 

For I muſt talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Maſlacres, 

Acts of black Night, abominable Deeds, 

Complots of Miſchief, Treaſon, Villanies, 

Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd : 

And this ſhall all be buried by my Death, 

Unleſs thou {ſwear to me my Child ſhall live. 
Luc. Tell on thy Miud, I ſay the Child ſhall live. 
far. Swear that he ſhall, and then 1 will begin. 

Luc. Who ſhould I ſwear by? Thou believeſt no God. 

That granted, how can'it thou believe an Oath? 

Aar, What if I do not, as indeed I do not, 

Yet for I know thou art Religious, | 

And haft a thing within thee called Conſcience, 

With twenty Popiſh Tricks and Ceremonies 

Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve: 

Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that I know 

An Idiot holds a Bauble for a God, 

And keeps the Oath, which by that God he fivear:, 

To that Pll urge him; therefore thou ſhalt vow 

By that ſame God, what God fo e'er it be | 

That thou adoreſt and haſt in Reverence, 

To ſave my Boy, :nouriſh and bring him up, 

Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God I ſwear to thee, I will. 
Aar. Firſt know thou, | 

I begot him on the Empreſs. | 
Luc. O moſt inſatiate luxurious Woman! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a Deed of Charity, 

To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 

"Twas her two Sons that murder'd Baſſianus, 

They cut thy Siſter's Tongue, and raviſh'd her, 

And cut her Hands off, and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Luc. Oh deteſtable Villain! | 

Call'ſt thou that trimming? 

Aar. Why ſhe was waſh'd, and cut and trimm'd ; 


And 'twas trim Sport for them that had the doing ef it, 


Luc. Oh barbarous beaſtly Villains like thyſelf! Aar. 
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Aar. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inſtruct them; 
That codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 


As ſure a Card, as ever won the Set; 


That bloody Mind I think they learn'd of me; 

As true a Dog as ever fought at Head ; 

Well, let my Deeds be witneſs ef my Worth. 

J erain'd thy Brethren to that guileful Hole, 

Where the dead Corpſe of Baſftanus lay: 

I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mentioned, 

Confederate with the Queen and her two Sons. 

And what not done that thou haſt Cauſe to rue, 

Wh: rein I had no Stroke or Miſchief in it? 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Father's Hand, 

And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, 

And almoſt broke my Heart with extream Laughter. 

I pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 

When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads 

Bel:eld his Tears, and laugh'd fo heartily. 

That both mine Eyes wefe rainy like to his : 

And when ] told the Empreſs of this Sport, 

She ſwocred 2:moſt at my pleaſing Tale, 

And for my Tidings, gave me twenty Kifles, 
Goth. What can'ſt theu fay ail this, and never bluſh Z 
Aar. Ay, Ike a black Dog, as the Saying is, 

Luc, Art thou not ſorry for theſe heinous Deeds? _ 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 

Even now I curſe the Day, and yet I think 

Few come within the Compaſs of my Curſe, 

WlLere'n I did not ſome notorious III, | 

As kill a Man, or elſe deviſe his Death, 

Raviſh a Maid, or p'ot the Way to do it, 

Accuſe ſome Innocent, and forſwear my elf, 

Set deadiy Enmity between two Friends, 

Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, 


Set Fire on Barns and Hay ſtacks in the Night, 


And bid the Owners quench them with their Tears ; 


Oſt have I digg'd up dead Men from their Graves, 


And ſet them uprigat at their dear Friends Dcors, 
Even when their Sorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 

| 1 Let 
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Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. | 
Lac. Bring down the Devil, for he. muſt not die 
So ſweet a Death, as Hanging preſently. 
Aar. If there be Devils, would I were a Devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting Fire, | 
So I might have your Company in Rell, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 3 
Luc. Sire, ſtop his Mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 
Enter Amilius. | 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meſſenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to your Preſence. 
Luc, Let him come near 
Welcome, Æmilius, what's the News from Rome? 
Ami. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Got hs, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he underſtands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parley at your Father's Houſe, 
Willing you to demand your Hoſtages. 
And they ſhall be immediately delivered. 
Goth. What ſays our General? 
Luc. Amilius, let the Emperor give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle Marcus, 
And we will come: March away. [Excunt. 


SCENE II. Titus's Palace in Rome, 


Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, Diſeurs'd. 


Tam. Thus in theſe ſtrange and ſad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with 4dronius, 
And fay, I am Revenge ſent from below, | 
'To join with kim, and right his heinous Wrongs ;. 
Knock at the Study, where they ſay he kzeps, 
To ruminate flrange Plots of dire Revenge; 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with hiin, 
And work Confuſion on his Enemies. 
| [ They knock and Titus aftears above. 
Tit. Who doth mole!t my Contemplat on: 
L it your Trick to make me ore the Poor, | 
| C 5 That 
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"That ſo my ſad Decrets may fly away, 

And all my Study be to no Effect? 

You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to do, 

See here in bloody Lines I have ſet down ; 

And what is written, ſhall be executed. 

Tam: Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No nota Word: How can I grace my Talk, 

Wanting a Hand to give it Action? 

Thou haſt the Odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. If thou didſt know me, thou would'ſt talk with me. 
Tit. Jam not mad, I know thee well enough, 

Witneſs this wretched Stump. | | 

Witneſs the crimſon Lines, | 

Witneſs theſe Trenches, made by Grief and Care, 

Witneſs thy tyring Day and heavy Night ; 

Witneſs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 

For our proud Empreſs, mighty Jamara: 

Is not thy coming for my other Hand? 

Tam. Know thou, ſad Man, JI am not Jamora, 

She is thy Enemy, and 1 thy Friend; 

Tam Revenge, ſent for the infernal Kingdom, 

To eaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy Mind, 

By working wreakful Vengeance on thy Foes. 

Come down and welcome me to this World's Light; 

» Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 

'There's not a hollow Cave, or lurking Place, 

No vaſt Obſcurity or miſty Vale, | 

Where bloody Murther or deteſted Rape, 

Can couch. for Fear, but I will find them out, 

And in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name. 

Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge, and.art thou ſent to me, 

To be a Torment to mine Enemies? i 
Tam. Lam; therefore come down and welcome me, 

Tit. Do me ſome Service, e'er I come to thee : 

Eo by thy Side, where Rape and Murder ſtands, 

Now give ſome Surance that thou art Revenge, 

Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot-Wheels,, 

And then Fll come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the Globes: 

Provide two proper Palfries black as Jet, 

To hale thy vengeful Waggon ſwift away, 


And 
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And find out Murderers in their guilty Caves. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 

J will diſmount, and by thy Waggon Wheel 

Trot like a ſervile Footman all Day long; 

Even from HMyperion's riſing in the Eaſt, 

Until his very Downfal in the Sea. 

And Day by Day PII do this heavy Task, 

So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. EE 
Tam. Theſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy Miniſters ; what are they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called ſo, 

Caufe they take Vengeance on ſuch kind of Men. 

Tit. Good Lord, how like the Empreſs Sons they are, 

And you the.Empreſs : But we worldly Men, 

Have miſerable mad miſtaking Eyes: 

O {ſweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, 

And if one Arm's Embracement will content thee, . 

I. will embrace thee. in it by and by. | 

[Exit Titus from abow?- 
Tam. This cloſing with him fits his Lunacy, | 

What e'er I forge to feed his brain-fick Fits, 

Do you uphold,. aud maintain in your Speech, 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 

And being credulous in this mad Thought, 

I'll make him ſend for Lucius his Son: 

And whilſt T at a Banquet hold him ſure, . 

P11 find ſome cunning Practice out of Hand, 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Gorhs. 

Or at the leaſt make them his Enemies A 

See here it comes, and 1 muſt play my Theam. 
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Enter Titus. 


Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woeful Houſe; 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too: y 
How like the Empreſs, and her Sons you are ! ' 
Well you are fitted, had you but a Moor; | I 
Cauld not all Hell afford you ſuch a Devil? 
For well I wot, the Empreſs never wags, 
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But in her Company there is a Moor 3 

And would you repreſent dur Queen aright, 

It were convenient you had ſuch a Devil? 

Bot welcome, as you ares what ſhall we do? | 
Tam. What wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus f 
Dem, Shew me a Murtherer, I'll deal with him. 

Chi. Shew me a Villain that hath done a Rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. F 
Tam. Shew mea T houland that have done thee Wrong, 

And I will be revenged on them all | AS 

_ Tit. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, 

And when thou find'it a Man that's like thy ſelf, 

Good Murder flab him, he's a Murderer. 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy Hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court 

There is a Queen attended by a Mer ; ba 

Well may'it thou know her by thy own Proportion, 

For up and down ſhe doth relemble thee ; 5 

I pray thee do on them ſome violent Death; 

They have been violent to me and mine. FW, 
Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us: this ſhall we do. 

But won'd it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 


To ſend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son. 


Who leads towards Rome a Band of warlike Gorhs, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy Houle. 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn Feaſt, 

I will bring in the Empreis and her Sens; 

The Emperor himſelf, and all thy Foes, 

And at thy Mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 

And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry Heart: 
What lays Audronicus to this Devile ! 4 


Euter Marcus. 


Tit. Marcus my Brother, tis ſad Titus calls ; 
Go gentle Marcus, to thy Nephew Lucius; 
Thou ſha't enquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me; and bring with him 
don. e of the chiefeſt Princes of the Goths ; 
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Bid him encamp his Soldiers where they are; 

Tell him the Emperor and the Empreſs too | 
Feaſt at my Houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them 
This do thou for my Love, and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Father's Life, 


Mar. This will I do, and ſoon return again. [Exit 


Tam. Now will I hence about thy Buſineſs, 

And take my Miniſters along with me, 1 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

Or elſe I'll call my Brother back again, 

And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius. 
Tam., What ſay you, Boys, you will abide with him, 

Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperor, | 

How I have govern'd our determin'd Jelt ? 

Yield to his Humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 

And tarry with him till I return again. 

Tit. I know them all, tho' they 15 55 me mad, 

And will oer reach them in their own Devices, 

A pair of curſed Hell hounds and their Dam. [Alde. 
Dem. Madam, depart at Pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 

To lay a Comp'ot to betray thy Foes. [Exit Tamora, 
Tit. I know thou doſt, and ſweet Revenge farewel. 

Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how ſhall we be employ'd ? 
Tit. Tut, I have Work enough for you to do. 

Publius come hither, Caius and Valentine. 


Euter Publius and Servants. 


Pub. What is your Will? 
Tit, Know ye theſe two? 
Pub. Ihe Empreſs Sons 
I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiv'd, 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's Name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Caius and Valentine, lay Hands on them, 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an Hour, 
And now [ find it, therefFre bind them ſure. [Exit Titus. 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreis Sons. 
Pub. And therefore ds we what we are commanded, 
Stop cole their Moutts, let chem not ſpeak a Word, ; 
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Is he ſure bound? look that ye bind them faſt. 
Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia with 
2 Baſon. 

Tit. Come, come, Lawinia, look, thy Foes are bound; 
Sirs, ſtop their Mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful Words I utter. 
Oh Villains, Chiron and Demetrius! 
Here ſtands the Spring whom you have ſtain'd with Mad, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt: 
You kill'd her Husband, and for that vile Fault, 
Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to Death, 
My Hand cut off, and made a merry Jeſt, 
Both her ſweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 
Innuman Traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd. 
What would you ſay if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains for Shame you could not beg for Grace. 
Hark, Wretches,. how I mean to martyr you. 
Fhis one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, 
Whilft that Lavinia twixt her Stumps doth hold 
The Baſon that receives your guilty Blood. 
You know your. Mother means to feaſt with me, . | 
And calls herſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad 
Hark, Villains I will grind your Bones to Duft, 
And with your Blood and it, I'll make a Paſte, 

And of the Paſte a Coffin will I rear, 
And make two Paſties of your ſhameful Heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallow'd Dam, 
Like to the Earth, ſwallow her own Increaſe. 
This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, 
And this is the Panquet-ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you us d my Daughter, 
And worſe than Progne I will be reveng'd, 
And now prepare your Throats: Lavinia, come, 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me go grind their Bones to Powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it; 
And in that Paſte let their vile Heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 

To make this Banquet, which I wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaurs Peaſt. 


[ He cuts aged Throats.. 
80 
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So, now bring them in, for Ill play the Cook, 
And ſee them ready gainſt the Mother comes. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths aui? Aaron Priſoner. 
Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince tis my Father's Mind 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 
Goth, And ours with thine, befal what Fortune will, 
Luc. Good Uncle, take you inthis barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous Tyger, this accurſed Devil, 
Let him receive no Suſtenance, Fetter him, | 
Till he be brought unto the Emperor's Face, 
For Teſtimony of theſe foul Proceedings ; 
And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong. 
I fear the Emperor means no Good to us. 
Mar. Some Devil whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 
And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
The venemous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. 
Luc. Away, inhuman Dog, unhallowed Slave. 
[Exeunt Goths with Aaron. 
Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in. Flaurzib. 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperor 1s at hand. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter E nperor and E mpreſs, with Tri- 


bunes and athers. 


Sat. What hath the Firmament more Suns than one ? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy ſeif a Sun? 
Mar. Rome's Emperor and Nephew break the Parley, 
Theſe Quarrels mult be quietly debated : 
The Feaſt is ready, which the careful Titus - 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable End, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your Places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will, _ [ Hautboys 


A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing the. 
Meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a Veil over her Face. 


Tit. Welcome, my gracious Lord, welcome dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye warlike Gothe, welcome Luctus, 
And welcome all; although the Cheer be poor, | 
*T will fill your Stomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. | 

Sat, Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? | 

Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have ali well, 
'To entertain your Highneſs, and your Empreſs. £ 
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Tam. We are beholding to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. And if your Highnels knew my Heart, you were, 

My Lord, the Emperor. reſolve me this, 

Was it well done of raſh Virgiuiunj, 

To ſlay his Daughter with his own Right Hand, 

Becauſe ſhe was enfo: c'd, ſtain'd, and deflour'd | | 
Sat. It was, Attronicur. : 

Tit. Your. Reaſon, mighty Lord? 
Sat. Becauſe the Girl ſhould not ſurvive ber Shame, 

And by her Preſence ſtill renew his Sorrows. 

Tit. A Reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 

A Pattern, Preſident and lively Warrant, 

For mt, moſt wretched, to perform the like: 

Die, die, Lawinia, and thy Shame with thee, * 

And with thy Shame thy Father's Sorrow die. [ K://s hey. 
Sat, What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit.Kill'd her for whom my Tears have made me blind. 

I am as woful as Virginius was, 

And have a thouſand times more Cauſe than he. 

Sas. What was ſhe Raviſh'd ? Tell, who did the Deed ? ? 
Tit. Wili'tpleaſe you eat, will't pleaſe your Highneſsfeed. 


Jam. Why haſt thou ſlain thine only Daughter thus? : 


Tit. Not I, *twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her Tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her all this Wrong. 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 
Whereof their Mother daintily bath fed | 
Eating the Fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. 
*Tis true, tis true, witneſs my Knife's ſnarp Point. 
[He Stabs the Empreſs. 
Sat. Die, intel Wietch for this accurſed Deed. 


[He Stabs Titus. 


Luc. Can the Son's Eye behold his Father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, Death for a deadly Deed. 
[Lucius tabs the Emperor, 


Mar. You ſad fac'd Men. People and Sons of Rome, 


By uproar ſevered, like a Flight of Fc wl, 
Scatter'd by Winds, and high tempeſtuous Guſts, 
Oh let me teach you, how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 


Theſe * Limbs again into one Boc'y. 
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Goth. Let Rome herſelf, be Bane unto herſelf. 
And ſhe whom mighty Kingdoms curteſie to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate Caſt away, 

Do ſhameful Execution on herſelf, 

Mar. But if my froſty Signs and Chaps of Age, 
Grave Witneſſes of true Experience, | 
Cannot induce you to attend my Words, 

Speak, Rome's dear Friend; as erſt our Anceſtor, 

E 320 [To Lucius 
When with his ſolemn Tongue he did diſcourſe 
To Love- ſick Dzds's fad attending Ear, 

The Story of that baleful burning Night, 

When ſubtile Greeks ſurpriz d King Priam's Trey: 
Tell us what Sinan hath bewitch'd our Ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil Wound. 
My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel; 

Nor can [I utter all our bitter Grief, 

But Floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 

And break my very Utterance; even in the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
Lending your kind Hand, Commiſeration. 

Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your Hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak. 

Lac. 'This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius, 

Were they that Murdered our Emperor's Brother 5 
And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter : 

For their fell Faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 

Our Father's Tears deſpis'd, and baſely cozen'd 

Of that true Hand, that fought Rome's Quarrel out, 
And ſent her Enemies into the Grave. 251 
Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly Baniſhed, 

The Gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 

To beg Relief among Rome's Enemies, 

Who drown'd their Enmity in my true Tears, 

And op'd their Arms to embrace me as a Friend: 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 

That have preſerv'd her welfare in my Blood, 

And from her Boſom took the Enemy's Point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 

Alas, you know I am no Vaunter, I, 
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My Scars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 

That my Report is juft, and full of Truth: 

But ſoft, methinks I do digreſs too much, 

Citing my worthleſs Praiſe: Oh pardon me, 

For when no Friends are by, Men praiſe themſelves. 

Mar. Now is my Tongue to ſpeak : Behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 8 
The Iſſue of an irreligious Moor, | | 
Chief Architect and Plotter of theſe Woes ; 

The Villain ts alive in Titus“ Houle, | 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge whatCauie had Titus to revenge 
Theſe Wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt Patience, 
Or more than any Iiving Man could bear. 
Now you have heard the Truth, what ſay you Roman,? 
Have we done ought amiſs? ſhew us wherein, 
And from the Place where you behold us now, 
The poor Remainder of Andronicus, 
We'll Hand in Hand all headlong caſt us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat out our Brains, 
And make a mutual Cloſure of our Houle : 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand Lucius and I will fall, 

An. Come, come, thou Reverend Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy Hand, 

Lucius our Emperor: For well I know, 
The common Voice do cry it ſhall be ſo. 

Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome s Royal Emperor; 
Go, go into old Titus's ſorrowful Houſe, 

And hither hale that misbelieving Maor, 

To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering Death, 
As Puniſhment for his moſt wicked Life. : 
Eucius all hail ! Rome's gracious Governor. 

Luc, Thanks, gentle Romans, may J govern fo, 
To heal Rome's Harm, and drive away her Woe. 
But, gentle People, give me Aim awhile, 

For Nature puts me to a heavy Taſk : 

Stand all aloof; but Uncle draw you near, 

To ſhed obſequious Tears upon this Trunk: 

Oh take this warm Kiſs on thy pale cold Lips : 

Theſe ſorrcewful Drops upon thy Blood ſtain'd Face; 

The laſt true Duties of thy noble Son. Ed 
Mar. 
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Mar. Ay, Tear for Tear, and loving Kiſs tor Kiſs, 
Thy Brother Marcus tenders on thy Lips: 

O were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay, 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in Showers, thy Grand- ſine lov'd thee well; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his Knee; 

Sung thee a- ſleep, his loving Breaſt thy Pillow : 
Many a Matter hatk he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thy Infancy. 

In that reſpect then, like a loving Child, 


Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring, 


Becauſe kind Nature doth require it ſo; 

Friends ſhou'd affociate Friends, in Grief and Woe: 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the Grave, 

Do him that Kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Bey. O Grand fire, Grand-ſire! even with all my Heart, 
Would I were dead, ſo you did live again | 
O Lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping 
My Tears will choak me, if I ope my Mouth, 


Enter Romans with Aaron. 


Rem. You ſad Andronici, have done with Woes, 
Give Sentence on this execrable Wretch, 

That hath been breeder of theſe dire Events, 

Luc. Set him Breaſt-deep in Earth, and famiſh him: 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for Food. 
If any one relieves or pities him, 

For the Offence he dies: This is our Doom. 


Some ſtay to fee him faſlned in the Earth. 


Aar. O why ſhould Wrath be mute, and Fury dumb ? 
I am no Baby, I, that with baſe Prayers | 
I ſhould repent the evil I have done: 
Ten thouſand worſe than ever yet ] did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my Will: 
If one good Deed in all my Life I did, 
I do repent it from my vegy Soul. 

Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And give him burial in his Father's Grave. 
My F ather, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument: 

As 
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As for that heinous 'Tygreſs Tamora, 

No funeral Rites, nor Man in mournful Weeds, 

No mournful Bell ſhall ring her Burial; 

But throw her forth to Beaſts and Birds of Prey: 

Her Life was Beaſt- like, and devoid of Pity, 

And being fo, ſhall have like want of Pity. 

See Juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 

From whom our heavy Haps had their beginning ; 
Then afterwards, we'll order well the State, 

That like Events may ne'er it ruinate. ¶ Fæxcunt one. 


N. B. The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus, 
as alter'd from Shakeſpear by T. Raven,, 
croft, I ſhall print in its Turn. 

R. WALK ER. 
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Vas. Duke of Vienna. 

Lord De 0 * Duke's { Abſence. 
* FG ag 9 an ancient Lo 
Claudio, a young Gentleman. 
Lucio, a Fantaſtick, | 
Tivo Gentlemen. 
Varrius, a nn, Servant to the Duke, 
Preueſt. 1 * 
a 
Elbow, a ſimple Conſtable. | 
#.th, a fooliſh Gentleman. 
Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over-don. 
Abhorſon, an Executioner, + . 
Barnartdine, a. diſſolute Priſoner. 


5 WO M E N. 
e 8 
3 betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Franciſta,. a Nun. | 


Miltrels Over-din, a Bard, 
Guard, G Ee, and as Attendants: 
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N. B. The Tint thus mate? © (by reaſon of the Length 
_6f the Play) are leit tin bee Performances x! RED 


th 


And let them work: Ihe Nature of our Peqple, 


KA ET SN 
Enter Duke, Eſcalus, and Lerds. 
e Scalus, : 
Eſcal, My Lord. 
Duke. Or Government, the 
2 roperties to unfold, 
Would ſeem in me tl affect ſpeech / 
and Diſcoufſe. 
e <ince I am put to know, that 
: Four own Science 
Exceeds in that, the Liſt of all Advice 
My Strength can give you: Then no more remains; 
© Put that to your Suſficiency, as your Worth is able, 


4 


Our City's Inſtitutions, and the Terms 5 
For common Juſtice, y are as pregnant in 
As Art and Practice hath enriched any 


That we remember. There is our Commiſſion, 


I ſay, bid come before us Angelo: 
What figure of us think you, he will ber? 
For you mult, know, we have with ſpeclal Soul 
Ele&ed him our Abſence to ſupply; | 5 
Leit him our Terror, dreſt him with our Lore, 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 
Of our own Power: Mhat think you of it? 
Eſcal. If any in Vienna. be of Worth 
To undergo ſuch ample Grace and Honour, 
It is Lord Angelo. 3 | 


From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 


Enter 
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> Enter Angelo, 
Duke. Look where he comes. 
Ane. Always obedient to your Grace's Will, 
I come to know your Grace's Pleaſure, 
SW a7 
There is a kind of Character in thy Life, 


That, to th* Obſerver, doth thy Hiſtory 


Fully unfold : Thy ſelf and thy Belongings 


Are not thine own ſo proper, as to waſte 


1hy ſelf upon thy Virtues; they on the. 
Heav'n doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for themlelyes : For if our Virtues 
Did not go forth of us, twere all alike - | 
As it he had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Put to fine Iſſues; nor Nature never lends 

'7 he {malleſt Seruple of her Excellence, 


But like a thrifty Goddeſs ſhe determires 


Her ſelf the Glory of a Creditor, 


Beth Thanks and Uſe. . But I do bend my Speech 


To one that can my Part in him advertiſe; 


Hold therefore, Angelo: 


In our Remove, be thou at full, our ſelf, 


Mortality and Mercy in Vienna, „ 


Ire inthy Tongue and Heart: Old Eſcalus, 
Though firſt in Queſtion, is thy Secondary. 
Take thy Commiſſion. | 
Ang. Now, good my Lord. 
Let there be ſome more Teſt made of my Metal, 
Before ſo noble and ſo great a Figure, 
Be ſtampt upon it. | 
Duke. No more Evaſion: 5 8 
We have with a leven'd and prepar'd Choice 


Proceeded to you: therefore take your Hopours, 


Our Haſte from hence is of ſo quick Condition, 
That it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion'd 
Matters of needful Value. We ſhall write to you, 
As Time and our Concernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 


What doth beſall you here. So fare you well. 


To th hopeful Execution do I leave you 
Of our Commiſſion. | 


Ang. Yet give leave, my Lord, That 
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That we may bring you ſomething on the Way. 

Duale. My Haſte may not admit it, | 

Nor need you, on my Honour, have to do 

With any Scruple ;' your Scope is as mins own, 

So to inforce, or qualifie the Law, 

As to your Soul ſeems good. Give me your Hand; 

I'll privily away. I love the People, | 

But do not like to ſtage me to their Eyes: 

Though it do well, I do not reliſh well 

Their Joud Applauſe, and Aves vehement : 

Nor do l think the Man of ſafe Diſeretion 

That does affect it. Once more fare you well. 
Ang. The deav'n's give Safety to your Furpoſes. 
Ejcal. Lead forth and bring you back in Happinets. 
Dake. IT thank you, fare you well. [ Exit 
Eſcal. I ſhall delire you, Sir, to give me leave e 

To have free Speech with you; and it concerns me 

Jo look into the bottom of my Place; 

A Power have, but of what Streng.ch and Nature 

I am not yet inſtructed, ' | 
Ang. Tis lo with me: Let us withdraw together, 

And we may ſoon our Satisfaction have | 

Touching that Point. | ef 
Eſcal. I'll wait upon your Honour. [ Exeant. 


SCENE H. The Street. 


. Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 5 
7 Taucio. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come 
© not to Compoſition with the King of Hungary, why 
© then all the Dukes fall upon the King. | #7 

I Gent. Heay'n grant us its peace, but not the King 
of Hunga x. W 

22 Am. oor . 

© Lucio, T hou conelud'ſt like the Sanctimonious Pyrate, 
© that went to Sea with the ten Commandments, but 
© ſcrap'd one out of the Table. | 
© 2 Gent, Thou ſhalt not ſteal? 

© Lucio. Ay, that he raz d. | 

© Gent. Why, twas a Commandment to command 
© the Captain and all the reſt from their Functions; they 


put forth to ſteal; There's not a Soldier of us all, that, 
| in 
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in the Thankgiving before Meat, doth reliſh the Peti- 
tion well that prays for Peace. 5 
2 Gent. I never heard apy Soldier diſlike it. 
Tucio. I believe thee: For I think thou never wall 
where Grace was ſaid. 
2 Gent, No? a dozen times at leaſt, 
© I Gen. What? in Meeter ? | 
- © Taco. In any Proportion, or in any Language. 
Gent. I think, or in any Religion. | 
© Tucio, Ay, why not? Grace, is Grace, deſpight ot 
© all Controverſy; as for Example, Thou thyſelt art a 
* wicked Villain, delpight of al] Grace. 

* 1 Gent, Well; there went but a Pair of Sheers be- 
„„ . 

© Zucio. T grant; as there may between the Liſts and 
© the Velvet. Thou art the Lift, 

Gent. And thou the Velvet; thou art good Vel- 
vet; theu'rt a three piFd Piece I warrant thee: I had 
as lief be a Liſt of an Engliſh Kerſey, as be pil'd, as thou 
© art pil'd, for a French Velvet. Do i ſpeak feelingly now? 

Tu io. I think theu doſt; and indeed with moſt 
painful feeling of thy Speech: I will, out of thine own 
< Confeffion, lea.n to begin thy Health; but, whi-{t I 
© live, forget to drink after thee, | 

I Gent. [think { have done myſelf wrong, have I not ? 
© 2 Gent, Les that thou halt ; whether thou art tainted 


© or flee. 


- 


| Enter Bawd. | 

© Lucto.Bebold, behold. where Madam Mztigaticn comes, 
* haye'purchas'd as many Diſeaſes under her Roof, 
As come to- 4 
j 2 Gent, To what, pray? 

Lucio. Judge. 8 „ 
© 2 Gent. To three thouſand Dollars a Year, 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. IR | 
| © Lucio, A French Crown more. | 
| © 1: Gent. Thou art always figuring Diſeaſes in me; 
| © but thou art full of Error; I am ſound. | 

© Lucie, Nay, not as one would ſay, healthy; but 10 
© ſound, as thingsthat are hollow; thy Bones are hollow; 
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< TImpiety has made a Feaſt of tlie. 
I Gent. How now, which of your Hips has the moſt 
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< profound Sciatica 7? 
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* Bawd. Well, well; there's one yonder arreſted, and 


carry d to Priſon, was worth five thouſand of you all. 


1 Gent. Who's that, I prethee? 

* Bawd, Marry Sir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

© 1 Gent. Claudio to Priſon ? *tis not fo. 
© Bamd. Nay, but I know tis ſo; I ſaw him arreſted: 
* ſaw him carry'd away; and which is more, within the 


© three Days his Head is to be chopt of. 


Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it ſo; 


Art thou ſure of this? 


Ba wd lamtoo ſure of it; and it is for getting Madam 
* Zulietta with Child. | 
Lucio. Believe me this may be; he promiſed to meet 
me two Hours fince, and he was ever precile in Pro- 
miſe-keeping. 5 
* 2 Gen. Beſides you know it draws ſomething near to 
the Speech we had to ſuch a Purpoſe. 
* I Gen. But molt of all agreeing with the Proclamation. 
© Lucio, Away, let's go learn the Truth of it. ¶ Exeunt. 
© Bawd. Thus, what with the War, what with the 


* 


La) 


Sweat, what with the Gallows, and what with Poverty, 


© | am Cuſtom ſhrunk. How now? what's the Neves 


© with you ? Pl | | 
_ ; Ya Enter Clowns HARE. 
© Cl:wn, Yonder Man is carry d to Priſon. 
* Pawd, Well, what has he done? 
(Clown. A Woman. 
BZBawd., But what's his Offen ces? | 
© Clown, Groping for Trouts in a peculiar River, 
Had. What? is there a Maid with Child by hm? 
Clown. No; but there's a Woman with Maid by him. 
©. You bave not heard of the Proclamation, have you? 
Hand. What Proclamation, Man? | 7 
© Clown, All Houles in the Suburbs of Vienna muſt be 
© pluck'd down. | 
< Bawd, And what will become of thoſe in the City? 
© Clown, T bey fhall ſtand for Seed; they had gone down 
© tOo, but that a wile Burger put in for them. 
Zawd. But ſhall our Houles of Reſort in the Suburbs 


be pull'd down? 


© Clown. To the Ground, Miſtreſs. | 
© Band, Why here's a Change indeed in the Common» 
: 6 wealth.z 
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© wealth ; what ſhall become of me? | 
© Clown, Come, fear not you; geod Counſellors lack 
* no Clients; though you change your Place, you need 
not change your Trade; I'll be your Tapſter till, 
© Courage, there will be pity taken on you: you that 
©. have worn your Eyes almoſt out in the Scrvice, you 
will be conſidered. e 
: 8 What's to do here, Thomas Tapſter ? let's with- 
raw. 
* Clown. Here comes Signior Claudio led by the Pro- 
© yolt to Priſon; and there's Madam Juliet. 
2 8 [ Ex, Bawd and Clown, 
| Fnt-r Provoſt, Claudio, and Officers. 
Claud. Fellow, why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th' World? 
Bear me to Priſon, where I am committed. 
Prev. I do it not in evil Diſpoſition, 
Fut from Lord Angelo by ſpecial Charge. 
Claud. Thus can the Demi-god, Authority, 
Make us pay down, for our Offence, by weight 
The words of Heay'n: on whom it will, it will; 
On whom it will not, ſo; yet ſt ill tis Juſt. : 
Enter Lucio. [ ſtratnt? 
Tuc io. Why how now Claudio? whence comes this Re- 
Claud. From too much Liberty, my Lucio, Liberty; ;; 
As Surfeit is the Father of much Faſt, _ 
So every Scope by the immoderate uſe 
Turns to Reſtraint: Our Nature do purſue, 
Like Rats that rayin down their proper Bane, 
A thirſty Evil, and when we drink, we die. | 
Lucio. If I could ſpeak ſo wiſely, under an Arreſt, I 
would ſend for certain of my Creditors: and yet, to fay 
the Truth, I had as lief have the Foppery of Freedom, 
as the Morality of Imprifonment : What's thy Offence, 
Claudz ? | ; _— 
Claud. What but to ſpeak of, would offend again. 
Lucio. What is t, Murder? | 
.Claud. .No. | 
Lu io, Letchery ? 
 Claud, Call it o. 
Frov. Away, Sir, you muſt go. 
- Claud. One Word, good Friend; 
Lu io, a Word with you. Re: 
Tucio. A hundred. If 
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If they'll do you any good: Is Letchery ſo look'd after ? 
Claud. Thus ſtands it with me; upon a true Contract 
I got Poſſeſſion of Julietta's Bed, 
You know the Lady, ſhe is faſt my V ilfe, 
Save that we do the Denunciation lack . 


Of outward Order. This we came not to, 


Only tor Propagation of a Dowre | 
nr. in the Coffer of her Friends, | 
From whom we thought it meet to hide onr Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The Stealth of our moſt mutual Entertainment, 
With Character too grols, is writ in Juliet. 

Lucio, With Child, perhaps? 

Claud. Unhappily, even ſo. 3 
And the new Deputy now for the Duke, 
Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of Newneſs, 
Or whether that the Body publick be | 
A Horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 
Who newly in the Seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it ſtrait feel the Spur; 
Whether the Tyranny be in bis Place, 
Or in his Eminence that fills it up, 
I ſtagger in: But this new Governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled Penalties 5 
W hich have, like unſcour'd Armour, hung by the Wal 
So long, that nineteen Zod iacks have gone round, 
And none of them been worn; and for a Name, 
New puts the drowſy and neglected Act 
Freſhly on me; tis furely for a Name. 

Lucio, | warrant it is; and thy Head ſtands ſo tickle on 


thy Shoulders, that a Milk-maid, if ſhe be in Love, may 


ſigh it off. Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. 
Claud, I have done ſo, but he's not to be found. 
I ons Lucio, do me this kind Service: 
Th's Day, my Siſter ſnhauld the Cloiſter enter, , 
And there receive her Approbation. | 
Acquaint her with the Danger of my State, 
Implore her in my Voice, that ſhe make Friends 
Jo the ſtrict Deputy; bid herſelf aſſay him, 
have great Hope in that; for in her Youth. 
there is a prone and ſpeechleſs Diale&, | 
Such as moves Men! beſide, ſhe bath proſperous Art 
| A 5 When: 
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When ſhe will play with Reaſon, and Diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſuade, 


Lucio, I pray ſhe may; as well for the Encouragement 


of the like, © which elle would Rand upon grievous Im- 
© polition,” as for the enjoying of thy Life, who 1 would 
be ſorry ſhould be thus tooliſhly loſt; at a Game of T ick- 


tack. I to her. 
Claud, I thank you, good Friend Lucio. 


Lucic, Within two Hou s. 
Claud. Come Officer, away. 


SCENE. III. 


[_Exeunt, 
A Monaſtery. 


Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas. 


Duke. No; holy Fathet, throw away that Thought, 


Believe not that —— dribbling Dart of Love | 
Can pierce a compleat Boſom; Why I deſire thee 
To give me ſecret Harbour, hath a purpoſe . _ 
More grave and wrinkled than the Aims and Ends 
Of burning Youth, | | 

Fri, May your Grace ſpeak of it? 

Dake, My holy Sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever loy'd the Life remoy'd, 


And held in idle price to haunt Aſſemblies | 9 


VM bere Youth and Coſt, and witleſs Bravery 8 

I haye delivered to Lord Angelo, 

A Man of Stricture and firm Abſtinence, 

My abiolute Power and Place here in Vienna, 

And he ſuppoſes me travelFd to Poland, 

For ſo I have ſtrew,d it in the common Ear, 

Ard ſo it is receiv'd : Now, pious Sir, 

You will demand of me, why I do this. 
Fri, Gladly, my Lord. | 
Dake. We have ſtrict Statutes, and moſt biting Laws, 

The needful Bits and Curhs for head-itrong Weeds, 

_ Which for this fourteen Years we have let lip, 

Even like an o'e:-grown Lion in a Cave 

That goes not out to prey: Now, as fond Fathers, 

Having bound up the threat ning Twigs of Birch, 

Only to ſtick it in their Children's fight, 

For Terror, not to ule; in time the Rod's 

More mock d than fear d: So our Decrees, 


Dead 


- 
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Dead to Infliction, to themſelves are dead, i 
And Liberty plutks Juſtice by the Noſe; 

The Baby beats the Nurſe, and quite athwart 
Goes all Decorum. . - 

Fri. It reed in your, Grace +4 1 . 
To unloole this ty'd-up Juſtice, when you pleas d: 
And it in you more dreadful would have ſeemd 

Than in Eord r,, art. - 

Date. I do fear, too dreadful; . * 

Sith 'twas my Fault to give the People Scope, 

"} would be my Tyranny to ſtrike and gall them 

For what I bid them do. For we bid this be done 
When evil Deeds have their permiſſive Pals, 

And not the Puniſhment: Therefore indeed, my Father, 
have on Angels impos'd the Office, xv 
Who may in th' ambuih of my. Name ſtrike: home, 
And yet, my Nature never in the fight. 

To do in flander: And to behold his Sway, 

] will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order, 

Viſit both Prince and People; therefore I prethee 
Supply me with the Habit, and inſtruct me, 
How [ may formally in Perſon bear | 
Like a true Friar. More Reaſons for this Action, 
At your more leiſure, ſhall i render you; 

Only this one: Lord Angelo is pr ciſe, 

Stands at a guard with Envy, ſcarce confeſſes 

That his Blood lows, or that his Appetite 

Is more to Bread than Stone: Hence ſhall we ſee, 

If Power changę Purpoſe, what our Seemers be. | 
| ; 905 | Exeunt. 


4 


. 


SCENE IV. A Numer. 
* Enter Iſabella and Franciſca. 
Jab. And have you Nuns no farther Privileges? 
Nun. Are not thele large enough? . 
Iſab. Yes truly; I ſpeak not as deſiring more, 
Put rather wiſhing a more ſtrict Reſtraint _ 
Upon the Siſterhood, the Votariſts of Saint Clare. 
Lucio within. 
Lucio. Hoa! Peace be in this Place. 
Jab. Who's that which calls? _ | 
Nun, It is a Man's Voice, gentle Jaballa, 
| | Turn 
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Turn you the Key, and know his Buſineſs of him; 
You may; I may not: you are yet unſworn: 
W hen you have vow'd, you mult not ſpeak with Men 
But in the Preſence of the Pricreſs:; 
Then if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſhew your Face, 
Or it you ſhew your Face, you muſt not ſpeak. _ 
He calls again, I pray you anſwer him. [ Exit Franc, 
Jab. Peace and Proſperity, whois't that calls? 
| | Enter Lucic. 
Lucio, Hail Virgin, if you be, as thoſe Cheek-Roſes 
Froclaim you are no leſs, can you lo ſtead me, 
As bring me to the Sight of Iſabella, 
A No ice of this Place, and the fair Siſter 
To her unhappy Brother Claudio? 
Jab. Why herunhappy Brother? Let me ask, 


The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
I am that //ſ@bella, and his Siſter. 


Lucio, Gentle and Fair, your Brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with you, he's in Priſon. . 

Jſab. Wo me, for what? 3 

Lucio, For that, which if my ſelf might be his Judge, 


He ſhould receive his Puniſhment in Thanks; 


He hath got his Friend with Child, 


* Iſab.' dir, make me not your Story. SR 
© Tuco, Tis true: I would not, tho tis my familiarSin, 
© With Maids to ſeem the Lapwing, and to jeſt, | 
Tongue far from Heart; play with all Virgins fo. 


© I hold you as a thing ensky'd and fainted, 


© Py your Renouncement an Immortal Spirit, 


and to be talk'd with in Sincerity, 
* As with a Saint, | 
© i{ab. You do blaſpheme the Good, in mocking me. 
© Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewnelſs, and Truth; tis thus: 
* Your Brother and his Lover having embrac'd, 
As thoſe that feed grow full, as bloſſoming time 


That from the Seedneſs the bare Fellow brings 


To teeming Poyſon; even ſo her plenteous Womb 
<'exprefleth his full Tilth and Husbandry. | 
Jfat. Some one with Child by him? My Coufin Juliet? 
Lacie, Is ſhe your Coufin? on 
Hab. Adoptedly, as School - Malds change their Names, 
Fy vain, tho apt Affection. 3 2 
| DIS Bp | 720, 
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_ © His giyirgs out were of an infinite Diſtance 


 Coverns Lord Angelo; a Man whoſe Blood 
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Lucio. She it is. | | 
Jab. Let him marry her, 
Lucio. This is the Point. | 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence z 
© Bore many Gentlemen, my elf being one, 
© In hand, and hope of Action; but we do learn, 
© By thole that know the very Nerves of State, 


© From his true meant Neſign.* Upon his Place, 
And with full Line of his Authority, 


Isvery Snuw-Broth, one who never feels 


The wanton Stings and Motions of the Senſe ; 


But doth rebate, and blunt his natural Edge 
With Profits of the Mind, Study and Faſt. 
He, to give Fear to Uſe and Liberty, 


Which have for long run by the hideous Law, 


As Mice by Lyons, hath pickt out an Act, 
Under whoſe heavy Senſe your Brother's Life 
Falls into Forfeit ; he arreſts him on it, 


And follows cloſe the Rigor of the Statute, 


To make him an Example; all Hope is gone, 


Unleſs you have the Grace by your fair Prayer 


To ſoften Angelo; and that's my Pith of Buſineſs, 

Twixt you, and your poor Brother. | 
Iſab. Doth he ſo 45 

Seek his Life ? 

© Lucio. Ha's cenſur'd him already, 


And, as I hear, the Provoſt hath a Warrant 


For's Execution. 
Jab. Alas! what poor 
Ability's in me, to do him good? 
Lucio. Aﬀay the Power you have. 
Jſab. My Power? Alas! I doubt. 
Lucio. Our Doubts are Traytors, 
And make us loſe the Good we oft might win, 


By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo. 


And let him learn to know, when Maidens ſue, 
Men give like Gods; but when they weep and kneel, 


All their Petitions are as truly theirs, 


As they themſelves would owe them, 


/fab. I'll ſee what I can do. 
f Tucio. 
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J nn | 
Jab. ] will about it ſt rat; 

No longer ſtaying, but to give the Mother 

Notice of my Affair. I humbly thank you; 

Commend me to my Brether : Soon at Night 

FI] fend him certain word of my Succeſs. 

Zucic. ll take my Leave of you. 

Jab. Good Sir, ad ieu. | | 


eee 


Achn SCENE I 
SCENE the Palace. 


Enter Anglo, Eſcalus, Juſtice, and Attendants. 
Ang. E mult not make a Scarecrow of the Law, 
Setting it up to fear the Birds of Prey, 

And let it keep one Shape, till Cuſtom make it 
Their Perch, and not their Terror. 
Eſcal. Ay, but yet rt 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruiſe to Death. Alas! this Gentleman, 
M hom I would ſave, had a noble Father; 
Let but your Honour knows . 
Whom l believe to be moſt ſt rait in Virtue, 
T hat in the working of your own Affections, 
Had time coheer'd with Place, or Place with Wiſhing, 
Or that the reſolute acting of your Blood, | 
Could have attain'd th Effect of your own Purpoſe, 
Whether you had not ſometime in your Life | 
Err'd in this Foint, which now you cenſure him, 
And pull'd the Law upon you. 5 

Ang. I is ore thing to be tempted, Eſcalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not den; | 
1 he Jury paſſirg on the Priſoner's Life, 
May in the ſ worn Twelve half a Thief or two, 


Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made to Juſticez 


That 


1 hat Juſtice ſeizes. What know the Laws 


¶Exeunt. 
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That Thieves do paſs on Thieves? *tis very pregnant, 1 
The Jewel that we find, we ſtoop and take t, | 
Becaule we ſee it; but what we do not lee, 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may rot ſo extenuate his Offence, | 
For I have had ſuch Faults; but rather tell me 
When l, that cenſure him, do ſo offend, 
Let mine own Judgment pattern out my Death, 
And nothing come in partial, Sirhe muſt die. 
FT Enter Provoſt. 
Eſcal. Be it as your Wildom will. 
Ang. Where is the Provo? 
Prev, Here, if it like your Honour. 
Ang. See that Claudio | : 
Be executed by nine to Morrow Morning. 
Bring him his Confeſſor, let him be prepar'd, 
| For that's the utmoſt of his Pilgrimage, { Exit Provoſt, 
Eſcal. Well: Heav'n forgive him ! and forgive us all, 
Some riſe by Sin, and ſome by Virtue fall : | 
dome run through Brakes ot Vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned for a Fault alone. | 
© Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, and Officers. 
Elb. Come, bring them away; it theſe be good Peo- 
ple in a Common-weal, that do nothing but ule their 
Abuſes in common Houſes, I know no Law, bring 
them away, . 5 
* Ang. How now, Sir, what's your Name? and 
what s the Matter? 5 | 
© Elb. If it pleaſe your Honour, I am the poor Duke's 
© Conſtable, and my Name is Elbow; I do lean upon Ju- 
© ſtice, Sir, and do bring in here before your good Ho- 
© Nour, two notorious Benefactors. | 5 
Ang. Benefa&ors? Well; What Benefactors are they? 
Are they not Malefactors? 5 
* Elb. if it pleaſe your Honour, I know not well what 
© they are; but preciſe Villains they are, that I am ſur2 
© of, and void ot all Profanation in the World, that good 
© Chriſtians ought to have. | | 
© Eſcal. This comes off well; here's a wiſe Officer. 
Ang. Go to: What Qualiay are you of? Elb is your 


R A „ 


8 


Name? 1 
© Why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow ? | 
© Clows, He cannot, he's out at Elbow. © Ange 
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© Ang. What are you, Sir, . 6 
Elb. He, Sir? A Tapſter, Sir; parcel Bawd ; one | 
© that ſerves a bad Woman; whole Houle, Sir, was, as they 
_ © ſay, pluckt down in the Suburbs; and now ſhe profeſſes $1 
a Hot-houſe; which, I think, is a very ill Houle too. "4 
© Eſcal. How know you that ? ; 
Elb. My Wife, Sir, whom I deteſt before Heay'n 
© and your Honour. 1 
Eſcal. How? Thy Wife. 
Elb. Ay, Sir; whom I thank Heav'n is an honeſt Woman, 
© Eſcal. Poſt thou deteſt her therefore | "© 
Elb. I ſay, Sir, I will deteſt myſelf alſo, as well as 
© ſhe, that this Houle, if it be not a Bawd's Houle, it 
© 1S Pity of her Life, for it is a naughty Houſe, 
© Eſcal,. How doſt thou know that, Conſtable ? *. 
Eb. Marry, Sir, by my . ite, who, if ſhe had been a 68 
© Woman eardinally given, might have been accuſed in 
© Fornication, Adultery, and all Uncleanneſs there. 
© Eſctal, By the Woman's Means? 
Elb. Ay, Sir, by Miſtreſs Over- qon's Means; but as * x 
© ſhe ſpits in his Face, ſo ſhe defy'd him. Hw 
© Clown. Sir, if it pleaſe your Honour, this is not ſo. 89 
Elb. Prove it before theſe Varlets here, thou honour- 
© able Man, prove it. | 
© Eſcal. Do you hear how he miſplaces? 
* Clown, Sir, the came in great with Child, and longing, 
_ © ſaving your Honour's Reverence, for'ſtew'd Prewns; 
© we had but two in the Houſe, which at that very inſtant 
© time ſtood as it were, in a Fruit-diſh, a Diſh of ſome 
<. three Pence; your Honours have ſeen ſuch Diſhes, they 
are not China Diſhes, but very good Diſhes. * _ N 
Eſcal. Go too, go too; no matter for the Diſh, Sir. 0 
* Clewn. No indeed, Sir, nota Pin: you are therein in 
© the right: But to the Point; as I ſay, this Miſtreſs Elbow, a 
being, as I ſay, with Child, aud being great belly'd, and a ; 
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© longing, as ſaid, for Prewns; and havirg.no more in the 
© Dith, as I ſaid; Maſter Frcth here, this very Man, having 
© eaten the reſt, as I ſaid, and, as I ſay, paying for them 
very honeſtly: for, as you know, Maſter Freth, I 
© could not give you three Pence again, | 


© Frith, No indeed. 
* Ckmp, Very well; you being then, if you be remem- 
| © bred, 
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© bred, cracking the Stones of the aforeſaid Prewns, 
© Froth. Ay, ſo I did indeed. 
© Clown. Why, very well; I telling you then, if you 
© be remembred, that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were 
© paſt Cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept 
good Diet, as I told you. | 
E Froth, All this is true. 
© Clown, Why, very well then. | | | 
© Eſcal. Come, you are à tedious Fool; to the purpoſe; 
© what was done to Elbow's Wife, that he hath Cauſe to 
complain of? Come me to what was done to her, 
© Clown. Sir, your Honour cannot come to that yet. 
© Eſcal, No Sir, nor I mean it not. 5 
© Clown, Sir, but you ſhall come to it, by your Honour's 
© leave: and I beſeech you, look into Maſter Froth here, 
Sir, a Man of fourſcore Pound a Vear; whoſeFather dy'd 
© at Hallommas. Was't not at Hallowmas, Maſter Freth ? 
© Frcth, All-Hallond Eve. © + 
© Clown, Why very well; 1 hope here be Truths. He, 
© Str, ſitting, as I ſay, in a lower Chair, Sir; *twas in 
the Bunch of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight 
© to ſit, have you not? | | 
© Freth, J have ſo, becauſe it is an open Room, and 
good for Winter. | 
© Clown, Why, very well then; I hope there he Truths. 
Ang. This will laſt out a Night in Ruſſia, 


When Nights are longeſt there. F'll take my Leave, 


© And leave you to the hearing of the Cauſe, 
© Hoping you'll find good Caule to whip them all. [ Exit. 
© Eſral. I think no lefs.Good-morrow to your Lordſhip. 
© Now, Sir, come on: What was done to Elbow's Wite, 
© Once more ? | : | 
© Cl:wn. Once, Sir? There was nothing done to her once. 
Elb. I beſeech you, Sir, ask him what this Man did 
* to my Wife. | 
© Clown. I beſeech your Honour ask me. | 
© Eſcal. Well, Sir, what did this Gentleman to her? 
© Clown, I beſeech you, Sir, look in this Gentleman's 
© Face; good Maſter Freth, look upon his Honour; tis 


© for a good Purpoſe; doth your Honour mark his Face? 


© Eſcal. Ay, Sir, very well. 8 
© Clown. Nay, I beſeech you mark it well. | 
© Eſcals 
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8 Eſcal. Weil, . do {9G} 175 | 

© Clown, Doth your Honourlſes any arm in his Face 7 

Eſcal. M.hy, no. 

< Clown, Fl be ſupposd upen 5 Rake. his Face is the 

© worſt thing ahout him: Good then; if his Face be the 
© worſt thing about him, how. cauld Maſter Froth do the 
Conſtabie's Wife any harm? I would know that of your 
© Honour, 

Eſcal. He's in the right; 8 ſay you toit? 
Elb. Firſt, and it like you, the Houſe is a reſpected 
Houſe; next, this is a re ſpected Fellow; and his Mi- 
© ſtrels is a re ſpected Woman. 

Clewn. By this Hand, Sir, his Wite is a more re- 
ſpected Eerſon than any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou lieſt ; thou lieſt, wicked Vanler s 
© the. time is yet to come, that ſhe was ever reſpected 
c with Man, Woman, or C £17 WES 

© Clown, Sir, ſhe was re pected with him before he 
£ mary d with her. 

Eſtal. Which is the wiſer here; ; Jaſtice or Iniquity ? 
Ils this. true? 

© E1b. O thou CaitiF! O thou Varlet! O thou wicked 
Hannibal! l reſpected with her, before I was marry d to 


* her? If ever | was reſpected with her, or ſhe with me, 


let not your Worſhip think me the poar Duke's Officer; 


© prove this, thou wicked Hannibal! or II have mine 


Action of Battery on thee, 

© Eſcal. If he took you a Box oth Ear, you might haye 

© your Action of Slander too. 

Elb. Marry, L thank your» good Worſhip for it: 
© What it t your Worſhip's Pleaſure 1 hall do with this 
c wicked Caitiff ? 

© E/cal, Truly, Officer, becauſe he bath ſome Offences in 
. bim, that thau wouldſt diſcover, if thou couldſt, let him 
continue in his Courles, till thou know ſt what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your Morſhip for it; thou leeſt, 

© thou wicked Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
cart to continue now, thou Varlet? Thou art to continue. 
Eſcal. M here were you born, Friend? (Tv F roth 
9 Fr ot Here i in Vienna, Sir. | 
© Eſcal, Are you of fourſcore Pounds a Year } > 
Frith, Yes, ant pleaſe you, Sir. 2 
6 Fſcal, 
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© Eſcal.So, WhatTrade are you of, Sir? [ To the Clown. 

© Clown, A Tapfter, a poor V: idow's Tapſter. 

© Eſcal. Your Miſtreſs's Same? 

© Clown. Miſtreſs Over- din. 

© Eſcal. Hath ſhe had any more than one Husband ? 

© Clown, Nine, Sir: Over den by the laſt, 

© Eſcal. Nine? Come hither to me, Maſter Heth: Ma- 
© fter Frith, I would not have you acquainted with Tap- 
© ſters ; they will draw you, Maiter Fretb, and you will harg 
them. Get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

 Freth, I thank your Worſhip; for mine own Fart, I 
© never come into any Room in a Taphoule, but 1 am 
© drawn in. | | 

Eſcal. Well; no more of it, Maſter Frith; farewell. 

| | | | {Exit Froth. 

Come you hither to me, Matter, Tapſter, what's your 
Name, Maſter Tapſter ? 

© Clown, Pomp:y. 

© Eſcal. What elle ? 

© Clown, Bum, Sir. | 

© Eſcal. Troth, and your Bum is the greateſt thing a- 


bout you, ſo that in the beaſtiieit ſenſe, you are Pompey 
© the great; Poxypey, j ou are partly a Bawd, Pompey ; hows 


* fſoever you colour it in being a Tapiter ; are you not? 
come tell me true, it ſhalj be the better for you. a 
a Clown, Truly, Sir, I am a poor Fellow that would 
© hives £4, | 

F ſcal. How would you live, Pompey? by being a 
© Bawd ? what do you think of the Trade, Pompey ? is it 
* a lawtul Trade? | 

* Clown, If the Law will allow it, Sir. | 

* Eſcal. But the Law will not allow it, Pompey, nor it 
* ſhall not be allowed in Vienna. : 

* Clown. Does your Worſhip mean to geld and (play al! 
© the Youth inthe City ? 
Eſcal. No, Pompey. | 

© Clrwn. Truly, Sir, in my Poor Opinion, they will to't 
then. If your Worſhip will take Order for the Drabs 
© and Knaves, you need not to fear the Bawds. 

Eſcal. There are pretty Orders beginning, I can tell 
you: It is but heading and hanging, he as 

© Clewn. If you head and hang all that offend My 

e | ut 
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© but for ten Years together, you'll be glad to give out 
Commiſſion for more Heads: If this Law hold in Vienna 
© ten Years, I'll rent the faireſt Houle in it after three 
© Pence a Day: If you live to ſes this come to pals, ſay, 

© Pempey told you 1 3 | 1 

© Eſcal. Thank you, good Pompey; and in Requital of 

© your Prophecy, hark you; I adviſe you let me not find 

you before me again upon any Complaint whatſoever; 

no, not for dwelling where you do: If I do, Pompey, I 

© thall beat you to your Tent, ard prove a ſhrewd Caſar 

to you: In plain Dealing, Pompey, I ſhall have you whipt: 
© Sofor this Time, Pompey, fare you well. : 

C own. I thank your Worſhip for your good Counſel; 
© but I ſhall follow it as the Eleſh and Fortune ſhall better 
© determine. | 
<Whip me? no, no; let a Carman whip his Jade. 
© The valiant Heart's not whipt out of his Trade. [ Ext, 

© Eſcal. Come hither to me, Maſter EIlbew; come hi- 
*ther, Maſter Conſtable ; How long have you been in 
© this Place of Conſtable > pon 

© Elb, Seven Year and a half, Sir. 

© Efcal. I thought by the readineſs in the Office, you 


© had continued in it ſome time: You ſay, ſeven Years 


together? 

Elb. And a half, Sir. : 

© Eſcal. Alas! it hath heen great Pains to you; they 
do you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't : Are there not 
© Menin your Ward ſufficient to .ſerye it ? 5 

Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any Wit in ſuch Matters; as 


© they are choſen they are glad to chuſe me for them: 1 do 


© it for ſome piece ot Mony, and go through with all. 


© Eſcal. Look you, bring me in the Names of ſome ſix 


© or ſeven, the molt lufficient in your Pariſſn. 
Elb. To your Worſhip s Houſe, Sir? 
© Eſcal. To my Houle; tare you well, What's a Clock, 
© think you? | | Exit Elbow. 
© Juft., Eleven, Sir. Re RD | 
Eſcal. I pray you go home to Dinner with me. 
© Juſt. I humbly thank you. 8 
Eſcal. It grieves me for the Death of Claudio: 


gut there's no Remedy. 


I Juſt. Lord Angelo is ſevere. F . 
| | « xſe 
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© Fſcal. It is but needful: 
< Mercy is not it ſelf, that oft looks ſo; 
« Pardon is ſtill the Nurſe of ſecond Woe : 
© But yet, poor Claudio! there is no Remedy, 
Come, Sir. | | Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Provoſt, and a Servant. 
Serv, He's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come ſtrait ; 
In tell him of you. 


Prov. Pray you do; 71 know 
His Pleaſure; may be he will relent; alas! 


He hath but: as offended in a Dam! : 


All Seats, all Ages ſmack of this Vice; and he 
To die for't ! | 
Enter A ngelo. 
Ang. Now, what's the Matter, Provoft ? 

Prov. Is it your Will Claudio ſhall die to Morrow: 2 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea? hadſt thou not Order ? 
Why doſt thou ask again ? | 

Phew! Leſt [ might be too raſh. 
Under your good Correction, I have ſeen 
V hen after Execution, Judgment hath 
Repented oer his Doom. 
Ang. Go to; let that be mine; 
No you your Office, or give up your Place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. 
Prov. I crave your Honour's Pardon. 
What ſhall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet? 


he's very near her Hour, 


Ang. Diſpoſe of her 


To ſome more fitter Place, and that with (| peed. 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Here is the Siſter of the Man condemn' d, 
Deſires Acceſs to you. | 

Ang. Hath he a Siſter ? 

Prov. Ay, my good Lord, a virtuous Maid, 
And to be thortly of a Siſter- hood, 
If not already, 

"_ Well, let her be admitted. 
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See you the Fornicatreſs be-remoy'd ; 
Let her have needful, but not layiſh Mears; 
There ſhall be Order fort. 
Enter Lucio and Habella, 
Prov. Save your Honour. | 
* Stay a little while, Mare welcome; what 8 your 
il 
Jab. Tam a woful Suitor to your Honour, 
Pleaſe but your Honour hear me. 
Ang. Well; what's your Suit! 
Jab. There is a Vice that moſt I do abhor, 
And more deſire ſhould meet the Blow of Juſtice, 
For which I would not plead, hut that I muſt 
For which I muſt not plead,, but that I am 
At War 'twixt will, and will not. 
Ang. Well; the Matter: *. 
Jab. I have a-Brotheris condemn'd to die; 
I do'beſeech you let it be his Fault, 
And not my Brother. 
Prov. Heèav'n give thee moving Graces. 
Ang. Condemn the Fault and not the Actor of it? 
Why, every Fault's condemn'd ere it be done. 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Function, | 
To fine the Faults, whoſe Fine ſtand in Record, 
And let go by the Actor. | 
Jab. O juſt, but ſevere Law: 
I had a Brother then; —— Heav'n keep your Honous. 
Lucio, Give't not Oer ſo : To him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his Gown ; 
You are too cold; if you ſhould need a Pin, 
You could not with a more tame Tongue deſire it. 
To 3 Lſay. | 
Iſab. Muſt he needs 5 > 
Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 
Iſab. Yes; I do think that you might 3 . 
And neither Heav'n nor Man grieve at the Mercy. 
Ang. I will not dot. | 
Lab. Put can you if you would? > 
Ang. 1 Look, what | will not, that IT cannot do. 
Jſab. But mig ht you dot, and do the World no Wrong, 
If io your Heart were touch'd with that Re morſe, 


As mine is to him! 7 


Ang. 


ur 


ur. 
im, 


5 


Ong, 


Ang. 


There's many have committed it. 


IT hole many had not darid to do that Exil, 
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Aug. He's ſentene d; tis too late. | 
Lucio. You are too cold. 
Iſab. Too late? why no; I that do ſpeak a Word, 
May call it back again: Well, believe ems, 
No Ceremony that to great ones belongs, 
Not the King's Crown, nor the deputed Sword, 
The Marſhal's Truncheon, nor the Judge's Robe, 
Become them with one half ſo good a Grace 
As Mercy does: If he had been. as you, and Nn 
You would have flipt like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been ſo ſtern. 
Ling. Pray you be gone. 
Iſab. J would to Heay*nl had your poteney, 
And you were Jabel; ſhould it then be thus? $$ 
No; I would tell what *twere to be a judge, F 
And what a Priſoner, | 
Lucio, Ay, touch him; there'sthe Vein, 
Ang. Your Brother i isa. Forfeit of the Law, 
And you but waſte your WINGS: 
Ifab. Alas ! alas! 
Why, all the Souls that were, were Forfeit once; 
And he that might the Vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the Remedy. How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of Judgment, ſhould _ 
But judge you as you are? Oh, think on that, 
And Mercy then will breathe within your Lips, 
Like Man new-made, 
Ang. Be you content, fair Maid, 
It is the Law, not I, condemns your Brother, 
Were he my Kinſman, Brother, or my Son, 
It ſhould be thus with him; he muſt die to Morrow. 
Jab, To Morrow? Oh! chat 's ſudden. 
Spare him, ſpare him : z 
He's not prepar'd for Death: Even for our Kitchens 
© We kill the FW] of Seaſon; ſhall we ſerve Heav n 
© Vo1th lels Reſpect than we do miniſter © 
Jo our g oſs ſelves? Good, good my Lord, berhink you: 
Who is it that have dy d for this Offence ? 
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Lucio, Ay, well laid. | 0 
Ang. The aw hath not been dead, tho' it huh ſlept: 
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If the firſt, that did th Edict infringe, 

Had anfwer'd for his Deed. Now tis awake 
Takes note of what is'done, and like a Prophet, 
Looks in a Glaſs that ſhnews what future Evils, 
Either now, or by Remiſneſs, new conceiv'd, 
And ſo in Progreſs to be hatch'd, and born 


Are now to haye no ſucceſſive degrees, 
But here they live to ende. 
Jab. Yet thew ſome Pity, „ 
Ang. I ſhew it moſt all when I ſhew Juſtice; 
For then I pity thole I do not know - 
Which a ditmils'd Offence would after'pall ; 
And do him Right, that anſwering one toul Wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be ſatished 5; 2 
Your Brother dies to Morrow; be content. 
Iſab. So you mult be the firſt that gives this Sentence, 
And he that ſuffers: Oh, it is excellent 
To have a Giant's Strength; but it is tyrannous 


To uſe it like a Giant. 
Lucio, That's well ſaid. 
Iſab. Could great Men thunder | 

As Jove himſelt does, Jove would neer be quiet; 

Forevery pelting petty Officer 

Would uſe his Heav'n for Thunder 

Nothing but Thunder: Mercitul Heav'n, 

Thou rather with thy ſharp and Sulphurous Bolt 

< Split'ſt the unwedgeable and gnarled Oak, 

c Than the ſoft Mirtle : O but Man! proud Man! 

D Preſt in a little brief Authority, | 

© Moſt Ignorant of what he's molt aſſur'd, 

< His glathe Eſſence, like an angry Ape, 

© Plays fuch fantaſtick Tricks before high Heay'n, 

© As makes the Angels weep; who with our Spleens 


c Wou'dall themſelves laugh mortal. 
Tucio. Oh, to him, to him, Wench; he will relent; 


He's coming: I perceive't. 
Perovu. Pray Heav'n ſhe win him. T ONE | 
Iſab. We cannot weigh our Brother with our ſelf; 
Great Men may jeſt with Saints; tis Wit in them, 
But in the leſs toul Prophanation. : | 
Lucio, Thou'rt right, Girl; more o that. 


5 


Iſab. That in the Captain's but a cholerick Wor 
Which 


ban? tap freer yk em 


Which in the Soldier is flat Blaſphemy. 


ab. Becauſe Authority, tho' it err like others, 


Or Stones, whole Rate are either rich or poor, 


For Jam that way going to Temptation, 


That, lying by the Violet inthe Sun, 


That Modeſty may more betray our Senle, 
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Lucio. Art advis'd o' that? More on't. 
Ang. Why do you put theſe Sayings upon me? 


Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it ſelf, 

That skins the Vice o'th' top. Go to your Boſom, 

Knock there, and ask your Heart what it doth know 

That's like my Brother's Fault; if it confeſs 

A natural Guiltineſs, ſuch as is his, 

Let it not ſound a Thought upon your Tongue 

Againſt my Brother's Life.  _ | 
Ang. She ſpeaks, and tis ſuch Senſe. 

That my Senſe breeds with it. Fare.you well. 

ſab. Gentle, my Lord, turn back. 
Ang. I will bethink me: Come again to Morrow. 
Jab. Hark, how I'll bribe you: Good my Lord turn back. | 
Ang. How? Bribe me ? 5 If 
Jab. Ay, with ſuchGitts that Heay'n ſhall ſhare wich vou { , 
Lucio. You had marr'd all elſe. | 1 

Iſab. Not with fond Sickles of the teſted Gold, 1 


As Fancy values them; but with true Prayers, _ 
That ſhall be up at Heav'n, and enter there | 
Ere Sun riſe: Frayers from preſerved Souls, 


From faſting Maids, whoſe Minds are dedicate ts 

To nothing Temporal. | 1 
Ang. Well; come to me to Morrow. % 
Lucio. Go to; tis well; away. 1 
Iſab. Heav'n keep your Honour ſafe. i 
Ang. Amen. | a 


Where Prayers croſs, 
1/ab. At what Hour to Morrow 
Shall I attend your Lordſhip ? 
Ang. At any time fore Noon. | 
Iſab. Save your Honour. [Ex. Lucio, Itabella, C Prov. 
Ang. From thee ; even from thy Virtue, 
What's this? What's this? Isthis her Fault, or mine? 
The Tempter, or the Tempted, who fins moſt 2 Ha ? 
Not ſhe ; nor doth the tempt; but it is I, 


Does as the Carrion does, not as the Flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous dealon. Can it be, 
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| Iban Woman's Lightneſs? Having waſte Ground enough 
Shall we deſire the raze the Sanctu. ry, t 
And pitch our Evils there? Oh fie, he, fie; 

Wat doſt thou? Or what art thou, Angelo? 

Doſt thou deſire her fouly, for thoſe things 

That make her good? O let her Brother li ve 
Thieves for their Robbery have Authority, 

When Judges ſteal themſelves. What! do I love her, 
That I deſire to hear her ſpeak again, 

And feaſt upon her Eyes? What ist I dream on? 

Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, 
With Sairts doſt bait thy Hook! Moſt dangerous 

Is that Temptation, that doth goad us on | 

To Sin, in loving Virtue; never could the Strumpet, 
With all her double Vigour, Art, and Nature, 

Once ſtir my Temper : But this virtuous Maid 
Subdues me quite; even till now. 

When Men were fond, I ſmil'd, and wondred how. Exit. 

SCENE In, AP rijfer.: 

Enter Duke habited like a Friar, and Trout. 
Duke. Hail to you, Proveſt; lo I think you are. 
Prov, I amthe Provoſt ; what's four Will, good Friar ? 
Duke, Bound by my Charity, and my bleſt Order, 

I come to viſit the afflicted Spirits 

Here in the Priſon; do me the common Right 
To let me fee them, and to make me know 
The nature of their Crimes; that I may miniſter 


S 


To them accordingly. 
Prev. I would do m 


| Enter Juliet. 
Look here comes one; a Gentlewoiman of mine, 
Who falling in the Flaws of her own Youth, 
Hath bliſter d her Report, She is with Child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd: A young Man 
More fit to do another ſuch:O Fence, | 
Than die for this. e 
Duke, When muſt he die? 
Prev. As I do think, to Morrow. 
J have provided for you: ſtay a while, 

And you fhall be conducted. ; | 
Duke, Repent you, fair one, of the Sin you carry ? 
Juli⸗t. I do; and bear the Shame more patiently. 

Duke. I'll teach you how you ſhall arraign your Con- 
And try your Penitence, if it be ſound. [ ſcience, 
Or hollowly put on. c Juliet, 


ore than thats, if more were needſul. 
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Juliet, Vl gladly learn. 3 8 
Dube. Love you the Man that wrong'd you? 
Juliet. Ves, as I love the Woman that wrong' d him. 
Dale. So then it ſeems your moſt offenceful Act 
Was mutuallyfcommittec. | 
Juliet. Mutually. Fe 0 | 
Duke, Then was your Sin of heavier kind than his- 
Juliet. | do confeſs it, and repent it, Father. 
Dake, Tis meet ſo, Daughter: but leaſt do you repent 
As that the Sin hach brought you to this Shame, 
Which Sorrow's always tow'rds ourſelves not Heav'n, 
Showing we d not ſpare Heay'n, as we love it, 
But as we ſtand in fear. 
Juliet, 1 do repent me, as it is an Evil, 
And take the Shame with Joy. n 
Dube. There reſt. | BY 
Your Partner, as | hear, muſt die to Morrow, 
k. And I am going with inſtruction to him; 
Grace go with you; Bened icie. 1 
Juliet. Muſt die to Morrow! Oh injurious Love, 
That reſpites me a Life, whoſe very comfort 
ö Is ſtill a dying Horror! | 
Prov, I is pity of him, [ Exeunte 
SCENE IY.. Tb» Palace | 
Enter Angelo. | 
Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To ſeveral Subjects: 'Heay'n hath my empty Words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my Tongue, * 
ul. Anchors on Habe]: Heay'n's in my Mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his Name, 
And in my Heart the ſtrong and ſwelling Evil 
Of my Conception: The State whereon I ſtudied 
Is like a good thing, bein; often read. 
Grown fear'd, and tedious; yea my Gravity, 
Wherein (let no Man hear me) I. take pride, 
Could I, with boot, change for an idle Plume 
Which the Air beats for vain: Oh Place! oh Form! 
How often doſt thou wiſh thy Calc, thy Habit, 
Wrench Awe from Fools, and tie the wiſer Souls 
| To thy falſe leeming ? Blood, thou art Blood: 
2 Let's write good Angel on the Devil's Horn; 
N is not the Devil's Creſt How now? who's there 2? 


Con- E᷑nter Servant. 
ence, Serv. One Iſabel, a Siſter deſires Acceſs to you. 
iet. 8 B 2 | | Ang. 
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Ang. Teach her the Way, — Ex. .Serv.] Oh He 

Why doth my Blood thus muſter to my Heart, 

Making both it unable for itſelf, 

And diſpoideſhng all my other Parts. : 

Of neceſſary fitneſs ? . Lg | 

hrongs with one that ſwoons; 


So play the fooliſh T 
Come all to help him, and ſo ſtop the Air 


By which he ſhould reyive; and even fo 
The general Subjects to a well-wiſht King, : 
Quit their own part, and in obſequious Fondneſs 
Crowd to his Preſence, where their untaught Love 
Muſt needs appear Off:nce. How now, fair Maid? 
WEIS: i es 


Iſab. Jam come to know your Pleaſure ? 


ay Ns! 


Ane. That j ou might know it, would much better pleaſe 
Than to demand what tis; you Brother cannot live. me, 
Iſab. Even lo? — Heay'n keep your Honour. [ Geings 
Ang. Yet may he live awhile; and it may be 
As long as you or I; yet he muſt die. 
Jab. Under your Sentence? 


Ang. Yea. | 0 
Iſab. M hen, I beſeech you? that, in his Reprieve, 


Longer or ſhorter, he may be ſo fitted, 
J hat his Soul ficken not. | 
Ang. Ha? fie, theſe filthy Vises! it were as good 
- To pardon him, that hath from Nature ſtol' n 
A Man already made, as to reinit 
Their {awey Sweetneſs, that do- coin Heav'n's Image 
In Stamps that are for bid? tis all as eaſiee 
Falſely to take away a Life true made: 
As to put Mettle in reſtrained means, 
To MIR af on | 
Jſab. Tis ſet down fo in Heav'n, but not in Earth, 
Ans. Say you 10? Then I ſhall poze you quickly. 
W bich had you rather, that the moſt juſt Law 
Now took your Brother's Life; or to redeem him, 
Give up your Body to ſuch ſweet Uncleannels 


As ſhe that he hath ſtain'd ? 


Iſab. Sir, believe this. g 
I had rather give my Body than my Soul. 
Ang. I talk not of your Soul; our compell'd 
Stand more for Number than Accompt. 
Iſab. How lay you? | | | 
Ang: Ray, PU not warrant that; for I can ſpack 


Sins 


Again 


ie 
ies 


the 


Againſt the thing I ſay, Anſwer to this: 
I, now the Voice of the recorded Law, 
Pronounce a Sentence of your Brother's Life: 
Might there not be a Charity in Sin, 1 
To fave this Brother's Life? mak 5 
Jab. Pleaſe your to do't, 1 
I' take it as a Peril to my Sou! ; 
It is no Sin at all, but Charity. 
Ang. Fleas'd you to do't at Peril of your Soul. 
Were equal poize of Sin and. Charity. | 
Jjab. That I do beg his Lite, if it be Sin, 
Heav'n let me bear it; you granting of my Suit; 
If that be Sin, I'll make it my Morn-pray'r, 


Jo have it added to the Faults of mine, 


And nothing of your Anſwer, Ry 
Ang. Nay, but hear me: | | 
Your Senſe purſues not mine: Either you are ignorant, 

Or leem lo, craft ly; and that's not good, 
Jab. Let me be ignorant, and in rothing good, 
But graciouſly to know I am no bet: er. 


, 


Ang. Thus Wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 
W hen it doth tax itſelf: © As theſe black Matiques 8 
© Proclaim an en- ſhield Beauty ten times louder 
© Than Beauty could diſplay'd.“ But mark me, 
To be received plain, I'll ſpeak more groſs, 
Your Brother is to die. | 
Jab. Sa. 3 
Ang. And his Offence is ſo, as it appears, 
Accountant to the Law upon that pain. 
Fad, I ris © TY 
Ang. Admit no other way to fave his Life, 
As 1 tubicribe not that, nor any other, | 
But in the luſs of Queikion, that you, his Siftcr, _ 
Finding yourſelf defir'd of ſuch a Perſon, 
W hole Credit with the Judge, or own great Place, 
Could fetch. your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-holding Lav ; and that there were 
No-earthly Mean te fave him, but that either 
You niuſt lay dowa the Treaſures of your Body, 
To this ſuppos'd, or elle to let him ſuffer; 
What wauld you do? og ag Fe 
Iſab. As much ror my poor Brother as myſelf; 
That is, were I under the Terms of Death, 
Th' Impreſſion of keep Whips jr wear as Rubies, 
. | *F3 > 
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And ſtrip myſelf to Death, as to a Bed, 
That longing I've been ſick for, ere I'd yield 
My Body up to Shame. | 
Ang. Then muſt your Brother die. 
1jab. And 'twere the cheaper way; 
Better it were a Brother dy'd at once, 
Than that a Siſter, by redeeming him, 
Should die for eyer. | PAs „ 
Ang. Were not you then as eruel as the Sentence 
That you have ſlander'd ſoꝛͥꝛn 
Jab. Ignominy in Ranſom, and free Pardon, 
. Are of two Houſes; lawful Mercy | 
Is nothing kin to foul Redemption, | 
Ang. You ſeem'd of late to make the Law a Tyrant, 
And rather prov'd the ſliding of your Brother 
A Meriment than a Vice. 
Jab. Oh pardon me, my Lord; it olt falls out, 
To have what we would have, we ſpeak not 1 we 
| means 
I ſomething do excuſe the thing I hate, | 
For his Advantage that I dearly love. 
Ang. We are all frail 5 
Ieb. Elſe let my Brother die. 
© If not a Feodary but only he 
© Owe, and ſucceed by Weakneſs. 
Ang. Nay, Women are frail too. - | 
I/ab. Ay, as the Glaſſes where they view themſelves ; 
W hich are as eaſy broke as they make Forms. 
Women! Help Heav'n; Men their Creation mar 
© In profiting by them: Nay, call us ten times frail z 
© For we are ſoft, as our Complexions are, 1 
And credulous to falſe Prins. 
Ang. I think it well; 
And trom this Teſtimony of your own Sex, | 
Since I ſuppoſe we're made to be no ſtronger 1 
Than Faults may ihake our Frames, let me be bold; 
I do arreſt your Wends: Be that you are, 
Thbat is, a Woman; if you be more, you re none. 
If you be one, as you are well expreſt 
By all external Warrants, ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. 


Let me intreat you ſpeak the former Language. 


— — 


* 
\ 
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iſab. I have no Tongue but one; gentle my Lord, 


1 Am. Painly conceive I love you. | 
W fad 1 | Jab. 
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be 


My Words exprets my purpoſe. 


Iſab. My Bother did love Juliet; 


nd you tell me that he ſhall die for it. 


Ang. He ſhall not, Iſabel, if you give me Love. 
Iſab. | know your Virtue hath a Licence in't, 
Which ſeems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others, _ 5 

Ang. Believe me on mine Honour, 

Jab. Ha! Little Honour to be much believ'd, 
And moſt pernicious Purpoſe | Seeming, deeming. 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for't : 

Sion me a preſent Pardon for my Brother, 


Or with an out- ſtretch'd Throat I'll tell the World 


Aloud what Man thou art. | 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Iſabel ? 

My unſoil'd Name, th' Auſtererels of my Life, 
My Vouch againſt you, and wy Place i'th' State, 
Will do your Aceulation over-weizh, 

That you ſhall ſtifle in your own Report, 

And imell of Calumny. I-have begun, 


And now 1 give my ſenſual Race the Rein; 


Fit thy Conſent to my marp Appetite, 

Lay by all Nicety, and prolixious Bluſhes 

That baniſh what they ſuè for: Redeem thy Brother 
By yielding up thy Body to my Will; 

Or elle he muit not only die the Death, 

But thy Unkindneſs ſhall his Death draw out 

To lingring SuFerance. Anſwer me to Morrow, 

Or by th' Affection that now guides me moſt, 


III prove a Tyrant to him. As for you, | 
Say what you can, my falle o'erweighs your true. ¶ Ext. 


Jab. To whom ſhould I complain ? Did I tell this, 
Who would believe m2 ? O perilous Mouths, 
That bear in them one and the ſel-lame Tongue, 
Either of Condemnation or Approof: | 
© Bidding the Law make Curtſie to their Will, 

* Hooking both Right and Wrong to th'- Appetite, 

© To follow as it draws.” I'll to my Brother; 

Tho' he hath fallen by Prompture of the Blood, 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a Mind of Honour, 

That had he twenty Heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody Blocks, h'd yield them up; 

Before his Siſter ſhould: her Body ſtoop | 

To ſuch abhor'd et” 
8 4 
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32 MxASURE for MEASURE. 
Then Iſabel live chaſte, and Brother die; | 
Mere than our Brother is our Chaſtity, 

I' tell him yet of Angelos Requeſt, _ 1 
And fit his Mind to Death for his Soul's Reſt, [Ex l. 


e eee eee 
. SCENE I. 


SCENE The Priſon, 
Fnter Duke, Claud io, and Provoit, 
Du be. O, then you hope of Pardon from Lord Angelo? 
1 Claud. The milerable have no other Medicine 
Put only Hope: | ve-hope to live, and am prepar'd to die. 
Duke, Ee abſolute tor Death; either Death or Life 
Shall thereby he the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with Life; 
If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing 
J hat none but Fools would keep; a Breath thou art, 
Servile to all the Skiey Influences; *> 
J hat doſt this Habitat ion where thou keep'ſt 
Hourly afflict: Meerly thou art Death's Fool; 
For bim thou lahour'ſt by thy Might to ſhun, | 
And yet rujn'it tow'rd him till.“ Thou art nor noble: 
For all th' Accommodations that thou bear ſt .,. 
Are nurs'd by Baſeneſs: Thou'rt by no means valiant; 
For thou doſt ſear the ſoft and tender Fork | 
Ofa poor Worm. Thy beit of Reſt is Sleep, 
Ard that thou oft? provok'it, yet groſly fear ſt 
Thy Death, which is no more. I hou'rt not thy ſelf, 
For thou cxi{t it on many a thouland Grains 
That itiue out of Duſt. Happy thou art not; | 
For M hat thou haſt not, ſt ill thou ſtriv'ſt to get, 1 
And what thou bait, forgett'ſt. Thou art not certain, | 
For thy Complexion ſhifts to ſtrange Effects, c 
_ © Aiter the Moon.“ If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 2: 
For like an Aſs, whoſe Back with Ingots bows, 


1 hou hear'ſt thy heavy Riches but a journey, ] 
And Death unloadeth thee. Friend haſt thou none; 
For thine own Bowels, which do call thee Sire, 

T he meer Effuſion of thy proper Loins, ö 
Do cu ſe the Gut, Serpigo and the Rheum, : 


For ending thee no ſooner, Thou haſt nor Youth,norAge; 
+ ut, as it were, an aſter-dinner's Sleep, 


Dreaming on both; for all thy bleſſed Youth | 


Becomes 


88 


Of palſied-Eld; and when thou'rt old, and rich, 


Thou haſt neither Heat, Affection, Limb, nor Beauty 
To make thy Riches pleaſant. What's yet in this | 


That bears the Name of Life? Yet in this Life 

Lye hid more thouſand Deaths; yet Death we tear, 

That makes theſe Odds all Even. | 
Claud. ] humbly thank you. 

To ſue toliye, I find I [eek to die, 


. ſeeking Death, ſind Life: Let it come on, 


| Enter Iſabella. : 
Jab. What hoa ? Peace here, Grace and good Company. 
Prov. Who's there? Come in: The Wiſh deterycs a 


Welcome, 2 TX | 
Dube. Dear Sir, ere long I'll viſit you again. 
Claud. Moſt holy Sir, 1 thank you. | 
Jab. My buſineis is a Word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. LookSignior, here s your siſter. 
Duke. Proveſt, a Word with you. 3 
Prov, As many as you pleaſe, ; ; 
Duke. Bring them to ſpeak where I may be conceal a, 


yet hear them. [Exeunt Duke and Provoſt- 


Claud. Now, Siſter, what's the Comfort? 
Jſab. Why, 


As all Comforts are; moſt good, moſt good indeed : 


Lord Angel» having Affairs to Heav'n, 
Intends you for a {wift Ambaſſador; 
M here you hail be an everiaſting Lieger ; 
To Morrow you ſet on. 5 
Claud, Is there no Remedy? , _ 3 
Iſab. None, but ſuch Remedy, as to {aye a Head 
To ceave a Heart intwain. c 
Claud. But is there any? | 
Jſab. Yes, Brother, you may live: 
There is a deviliſh Mercy in the Judge; 
If you'll implore it, that will free your Life, 
But fetter you till Death. .. 
Claud. i erpetual Durance? LE 
Jab. Ay juſt, perpetual Durance, a Reſtraist, 
Tho' all the World's Vaſtidity you had. 


I herefore your belt Appointment make with ſpeed, 


— 


Toa determin'd Scope. 


Claud. But in what Nature? 
Jab. In ſuch acne, as yuu.conſerting to t,, wr 
3 Would! 
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Becomes as aged, and doth beg the Alms 
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Would bark your Honour from that Lurk 10 bear, 
And leave you naked. 
Claud. Let me know the Point. 
Jab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio, and I quake, 
Leſt thou a fev* rous Life ſhou'dſt entertain, 
And fix or ſeven Winters more reſpect 
J han a perpetual Honour. Dar'ſt thou die? > 
The Senſe of Death is moſt in Apprehenſicn, 
And the poor Beetle that we tread upon, 
In corporal Sufference finds a Pang as greats 
As when a Giant dies. | 
Claud. Why give you me this Shame? 


. Thirk you I can a Reſolution fetch 0 


From flow'ry Tenderneſs? If I muſt die, 
I will encounter Darknels as a Bride, © 
And hug it in mine Arms. 

Jab. There ake my Brother; there my Father's Gave 
oil utter forth a Voice. Yea, thou muſt die: 
Thou art too noble to conſei ve a Life | 
In baſe Appliances. This'outward ſainted Deputy, 
M hoſe ſettled Viſage and deliberate Word _ 
Nips Youth i'th' Head, and Follies doth emmew, 
As Faulcon doth the Fowl, is yet a Devil: 

His Filth within being caſt, he would appear 
A Pond as deep as Hell. 

Claud. The Princely Angelo? 

Jjab. Oh tis the cunnirg Livery of Hell, 
The damned'ſt Body to inveſt and cover 


In Princely Gũards. Doſt thou think, Claudio, 


It I would yield him my. Virginity, 


I hou might'it be freed ? 


Claud. Oh Heav'ns, it cannot be! 
Iſab. Ves, he would give't thee; from this rank Offenes 
So to offend him ſtill. This Night the time 
That I ſhould do what I'abhdr to name, 
Or elſe thou dy*ſt'ro Morrow. 
Claud. '1hou ſhalt not do*t. = 
Jſab. Oh, were it but my Life, 
Ifd throw.it down for your Deliverance 
As frarkly as a Pin. 5 
Claud. Thanks, dear Jabel. 
| fab. Be ready, Claudio, for your Death to Morrow. 
Claud. Yes, Has he Affections in him, 
T hat thus can make him bite the Law by the Noſe, "Wh 
en 


„ ˙ ord ett. 


V 
B 
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When he would force it? Sure it is no Sin; 
Or of, the deadly ſeven ĩt is the-leaſt. 
Jah. Which is the leaſt? | 
Claud. If it were damnable, he being ſo wiſe, 
Why would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin d? Oh Jabel! 
Jab. What ſays my Brother? 
Claud. Death is a fearful thing, 
Jab. And ſhamed Life a hateful. | 
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where: 
To lye in cold Obſtruction, and to rot; 7 
This ſenſihle warm Motion, to become 
A kneaded Clod; and the delighied Spirit 
To bathe in fiery Floods, or to reſide ; 
Tn thrilling Regions of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds, 
And blown with reſtleſs Violence round about 
The pendant World; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain Thought 
Imagine howling ; tis too horrible! L 
The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly Life, 
That Age, Ach, Penury, and Impriſonment 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we fear of Death. 
Vab. Alas! alas! 
Claud. Sweet Siſter, let me live. ä 
What tin you do to ſave a Brother's Life, 
Nature ditpente with the Deed lo far, 
That it becomes a Virtue. TOY 
Jab. O you Beaſt! _ | 
Oh faithleſs Coward ! oh diſhoneſt Wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a Man out of my Vice? 
Is't not a kind of Inceſt, to take Life 
From thine own Siſter's Shame 2 What ſhould I think? 
Heav'n ſhild my Mother plaid my Father fair: 
For ſuch a warped (lip of Wilderneſs 
Ne'er iſſu'd from his Blood. Take my Defiance, 
Die, periſh ! Might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy Fate, it ſhould proceed. 
I'll pay a thouſand Prayers for thy Death; 
No Word to lave thee, 
Claud. Nay, hear me, Jabel. 
Za. 0h; Be, et 
Thy Sin's not accidental, but a Trade; 
B 6 Merey 
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Mercy to thee would prove it ſelf a Bawd ; 
Tis beſt that thou dy'ſt quickly. 

Claud. O hear me, /ſabella. 
3 Enter Duke and Provoſt. 
Duke. Vouchſaie a Word, young Siſter, but one Word. 
Jſab. What is your Will 2 n 
Duke, Might you dilpenſe with your Leiſure, I would 
by and by have ſome Speech with you: The Satisfaction 
I would require, is likewiſe your own Benet, 
Jab. I have no ſuperfluous Leiſure; my ſtay muſt be 
ſtolen out of other Affairs: But I will attend you a while. 
Duke. Son, I have over- heard what hath paſt between you ' 
and your Siſter. Angelo had never the Purpoſe to corrupt 
her; only he hath made an Eſſay of her Virtue, to prac- 

tile his Judgment with the Diſpoſition of Natures. She, 
having the truth of Honour in her, hath made him that 
gracious Denial, which he is moſt glad to receive: I am 
Confeffor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; there- 
fore prepare your ſelf to Death. Do not ſatisfe your Re- 

_ tolution with Hopes that are fallable ; to Morrow you 
muſt die; go to your Knces, and make ready. 
Claud. Let me ask my Siſter Pardon; I am fo out of 
love with Life, that I will ſue to be rid of it. [ Exit Claud. 
Dube. Hold you there; farewel. Pr. veſt, a Word with | 
Fol *- © 


Ir v. What's your Will, Father? | 
Dake. That now you are come, you will be gone; leave 


mea while with the Maid; my Mind promiles with my 
Habit, no loſs thall touch her by my Company. 


Prov. In good time. Exit Prov. \ 
Dake. The Hand that hath made you fair, hath made i 
you good; the Goodnels that is cheap in Beauty, makes 1 
Beauty brief in Goodreſs; but Grace being the Soul of \ 
vour Complexion, ſhall keep the Body of it ever fair ; \ 


the Aſſault that Angelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 
convey'd tomy Underſtanding ; and but that Frailty hath ] 
Examples for his Falling, I ſhould wonder at Angels: t 
How will you do to content this Subſtitute, and to laye { 
your Brother? E 5 5 

Jab. am now going to reſolve him: I had rather my ( 
Prether dic by the Law, than my on ſhould be unlaw- f 

fuily horn. Put, ch; how much is the gcod Duke de- 

ceiycd in Angelo: If ever he return, and | can ſpeakto 

him, Iwill open my Lips in yain, or dilcoyer his Go- n 

vernment. e . 
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Duke. That ſhall not be much amiſs; yet, as the Matter 
now ſtands, he will avid your Accuſation; He made 
Tryal of you only. Therefore faſten your Ear on my Ad- 
viſings, to the Love I have in doing good; a Remedy 
preſents it ſelf, I do make my {elf helieve that you may 
moſt uprighteouſly do a poor wronged Lady a merited Be- 


nefit; redeem your Brother from the angry Law; do no 


Stain to your own gracious Perſon, and much plealc the 
abſent Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever return to have 
hearing of this Buſineſs, | | 
1/ab. Let me hear you ſpeak, Father: I have Spirit to 
do any thing that appears nat foul in the Truth of my Spirit. 
Duke. Virtue is hold, and Goodneſs never fearful: Have 


* 


you not heard ſpeak of Mariana, the Siſter of 1 rederick, 


the great Soldier, who miſcarry'd at Sea? | 
Jab. I have heard of the Lady, and good Words went 


with her Name. 


Dae. She ſhould this Angelo have marry d; was affian- 
ced to her by Oath, and the Nuptials appointed: Between 
which time of the Contract, and limit of the Solemnity, her 
Brother Frederick was wreckt at Sea, having in that periſh'd 


Veſſel the Dowry of his Siſter. But mark how heavily this 


befel to the poor Gentlewoman there ſhe loſt a noble and 
renowned Brother, in his Love toward her ever moſt kind 
and natural; with him the Portion and Sine w of her For- 
tune, her Marriage-dowry ; with both, her Combinate- 
husband, this well-ſeeming Angelo. „ 

Jſab. Can this be ſo? Did Angel: ſo leave her? 

Duke. Left her in her Tears, and dry d not one of them 
with his Comfort; ſwallowed his Vows whole, pretend- 
ing in her Diſcoveries of Diſhonour : In few Words, be- 


ſtowed ber on her own Lamentation, which ſhe yet 
wears for his fake; and he, a Marble to her Tears, is 
waſhed with them, but relents not. 


tab. What a Merit were it in Death to take this poor 
Maid from the World ! What Corruption in this Lite, 


that it will let this Man live! But how out of this can 


the avail 2 


Dale. It is a Rupture that you may eafi'y heal; and the 
Cure of it not only ſaves your Brother, but keeps you 


from D iſhonour in doing it, 
Jſab. Shew me how, good Father. | | 
Duke, I his fore-nam'd Maid hath yet in her the Conti- 
nuance of her-firſt Affection: his unjuſt Unkindnels, that 
| | | in 
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In all Reaſon ſhould have quenched her Love, hath, like 


an Impediment in the Current, made it more violent and 
unruly. Go you to Angelo, anſwering his requiring with 


à plauſible Obedience: agree with his Demands: to the 
point : Only, refer your felf to this Advantage; firſt, that 
gout ſtay with him may not be long; that the Time may 
ave all Shadow and Silence in it; and the Place anſwer 
to Convenience. This being granted, in Courſe now, 
follows all; Me ſhall advite this wronged Maid to ſtead 
up your Appointment, go in your Place; if the Encoun- 
ter acknowledge it felt hereafter, it may compel him to 
her Recompence ; and here, by this your Brother ſayed, 
your Honour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and 
the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid will J frame, and 
make fit for his Attempt: If yon think well to carry this, 
as you may, the doubleneſs of the Benefit defends th 
Deceit from Reproof. What think you of it? 47 
Jab. The Image of it gives me Content already, and I 
truſt it will grow to a moſt proſperous Perſection. | 
Dake. It lyes much in your holding up; haſte you ſpee- 
dily to Angels; it for this Night he intreat you to his 


Bed, give him Promiſe of Satisfaction. I will prelently 


to St. Zuke's; there at the moated Grange reſides this de- 

jected Mariana; at that place call upon me, and difpatch 

with Angelo, that it may be quickly. : 

ab. I thark you for this Comfort: Fare you well, 

good Father. | 4 Exit. 
Euter Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no Remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and fell Men and Women like Beaſts, we 
mall have all the World drink brown and white Bit ard. 
Duke. Oh Heavn's ? what ſtuff is here? 7 
own. *T was never merry World ſince of two Uluries 
the merrieſt was put down, and the worl-r allow'd by 


Order of Law, a furr'd Gown to keep him warm; and 


furr'd with Fox and Lambs-skins too, to ſigniſie that 
Craft being richer than Inrocency, ſtands for the facing. 
Elb. Come your way, Sir; Bleſs you, good Father 
Friar. | 1 | 
Dube, And you, good Brother Father; what Offence 
hatb this Man made you, Sir? _ : 
Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the Law; and, Sir, 
we take him to be a Thief too, Sir; for we have found 
upon him, Sir, a ſtrange Pick- luck, which we have {-nt 
to the Deputy. s | Duke, 


_y 
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' Dake. Fie, Sirrah, a Bawd, a. wicked Bawd ; 
The Evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Do thou but th nk 
What tis to cram a Many, or cloath a Back 
From ſuch a filthy Vice: Say to thy ſelf 
From their abominable and beaſtly Touches, 
J drink, Ieat away my (elf, and live. | 
Canſt thon belieye thy Living is a Life, 

So ſtinkingly depending? Go mend, go mend. 
Clown. Indeed it does ſtink in fome tort, dir: 
But yet, Sir, I would prove - | 
| Dake, Nay, if the Devil have given thee Proofs for Sin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to Priſon Officer; 

Correction and Inſtruction muſt both work, 


| Ere this rude Beaſt will profit. 


Elb. He muſt before the Deputy, Sir; he has given bim 
Warning; the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-maſter; if 
he be a Mhoremonger, and comes before him, he were 
as good go a Mile on his Errand, 3 

Hue. That we were all, as ſome would ſeem to be, 
Free from all Faults, as Faults from ſeeming free. | 
Enter Lucio. by 

© Elb, His Neck will come to your Waſte, a Cord, Sir. 

Clown, I ſpy Comfort; I cry Bail: Here's a Gentle- 
man, and a Friend of mine, | | 
Lucio, How now, noble Pompey? What, at the Wheels 


of Cz/ar? art thou led in Triumph? What, is there nane 


of Pigmalion's Images newly made Women to be had now, 
for putting the Hand in the Pocket, and extracting it 
© cloutch'd ? What Reply? Hay? What ſay'ſt thou to 
© this Tune, Matter and Method? Is't not drown'di th* 
© laſt Rain? Ha? What ſay'ſt thou, Trot ? Is the World 
* as it was, Man? Which is the Way? Is it ſad, and few 
© Words? Or how? The Trick of it? 

© Dake, Still thus, and thus; ſtall worſe ? 

Lucio, How doth my dear Morſel, thy Miſtreſs? Pro- 
cures ſhe ſtll? Ha? | 


Clown, Troth, Sir, ſhe hath eaten up all the Beef, and 


Me is her ſelf in the Tub. | 
Lucio, Why, tis good; it is the right of it; it muſt b 
ſo. Ever your freſh Whore, and your powder'd Bawd, 


an unſhunn'd Conſequence, it muſt be ſo, Art going to 


Priſon, Pompey ? 
Clown, Yes, Faith, Sir. ES 
Tuc ic. 
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Tuclo. Why, tis not amiſs, Pompey : Farewell: Go, ſay 
I ſent thee thither ; for Debt, Pompey ? Or how? 

Elb. For being a Bawd, for being a Bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then impriſon him; if Impriſonment be the 
due of a Bawd, Why, *tis his right. Bawd is he doubtleſs, 
and of Antiquity too; Bawd born. Farewell, good Pom - 
pey : Commend me to the Priſon, Pompey; you will turn 
good Husband now, Pempey; you will keep the Houle, 
1 "i I hope, Sir, your good Worſhip will be my 

Sh | | | 

Lucio. No indeed will I not, Pompey ; it is not the wear; 
I will pray, Pempey, to encreale your Bondage, it ) ou 
take it not patiently: Mhy, your Mettle is the more: 
Adieu, truſty Pompeh. - . _ | 
Bleis you, Friar. | 

W 
Tucio. Does Bridget paint fill, Pompey? Ha! 
Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come, 

Clown. You will not bail me then, Sir ? 

Tucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What News abroad, 
f . 

Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Tucic. Go to Kennel, Pompey, go: 1 
| [ Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What News, Friar, of the Duke ? | 5 

VDule. I know none: Can you tell me of any? 

Zucio. Some ſay, he is with the Emperor of Ruſſia; 
other ſome, he is in Rome: Put where is he, think 
vou? * f „ es 
: Duc. I know not where ; but whereſoever, I wiſh 
. ee e I 
Taucio. It was a mad fantaſtica] Trick of him, to ſteal 
from the State, and ulurp the Peggary. he was never 


born to. Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his Abſence; 


he puts Tranſgreſſion tot. : 

Duke, He does well in't. > 

Zucic. A little more Lenity to Leachery would do no 
harm in him; ſomething too crabbed that way, Iriar. 

Duke. It is too general a Vice, and Severity muſt cure 
its. 3 3 : : | 
Tucis. Yes, in good ſocth, the Vice is of great Kin- 
dred ; it is well aliy,/d; but it is impoſible to extirp it 
quite, F iar, till eating and drinking be put down, I hey 
lay, this Angelo was net male. by Man and Woman, at- 

| 5 | ter 
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ter this downright way of Creation; is it true, think 
you?? 3 | 
Duke. How ſhould he be made then? 
Lucio. Some report, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was begot between two Stock- fihes. But it is 
certain, that when he makes Water, his Urine is con- 


< geal'd Ice; that I know to be true; and he i; a Motion 


* gencrative ; that's infallible, _ 

Duke, You are pleaſant, Sir, and ſpeak apace. 

Lucio, Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, © for 
© the Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to take away the Life of 
© a Man? Would the Duke that is abſent have done this? 
Ere he would have hang'd a Man for the getting a hun- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paid for the nurſing a thou- 
ſand. He had ſome feeling of the Sport, he knew the 
Service, and that inſtructed him to Mercy, - 

Dule. I never heard the abſent Duke much detected 
for Woman; he was not inclin'd that way. | 

Lucie, Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'de 

Duke. Tis not poſſihle. | | 

Zucio. Who, not the Duke? Yes, your Beggar of 
fity ; and his uſe was, to put a Ducket in her Clack-diſh ; 


the Duke had Crotchets in him. He would be drunk 
too, that let me inform you. | | 


Duke, You do him wrong ſurely. | 
Tucio. Sir, | was an Inward of his; a ſhy-Fellow was 
the Duke; and I believe I know the Caule of his with- 
drawing. * | 

Duk:, What, pr'ythee, might be the Cauſe ? _ 

Lucio, No; Pardon: Tis a Secret muſt be lockt with- 
in the Teeth and the Lips; but this I can let you under- 
ſtand, the greater File of the Subject held the Duke to he 
wilt, | ET, EY 
Dake. Wiſe 2 Why no queſtion but he was. 

Lucio. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing Fel- 


Dake, Either this is Envy in you, Foll y, or Miſtaking : 


The very ſtream of his Lite, and the Buſineſs he hath hel- 


med, muſt upon a warranted need give him a better Pro- 
clamation. Let him be but teſtimonied in his own bring- 
ings forth, and he ſhall appear to the envious a Scholar, 


a Stateſman, and a Soldier; therefore you ſpeak unskilful- 


ly; orit your Knowledge be more, it.is much darken'd 


in your Malice. 
Lucio, 
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Tacio. Sir, I knogy him, and I love him. 

_ Dake. Love talks with better Knowledge, and Know- 
ledge with dear Love. | 

Tucio. Come, Sir, I know what | know. | 

. ae Ian hardly believe that, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeak. But if ever the Duke return, as our Pray- 
ers are he may, let me deſire you to make your Anſwer 
before him: If it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you have 
Courage to maintain it.; I am bound to call upon you, 
and I pray you your Name ? 

Lucio. Sir, my Name is Lucio, well known'to the 


Dae. He ſhall know you better, Sir, if I may live to 
report you, SY my 
Tucio. I fear you not. 

Dule. O, you hope the Duke will return no more; or 
vou imagine me too unhurtiul an Oppoſite; but indeed 
I can do you little harm: You'll foriwear this a- 

ain? | | ys 

Lucio. I'll be hang'd firſt: Thou art deceiy'd in me, 


Friar. But no more of this. Canft thou tell if Claudio 


die to Morrow, or no? 
Duke. M by ſhould he die, Sir? 


Lucio. Why? to filling a Bottle with a Tun-diſh: 


© would. the Duke we talk of were returnd again; this 
© ungenitur'd Agent will unpeople the rovince with Con- 
* tinency. Sparrows muſt not build in his Houie-eves, be- 
© cauſe they are letcheraus, . The Duke yet would have 
© dark Deeds da kly anfwered; he would never bring them 
©to light; would he were return'd. Marry this Claudia 
Cis condemmed for untruffing.* Farewel, good Friar, I 
pr'ythee pray for me: The Duke, I fay to-thee again, 
would eat Mutton on Fridays. He's now paſt it; yet, 
and [I ſay to thee, he would mouth with a Beggar, tho ſhe 
melt of brown Bread and Garlick: Say, that I laid fo : 
Farewell, Exit. 
Duke. No Might nor Greatneſs in Mortality | 
Can cenſure ſcape: Back-wounding Calumny 
The whiteſt Virtue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong 
Can tie the Gall up inthe ſlanderous Tongue? 
But who comes here? | | 
Enter Eltalus, Provoſt and Bawd. 
Eſcal. Go, away with her to Priſon. 
Bamd. Good my Lord, he good to me: your Honour is 
accounted a mercitul Man: Good my Lord, Eſcal, 
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Eſcal. Double and treble Admonition, and ſtill forſeit 
in'the fame kind 2 This would make Mercy ſwear, and 
play the Tyrant, | 
Prov. A Bawd of eleven Years continuance, may it 


pleaſe your Honour. | 
| Bawd. My Lord, this is one Tucios Information a- 


. gainſt me: Miſtreſs Kate Keep-down was with Child by 


him in the Duke's time; he promis'd her Marriage: His 
Child is a Year and a Quarter old, come Philip and Ja- 
cob: J have kept it my ſelf; and ſze how he goes about 
to abuſe me” 2 ; 

Eſcal. That Fellow is a Fellow of much Licence; let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to Priſon : Go 
to; no more Words, [ Exeant with the Bawd. 
Proveft, my Brother Angels will not be alter'd ; Claude 
muſt die to Morrow: Let him be furniſh'd with Pi- 
vines, and have charitable Preparation. If my Bro- 
=_ wrought by my Pity, it ſhould not be ſo with 

im. | | 
Pro. So p'eaſe you, this Friar hath been with him, 
and advis d him for the Entertainment of Death. 

Eſcal. Good Even, good Father. 

Duke. Bliſs and Goodneſs on you. 

Eſcal. Of whence are you? N 

Duke. Not of this Country, tho' my Chance is now 
To ule it for my time : I ama Brother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 

In ſpecial Buſineſs from his Holineſs. 

Eſcal. What News abroad i'th the World? 

Duke. None, but that there is: ſo great a Fever on 
Goodneſs, the Diffolution of it muſt cure it. Novelty is 
only in Requeſt; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of Courſe, as it is virtuous to be conſtant in any 
Undertaking. There is ſearce Truth enough alive to make 
Societies ſecure; but ſecurity enough to make Fellow- 
ſhips accurſt, Much upon this Riddle runs the Wiſdom 
of the World; this News is old enough, yet it is every 
Day's News. I pray you, Sir, of what Diſpoſition 
was the Duke? | 

Eſcal. One, that above all other Strifes, 

Contented eſpecially to know himſelf; 

Duke. What Pleaſure was he given to? 

Eſcal. Rather rejoycing to ive another merry, than 

| e merry 
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merry at any thing which profeſt to make him rejoice» 
A Gentleman. of all Temperance. But leave him to his 
Events, with a Prayer they may prove proſperous; and 
let me--defire to know how you find Claudio prepar'd: 
] am- made to underitand, that you have Jent him Vi- 
Mo ee ᷣͤᷣ ᷣ ono gt 2.4 „ 5 
- Dake, He profeſſes to have received no ſiniſter mea- 
ſure from his Judge, but moſt willingly humbles him- 
{elf to the Determination. of Juſtice : Yet had he fram d 
to himſelf, by the Inſtruction of his Frailty, many de- 
ceiving Promiſes of Life, which” I, by my good Lei- 
ſute, have diſcredited to him, and now is he reloly'd to 
Etſcal. You have paid the Heav'ns your Function, and 
the Priſoner the very Debt. of your Calling. I have la- 
bour'd for the poor Gentleman, to the extremeſt ſhore of 
my Modeſty, but my Brother-Juſtice have I found fo ſe: 
ag that he hath forc'd me to tell him, he is indeed Ju- 

ice. ; 55 ; | 
Dae. If his 'own Life 


Anſwer the Straitneſs of his Proceeding, | 

It ſhall become him well; wherein if he chance to fail, 

He hath ſentenc d himſelf. a „ 
Eſcal. I am going to vifit the Priſoner: Fare you 

Dake. Peace be. with yaw, . 

He who the Sword of Heav'n will bear, 

Should be as Holy as Severe: 

© Pattern in himſelf to know, 

© Grace to ſtand, and Virtue go: 

More nor leſs to' others paying, 

Than hy Self-offences weighing. - 

Shame to him whole cruel ſtriking, 

Kills for Fauits of his own liking ! 

T wice treble Shame on Angelo, 

To weed my Vice, and let his grow! 

Oh, what may Man within him hide, 

Tho' Angel on the outward fide? _ 

How may Likeneſs made in Crimes, 

Making praQite on the Times, _. 

< To draw with idle Spider's Strings 

© Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantial things? 

Cratt againſt Vice I vis as 

Vith Angelo to Night ſhall he 


— 


His | 


His 
So 

Pa) 
An 


So 


Fo 


ſelf. 


MrasunxE for MEASURE. 
His old betrothed, but deſpis d; 

So Diſguiſe ſhall by th' diſguis'd 

Pay with Falſhood falſe exacting, 


45 


And perform an old contracting. -{ Exit. 
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. SCENE I. 


| Enter Mariana, and Boy ſinging. 
Song. AKE, Oh take thoſe Lips away, 
; That ſo ſweetly were Evef worn 
And thoſe Eyes, the Break of Day, 
Lights that do mif-lead the Morn: 
But my Kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of Love, but ſeal'd in vain, 
Enter Duke. 
Mari. Break off thy Song, and haſte thee quick away: 
Here comes a Man of Comfort, whoſe Advice 
Hath often ſtilPd my brawling Diſcontent. 
I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiſh 
You had not found me here ſo muſical : 
Let me excuſe me, and believe me ſo, | 
My Mirth it much diſpleas'd, but pleas'd my Woe. 
Duke. © Tis good; tho* Muſick oft hath ſuch a Charm 
© To make bad, good. and good provoke to harm. 


Q aA A K _ A 


I pray you tell me, bath any Body enquir'd for me here 


to Day? Much upon this time have I promis'd here to meet. 


Mari. You have not been enquir'd after: 1 have fate 


here all Day. . 
| Enter Iſabel. EEE 
Dube. I do conſtantly believe you: The time is come, 
even now. I ſhall craye your Forbearance a little; may 
be I will call upon you anon for ſome Adyantage to your 


Mari. I am always bound to you. | Exits 
Duke. Very well met, and well come: | 
W hat is the News from this good Deputy ? 

1/ab, He hath a Garden circummur'd with Brick, 
Whoſe Weſtern fide is with a Vineyard backt; 
And to that Vineyard is a planched Gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger Key: 
This other doth command a little Door, 
Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leads; 5 

\ : erg 
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There have I made my Promiſe, upon the 
Heavy middle of the Night, to call upon him. | 
Dake, But ſhall you on your Knowledge find this Way ? 
Jab. I have ta'ena due and wary Note upon't ; | 
With whiipering, and moſt guilty Diligence, 
In Action all of Precept, he did thow me 
The Way twite 8er. | 
Duke. Are there no other Tokens 
Between you greed, concerning her Obſervance? 
Jab. No, none but only a Repair i'th dark; 
And that i have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſta - 
Can be but brief; for } have made him know. 
T have a cervant comes with me along, 
That ſtays upon me, whole Perluaſion is 
I come about my brother, 
Duke. I is well horn up. | 
I have not yet made known to Mariana | 
A Word of this. What hoa! within! come forth ! 


2 Enter NM. ariava, 
I pray you be acquainted with this Maid; 
She comes to do you good. : 
Jab. I do deſire the like. 1 
Duke. Do perſuade your ſelf that I reſpe&. you ? 
Mari. Good Friar, I know you do, and have found it, 
Dake. Take then this your Companion by the Hand, 
Who hath a Story ready for your Ear: 
I hall attend your Leilure ; but make haſte; 
The vaporous & ight approaches. | 3 
Mari. Wilt pleaſe you walk aſide? [ Ex. Mar. and Iſab. 
Duke, Oh Place and Greatneſs Millions of falſe Eyes 
Are ſtruck upon thee: Volumes of Report 
Run with theſe falſe and moſt contrarious Queſts 
Upon thy Doings.: I houland Eſcapes of Wit 
Manke thee the Father cf their idle Dreams, 
And rack thee in their Fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? 
Enter Mariana and Iſabel. | 
Jab. She'll: take the Enterprize upon her, Father, 
If you adviſe it. 7 
Duke, It is not my Conſent, 
Put my intreaty too. 
Jab. Little have you to ſay 
W hen you depart from him, but ſoft and low; 
Remember now my Brother, 
Mari. Fear me not. 
| Duke. 
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Duke. Nor, gente Daughter, fear you not at all: 

He is your Husband on a Pre- contract; 

To bring you thus together, tis no Sin, 

Sith that the Juſtice of your Title to him 

Doth flouriſh the Deceit. Come let us go; 

Our Corn's to reap, for.yet our Tythes to ſow, ¶ Excunte 
| SCENE II. The Priſon . 

| Eiter Provoſt end Clown. | 
8 Pats Come hither, Sirrah : Can you cut off a Man's 
cad * | | 

Clown. If the Man be a Batchelor, Sir, I can: 

But it he be a marry'd Man, he's his Wife s Head, 

And i can never cut off e Woman's Head. 

Prov. Come, Sir, leave me ycur Snatches, and yield 

me a direct Anſwer. To Morrow Morning are to die 


Claudio and Barnardiue: Here is in our Prilona common 


Executioner, who in his Office lacks a Helper; if you will 


take it on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall redeem you from your 


Gyves : If not, you ſhall have your full time of Impriſon- 


ment, and your Deliverance with an unpitied Whipping; 


for you have been a notorious Bawd. of! Z 

Bawd. Sir, I have been an unlawful Bawd time out of 
mind, but yet I will be content to be a lawful Hangman : 
I would be glad to receive ſome Inſtruction from my Fel- 
low- Partner. | | | 

Prov. What hoa, Abberſon! where's Abborſon there? 

| Enter Abhorſon. | 

 Abher, Do you call, Sir? 
row in your Execution: If you think it meet, compound 
with him by the Year, aud let him abide here with you ; 
if not, ule him for the preſent, and diimiſs him. He 
3 plead his Eſtimation with you; he hath been a 

awd. 

Abhor. A Bad, Sir? Fie upon him, he will diſcredit 
our Myſtery, : 

Prov. Go to, Sir; you weigh equally, a Feather wall 
turn the Scale. . [ Exit. 

Clown, Pray, Sir, by your good Favour; for ſurely, Sir, 
a good Favour you have, but that you have a hanging 
Look; Do you call, Sir, your Occupation a 1 yſtery ? 

Abhor. Ay, Sir, a Myſtery, | 

Clown. Painting, Sir, I bave heard ſay, is a Myſtery; 


and your Whores, Sir, being Members of my Occupation, 


7 | ul 6 


A7 


Prov. Sirrah, here's a Fellow will help you to Mor- 
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uſing painting, do prove my Occupation a Miſtery : Bu 
Ke Myſters che ſhould be in hanging, if I ſhould be 

- hang'd, I cannot imagine, | SEE 
Abbor. Sir, it is a Myſtery. 
Clown, Proof. | 
Abbor. Every true Man's Apparel fits your Thief. 

 Clonn, It it he too little for your Thief, your true Man 
thinks it big enough. If it be too big for your Thief, your I Ex 
Thief thinks it little enough : So every true Man's Appa- He 


. T ny — 
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rel fits your Thief. 85 
F uter Provoſt, Ae The 

Prov. Are you agreed ? 
Clown. Sir, I will ſerve him: For I do find your Hang - Bu 
man is a more penitent Trade than your Bawd ; he duth 

oftner ask Forgiveneſsss. 

Prov. You, Sirrah, provide your Block and your Ax TI 
to Morrow, four a Clock. | 55 ; 
Abber. Come on, Bawd, I will inſtru& thee in my II 
Trade; follow, EK; ns | 
Clown. I do deſire to learn, Sir; and I hope, if youν Ar 
haye occaſion to uſe me for your own turn, you'ſhall find | 
me yours: For truly, Sir, for your Kindneſs, I owe you Ru 


2 good turn, | 2 | (Exit. 
Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 6 
Th' one has my Pity ; not a jot the other, Yo 
Being a Murtherer, tho he were my Brother. 
Rn. 4% 5 Yo 
Look, here's the Warrant, Claudio, for thy Death; No 
Tis now dead Midnight, and by eight to Morrow Be: 
I hou muſt be made Immortal. Where's Ba: nardine ? Þ Lo 
Claud. Asfaſt lock'd up in Sleep as guiltleſs Labour. Pre 
9 M hen it lyes ſtarkly in the Traveller's Bones: F 
| ” He will not awake © © | | 1 
Prov. M ho can do good on bim? 1 


Well, go, prepase your ſelf. But hark, what Noile ? An 
(Knock within Th 


Heav'n give your Spirits Comfort; By and by;  Þ Ne 
I hope it is ſome Pardon, or Reprieve Go 
For the moſt gentle Claudio, Weleome, Father. 1 
Enter Duke. f 1 


Duke, The beſt and wholſom'ſt Spirits of the Nighi For 
Invellop you, good Proveft 2 Who call'd here of late? He! 
Prev. None ſince the Curphew rung. Wh 
Duke, Not Iſabel ? | | Fo 
; | 4. v. 
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be Prov. No. 7 
Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 
Prov. What Comfort is for Claudio ? 
Duke, I here's ſome in hope, 
Trou. It is a bitter Deputy. 
lan Duke. Not to, not ſo; his Life 1 is parallel'd. 
our | Even with the Stroak and Line of his great Juftice 
pa- He doth with holy Abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelf which he ſpurs on his Power 
 Toqualifie in others. Were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; | 
ng- But this being lo, he's juſt, Now are N come. 1 
oth | [ Knock again. 
This is a gentle Provoſt ſeldom when 
Ax The ſteeled Goaler is the Friend of Men. | | 
How now? what Noile ? That Spirit's poſſeſt with haſte 
my That wounds th unreſiſting Poſtern with theſe Stroaks. 
Prov. There he muſt ſtay until the Officer 
you W Arile to let him in; he is call'd up. 
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find Duke. Have you no Countermand for Claudio yet, 
you | Eur he muſt die to Morrow ? ; 
XK t. Prov. None, Sir, none. 


Duke. As near the Dawning, Provoſt, as it is, 
You ſhall hear more ere Mo. ning. 
Prov. Happily. , 
You ſomething know ; yet [ believe there comes | 
No Countermand, no ſuch Exon have Wes | ; 
Beſides, upon the very Siege of Juſtice, N 
Lord Angelo hath to the publick Ear 
Profeſt the contrary. 2 
Dute. This is his Lordſhip's Man. [Enter a Meſſengers 
Prov, And here comes Claudio's Pardon. 
| Meſſ. My Lord h-th tent you this Note, 
? And by me 45 further Charge, 
thin That you ſwerve not from the ſmalleſt Article of it, 
| Neither in Time, Matter, or other Circumſtance. 
Good Morrow; for, as 1 take it, it is almoſt Day, . 
Prov. I ſhall 'obey him. [ Exit. Meſſen. 
Dube, This is bis Pardon, purchas d by luch Sin 
Lighif For which the Pardoner himſelf is in: 
7 Hence hath Offence his quick Celerity, 
When it is born in high 9 | 


V. hen 
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When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy's ſo extended, 
That for the Fault's love; is th' Offender friended. 
Now, Sir, what News? 

Prov. I told ou: 
Lord Angelo be-like, thipking me remiſs 
3 mine Office, awakens me | 

With this unwonted putting on, methinks apa 5, 
For he hath not us d it before. 
Bale. Pray. you let's hear. 


Provoſt reads 7 Letter. 


| Whaifever . may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be 


executed by four of the Clock, and in the Afternoon Bar- 
. nardine: For m better Satisfalt;. u, let me have Clau- 


" dio's Head ſent me by ſive. Let this be dul * 


wir a Thought that m re depends en it than we muſt 
vel deliver. Thus fail not to do your © kts as you w.l] an- 
_ Jwer it at your Peril. 


What ſay you to this, Sir? 

Duke, W bat is that 8 who. is to be executed 
in th' Afternoon? 

Prove A Bobemian born; but here nurſt up and bred, 
One that is a Priſoner nine Years old. 

Duke, How came it, that the abſent Duke had not ei- 
ther deliver d bim to his Liberty, or executed him? I 
have heard it was ever his mamer to do ſo. 

Prov. His Friends ſtill wrought Reprieves for him ; 


And indeed his Fact, till now in the Government of 


Lord Angels, came not to an undoubtful Proof. 
Due. It is now apparent? 

Prov. Moſt manifeſt, and not deny d by himſelf. 

: Duke, . Hath he horn himſelf penitently in LL BIOO ; 55 
How ſeems he to be touch d? 

; Prov. A Man that apprehends Death' no more aread- 
fully, but as a drunken Sleep, careleſs, wreakleſs, and 


fearleſs of what's, paſt, preſent, or to come; inſenſible of 


Mortality; and- deſperately mortal, 
Duke. He wants Advice. 


ns He will hear none; be hach evermore had the l- 


berty 
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2 


MrAsuRE for MEASURE. 51 


perty of the Priſon. Give bim leave to eſcape hence, he 
would not: Drunk many times a Day, it not many Days 


entirely drurk, We have very oft' awak'd him, as if to 
carry him to Execution, and ſhew'd him a ſeeming War- 
rant for it; it hath not moy'd him at all. 

Duke, More of hem anon, There is written in your 


Brow, Provoſt, Honeſty and Conſtaney; it I read it not 


truly, my ancient Skill beguiles me; but in the boldneſs 
of my cunning, I will lay myſelf in Hazard, Claudio, 
whom here you have Warrant. to execute, is no greater 


Forfeit to the Law than Angelo, who hath ſentenc'd him, 


To make you underſtand this in a maniſeſted Effect, I 
crave-but four Days reſpite; for the which you are ta 
do me both a preſent and a dangerous Courteſy, |, 
Prov. Pray, Sir, in what? gf; 
Dae. In the delaying Death, | | 
Prov. Alack! how may I do it, having the Hour li- 
mited, and anexpreſs Command, under Penalty, to de- 


liver his Head in the view of Angelo? I may make my 


Cale as Claudid's to crols this in the ſmalleſt. | 
Duke. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
If my Inſtructions may be your Guide: | 
Let this Barnardine be this Morning executed, 
And his Head born to Auge lo. | 
Prov. Angelo hath ſeen them both, 
And will dilcover the Favour, | 
Duke. Oh, Death's a great Diſguiſer, and you may 
add to it; ſhavethe Head, and tie the Beard, and ſay, 


it was the Defire of the Penitent to be barb'd before his 


Death; you know the Courſe is eommon. If any thing 
fall to you upon this, more than Thanks and good For- 
tune; by the Saint whom I profeſs, I will plead againſt 
it with my Life, Eo 
Prov. Pardon me, good Father; it is againſt my Oath. 
Duke. Were you {worn to the Duke, or to the Deputy? 
Prov. To him, and to his Subſtitutes  - 
Dale. You will think you have made no Offence, if 
the Duke avouch the Juſtice of your Dealing? 
Prov, But what likelihood is in that? BE: 
Duke, Not a reſemblance; but a Certainty; yet ſince I ſee 


you fearful, that neither my Coat, Integrity, nar my Per- 


tualion, can with eaſe attempt you, I will go further than 
| | C 2 I mcanty 
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1 meant to pluck all Fears out of you. Look you, Sir, here 

is the Head and Seal of the Duke; you know the Cha- 
. racer, I doubt not, and the Signet is not ſtrange to you. 


Frou. ] know them both. _ | PTS 

Date. The Contents of this is the Return of the Duke; 
you ſhall anon oyer-read it at your Pleaſure ; where you 
Mall find within thefe two Days he will be here. This is 
a thing which Angelo knows not; for he this very Day re- 


ceives Letters of ſtrange Tenor, perchance of the Duke's 
Neath, perchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, but by 


chance nothing of what is writ. Look. the unfolding Star 
calls up the Shepherd; put not you ſelf into amazement 


how thele things ſhould b:; all Difficulties are but eaſy 
when they are known. Call your Executioner, and off 
with Berna: dine s Head: I will give him a preſent ohr ift, 


ard adviſe him for a better Place. Yet you are amaz d, 
but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you. (Tome away, it is 
almoſt clear Dawn. | | | [ Exit. 
N MS] Enter Clown. | 

© Clown. Tam as well acquainted here, as I was in our 
< Houle of Profeffion; one xveu!'d think it were Miſtreſs O- 
ver duns own Poule; for here be many of her old Cuſto- 
mers: Firſt, here's young Mr. Raſh ;' he's in for a Com- 
© modity of brown Pepper and old Ginger, nineſcore and 


© ſeventeen Pounds; of which he made five Marks read y 

C Mony: Marry then, Ginger was not much in requelt ; 
© for the old Women were all dead. Then is there here 
cone Mr. Caper, at the Suit of Maſtet Three-P3le, the Mer- 


c cer, for ſome four Suits of Peach-colour'd Sattin, which 
c now peaches him a Beggar, Then have we here young 
£ Dizzy, and young Mr. I cep-ucw, and Mr. Copper-ſpur, and 
© Maſter Starve-Lacky, the Rapier and Dagger Man, and 
© young Dropheire, that kill'd luſty Pudding, and Mr. Ferib- 


© 1;ght, the Tilter, and brave Mr, Shooty, the great Travel- 


c. ler, and wild Half Canne, that ſtabb'd Pots, and, I think, 


« forty mote, all great doers in our Trade, and are now - 


c for the Lord's lake. | | 
| Euter Abhorſon. 


: Abh:r. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither, bats: 
Clown, Maiter Barnardine, you mult riſe and be hang d, 


| Maſter Barnardine. 


Alber. What hoa, Barnardine a 
5 ö — 4 5 5 Barnardine 


Si 
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Barnardine within. 

Barnar. A Pox of your Throats ; who makes that noiſe 
there ? What are you ? oh 
. Clown. Your Friend, Sir, the Hangman: 

You muſt be ſo good, Sir, to riſe, and be put to Death. 
Harnar. Away, you Rogue, away, I am Nen. 
Abbor. Tell him he muſt awake, 

And that quickly too. 

Clown, Pray Maſter Bainard;. e, av ake till you are ex- 
ecuted, and ſſeep afrerwards. 

Abb: . Go in to him, and fet ch him out. 

Clown. He is coming, Sir, he is coming g : hear the 
Straw ruſsle. 

Enter Bar nardine. 8 

Abbor. Is the Ax upon the Block, Sirrah ? 

Cl:wa, Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abburſin? 

What's the News with you? 

Abhor. Truly Sir, I would defire you to clapi into your 
Prayers: For look you, the Warrant's come, 

Barnar, You Rogue, I have been drinking all Night, 
I am not fitted fort. 

Clown. Oh the better, Sir; for he that drinks all N ight, 
and is hang'd betimes in the Mor ning, may ſleep the ſoun- 
der all the next Day. 

; Enter Duke. ; 

Abbe. Look you, Sir, here comes your ghoſtly Father; 
Do we jeſt now, think you? 

Dube. Sir, induced by my Charity, and hearing how 

haſtily you are to depart, | am come to advile you, corn- 

fort you, and pray with you. 

| Barnar. Friar, not |: I have been drinking hard all 
Night, and will have more time to prepare me, or they 
ſhall beat out my Brains with Billets: I will not conlent 


to die this Day, that's certain. 
Duke. Oh, dir, you muſt; and therefore I beſeech you 


look forward on the Journey you thall go. 
Barnar. I iwear 1 will not die to Day for any Man's 
Perſwaſion. 


Duke. But hear you. 3 
Barnar. Not a Word: If you have any thing to ſay. 


to me, come to my Ward ; for thence will not I to 
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"Enter Provoſt. 


Duke. Unfit to live, or die: Oh gravel Heart! 
Atter him, Fellews: Bring him to the Block. 


Prov. Now, Sir, how do you find the Priſoner ? | 3 
Duale. A Creature unprepar'd, unmeet for Death; 7 
And to tranſport him in the Mind he is, 
Were damnable. 25 | 


Prov. Here inthe Priſon, Father, 
There dy'd this Morning of a cruel Fever, 
One Ragezzne, a moſt notorious Pirate, 

A Man of Claudio's Years; his Beard and Head 
Juſt of his Colour. What if we do omit 
This Reprobate, till he were well inclin'd, 

And ſatisfie the Deputy with the Viſage 
Of Ragczine, more like to Claudio? _. 

Duke. O; tis an Accident that Heav'n provides: 
Diſpatch it preſently ; the Hour draws on t 
Prefixt by Angelo: See this be done, | 
And ſent according to command; whiles I ] 
Perſuade this rude Wretch willingly to die. 

Prcv. This ſhall be done, good Father, preſently. | 

But Barnardine muſt die this Afternoon: 

And how ſhall we continue Claudio, 

To ſave me from the Danger, that might come, 
If he were knownalive ? 7 5 | 2 
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Dake. Let this be done = 25 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio; | 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his Journal greeting 5 0 
To yonder Generation, you ſhall find | 

Your Safety manifeſted, 5 
Prov. I am your free Nependant, Exit. 
Due. Quick, diſpatch and fend the Head to Ange lo. ] 
| Now will I write Letters to Angelo, „ 5 
i The Proveſt he ſhall bear them, whoſe Contents ( 
| 


£7 repo ene 


| mall witneſs to him I am near at home; 
And that by great Injunctions I am bound 
To enter publickly : Him I'll deſire 
Io meet me at the conſecerated Fount, 
A League below the City; and from thence, | 
By cold Gradation, and well-ballanc'd Form, | 
We {hall proceed with Angelo. 


— 


Enter 
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Enter Provoſt. . 
Prov. Here is the Head, III carry it my ſelf. 
Dake, Convenient is it: Make a ſwift Return; 
For | would commune with you of ſuch Things 
That want no Ear but yours. 

Prov. I'll make all ipeed. LE xit, 

| lſabel within. - 

Iſab. Peace hoa, be here. 

Duke. The Tongue of Iſabel. She comes to knows 
If yet her Brother's Bardan be come hither ; 

But I will keep her ignarant of her Good, 
To make her heav'nſy. Comforts of Deipair, 
When it is leaſt expected. 

Enter label. 

1/ab. Hoa, by your Leave. 

Duke, Good Morning to you, fair and gracious Daugh- 
ters 
ab. The better given me b fo holy a Man: 

Hath yet the Deputy ſent nv 1 15 s Pardon? 

Duke. He hath releas d him, 1/abel, from the World; 
His Head is off, and ſent to Angels. 

Jab. Nays but it is not ſo. 

Dake. It is no other. e 
Shew your Wiſdom, Daughter, „ in pour eloſe Patience, 
Jab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his Eyes. 

© Duke. You ſhall not be admitted to his ſight. 

Iſab. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Yahel * | 
Injurious World, moſt damned Angela | 

Dale. This hurts not him, nor profits you a jot: 
Forbear it there fore, give your Cauſe to Heav'n n: 

Mark what I. ſay, which you ſhall find 
By every Syllable a faithful Verity. = 1 
| The Duke comes home to morrow: nays Wenn 
One of our Convent, and his Conieffor, | 
Gives me this Inſtance : Already be hath carry'd 
Notice to Efcalus and Angelo, 
M ho do prepare to meet him at the Gates, 
There to give up their Power. If you can pace your Wiſdom 
In that good Path that I would wiſh it go, 
And you ſhall have your Boſom on this-Wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Reyenges to your Heart, 
Ard general Honour. | 
| C4 +6 ud 
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Jab. I am directed by you. 7 

Duke. This Letter then to Friar Peter give; 
Tis that he ſent me of the Duke's Return: 
Say, by this Token, I deſire his Company | 
At Mariana's Houſe to Night. Her Cauſe, and yours, 
Ii perfe& him withal, and he ſhall bring you 4s 
Before the Duke; and to the Head of Angelo 
Accule him home and home, For my poor ſelf, 
Jam combined by a ſacred Vow, | | 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this Letter: 
Command thele fretting Waters from your Eyes 
With a light Heart; truſt not my holy Order 
If I pervert your Courſe. Who's here? 

nter Lucio. 
Tucio. Good Even; 1 

Friar, where's the Prov ft? 

Duke. Not within, Sir. 3 

Tuc io. Oh pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine Heart to fee 


thine Eyes ſo red: thou muſt be patient; I am ſain to dine 


aud ſup with Water and Bran; I dare not for my Head 


__ fill my Belly: One fruitful Meal would ſet me to't. But, 


they ſay, the Duke will bz here to Morrow. By my 
Troth, 1ſabel, I lov'd thy Brother: If the old fantaſtical 
Duke of dark Corners had been at Home, he had lived. 
Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden to 
your Reports; but the beſt is, he lives not in them. 
Lucio. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke lo well as I 
do? he's a better Woodman than thou tak'it him for. 


Duke. Well; youll anſwer this one Day. Fare ye well. 


Lucio. Nay, tarry, I'll go along with thee, 
I cantel] thee pretty Tales of the Duke. 


Duke. You have told me too many of him already, Sir, 


If they be true; if not, none were enough. | 
3 I was once before him for getting a Wench with 
ER Eo nn ( . 
Duke, Did you ſuch a thing? 
Lucio, Yes, marry did 1, but I was fain to forſwear it: 
They would elſe have marry'd me to the rotten Medler. 
Dake. dir, your Company is fairer than honeit: Reſt 
you well. | "a 82 C 
Lucio, By my Troth, I'll go with thee to the Lane's-- 


end: If bawdy Talk offend you, we'll have very littie 


of it'; nay, Friar, I am a kind of Bur, I ſhall ſtick. (Ex. 
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SCENE III. The Palace. 
Enter Angelo aud Eſcalus. | . 
Fſcal. Every Letter he hath writ hath diſvouch'd other. 
Ang. In moſt uneven and diſtracted manner. His Acti- 
ons thew much like to Madneſs: pray Heay'n his Wiſdom 
be not tainted : And why meet him at the Gates, and de- 
liver our Authorities there? | | ; 
Eſcal, J gueſs not. | 


Ang. And why fhould we proclaim it an Hour before 


his entring, that if any craye Redreſs of Injuſtice, they 
ſhould exhibit their Petitions in the Street? - 
Eſcal. He ſhews his Reaſon for that; to have a Diſpatch 
of Complaints, and to deliver u- from Devices hereafter, 
which ſhall then have no Power to ſtand againſt us. 
Ang. Well; I beſeech you to let it beſproclaim'd hetimes 
i th* Morn ; I'll call you at your Houſe: Givs Notice to 
tuch Men of fort and (uit as are to meet him. 
Eſcal, 1 ſhall, Sir: Fare ycu well. | 
Ang. Good Night. | 
This Leed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all Proceedings. A defloured Maid, 
And by an eminent Body, that entorc'd 
The Law againſt it ? But that her tender Shame 
Will not proclaim agaiaſt her Maiden loſs, | 
How might the Tongue me? Yet Reaſon dares her no; 
For my Authority bears off a credent Bulk, 
That no particular Scandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the Breather. He ſhould have liv'd, 
Save that his riotous Youth, with dangerous Senſe, 
Might in the Times to come, have talen a Revenge 
By ſo receiving a diſhonour'd Lite, 
With Ranſom of ſuch Shame: Would yet he had liy'd. 
Alack, when once our Grace we haye forgot, 2 
Nothing goes right; we would, and we would not, [ Exit. 
SCENE IV. 
S CEN E. The Felds withcut the Town. 
Enter Duke in his own Habit, and Frian Peter. 
Duke. Theſe Letters at fit time deliver me. 
The Provoſt knows our Purpole and our Plot: 
The Matter being afoot, keep your Iaſtruction, 
And hold you ever to our fp :cial Drift, 
Tho' ſometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As Caule doth miniſter : Go call at Flavius Houſe. 
And tell him where I tay ; give the like notice 


(Exit, 
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To Palencias, Rowland, and to Craſſus, | 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the Gate: 1 
But ſend me Havius firſt. PO 
Peter. It ſhall be ſpeeded well. 
5 Enter Varrius. | 
Dule. Ithankthee,7arrzus; thou baſt made good baſte: 
Come, we will walk. There's other of our Friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Farrius. | Exeunt 
"7 26,5 wa N& NF. 
Enter Iſabella and Mariara. 
Iſab. To ſpeak ſo indirectly I am loath : 
I would ſay the Truth; but to accuſe him fo, 


That is your Part ? yet Iam advis'd to doit, 
He ſays, to vail full Purpoſe. | 

Mar. Rerul'd by him. 

Jab. Beſides, he tells me, that if peradyenture 
He ſpeak againſt me on the adverſe fide, Ys 
I ſhould not think it ſtrange; for tis a F h. ſick 
1 hat's bitter to ſweet End. N 


e EP 8 


* 


12 


N Enter Peter. 
Mar. I would Friar Peter 
/ab. Oh Peace; the Friar is come. . 
Peter. Come, I have found you out a Stand moſt fit, 
Where you may have ſuch Vantage on the Duke, 
He ſhall not pals you. . 8 
Twice have the Trumpets ſounded : 
Ihe generous and graveſt Citizens 
© Have hent the Gates, and very near upon 
1 he Duke is entring : Eee . 
Therefore hence aðwax. (Exe unt. 
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SCENE. The Street. 
Enter Duke, Varrius, Terds, Angelo, Eſcalus, Lucio, 
5 nud dtizens at ſeveral Pocrs. = 
very worthy Couſin, fairly met; (you, 
Our old and faithful Friend, we are glad to ſec 
Ang. and Ejc. Happy Return be to your Royal Grace. 
Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both: 
We have made Enquiry of you, and we hear | 
Such Goodneſs of your Juſtice, that our Soul 


” 
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Cannot 
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Cannot but yield you forth to publick Thahks, 


To lock it in the Wards of coyert Boſom, 


A forted Reſidence ' gainſt the tooth of Time, 


Favours that keep within. Come Eſcalus, 


Oh worthy Prince, diſhonour not your Eye | 


I Fill you have heard me in my true Com laint, 


That Angelo's for 
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Forerunning more Requital. 
Ang. You make my Bonds ſtill greater, 
Duke. Oh, your Deſert ſpeaks loud,and I ſhould wings 


— 
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Whenit deſerves, with Characters of Braſs, 


Ard razure of Oblivion: Give me your Hand, 
And let the Subject ſee, to make them know, 
That outward Courteſies would fain proclaim 


You muſt walk by us on our other Hand: 
And good Supporters are you. 
Enter Peter and J ſabella. 
Peter. Now is your time: 
Speak loud, and kneel before him. 
Iſab. Juſtice, O royal Duke; vail your m_— 
Upon a wrong'd, I would fain have ſaid, a Maid ; 


By throwing it on any other Object. 


And give me Juſtice, Juſtice ; Juſtice, Juſtice. 

Duke. Relate your Wrongs: 

In what, by whom? be brief 
Here is Lord Angelo ſhall give you: Juſtice; 5 
Reveal your ſelf to bim. 

Iſab. Oh worthy Duke, | 

You bid me ſeek Redemption of the Devil: : 
Hear me your ſelf ; for that which I muſt ſpeak 
Mult either puniſh me, not being beliey'd, 

Or wring Redreſs from you: | | 
Hear me ; oh hear me here. 

Ang. My Lord, her Wits, Tfear me, are not firm 2: 
She hath been a Fuitor to me for her en | 
Cut off by courſe of Juſtice. 

Iſab. By courſe of ſuſtice 

Ang. And ſhe willſpeak moſt bitterly. 

ab. Moſt oe 5. but yet moſt truly will I ſpeax; 

worn: Is it not ſtrange? 
That Angelos a Murtherer: Ist not ſtrange? 
That Angelo is an ad ulterous Thief, 
An Hypdcrite, a Virgin Violater: 
Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrange? 
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Duke. Nay, it is ten times ſtrange. 
Jab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is ſtrange : 
Nay, it is ten times true; for Truth is Truth 
To th' End of recko ning. | 
Dake. Away with her, poor Soul, 
She ipeaks this in th' Infirmity of Senſe. | 
Jab. O Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ſt 
There is another Comfort than this World, =» 
That thou negle& me not, with that Opinion, 
That | am touch'd with Madrefs. Make not impoſſi ble 
That which but ſeems unlike ;, *[is not impoſſible 
But one, the wicked'ſt Caitiff on the Ground, 
May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as Juſt, as ablotute 
As Angelo; ev'n ſo may Angelo. 
In all his Dreflings, CaraRs, Titles, Forms, 
Be an Arch - villain; Believe it, Royal Prince. 
If he be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 
Had I more Name for Badneſs. 5 7 
Duke. By mine Honeſty, 
- If the be mad, as I believe no other, ET 
Her Madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of Senſe, 
Such a dependency of thirg on thing, 
As e'er I heard in Madneſs. 7 
' ſab. O gracious Duke, 5 
Harp not on that; nor do not baniſh Reaſon 
For Inequality ; but let your Reaſon ſerve 
To make the Truth appear, where it {eems hid, 
And hide the falſe ſeems true. 
Duke. Many that are not mad 
Have ſure more lack of Reaſon, 
What would you ſay? PL 
Jab. I amthe Siſtervf one Claudio, 
Condemn d upon the Act of Fornication, 
Toloſe his Head; condemn'd by Angelo: 
I, in Probation of a Siſterhood, | 
Was ſent to by my Brother; one Lucio, 
As then the Meſſenger, ——- 
Lucid. That's I, and'tlike your Grace: 
q came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her | 
To try her gracious Fortune with Lord Angelo, 
For her poor Brother's Pardon. 
Jſab. T har's he indeed. 
© | Pu, You were not bid to ſpeak. [ To Lucio. 
Lurie. 
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Lucio. No, my good Lord, 
Nor with'd to hold my Peace. 
Du e. 1 wiſh you now then; 
Pray you take note of it: And when you have 
A buſineſs for your ſelf, pray Heav'n you then 
Fe perfect. . | 
Lucio, | warrant your Honour. 
Duke. The Warrant's for you ſelf; take heed to't. 
* Jſab. ThsGeutleman told ſomething of my Tale. 
LTuti:, Right. „ 0 
Duke. It may be right, but you are i'th Wrong 
To ſpeak before your time. Proceed. 7 
Iſab. | w:nt To this pernicious Caitiff Deputy. 
Deke, That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Iſab. Pardon it: The Ehraſe is to the Matter. 
Dale. Mended again; the Matter; proceed. 
Tab. In brief; to let the needlels by, : 
How I perluaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd, 
Huw he refel'd me, and how | reply'd, 
For this was of much length; the vile Concluſion. 
I now begin with Griet and Shame to utter. 
He would not, but by Gift of my chaſte Body 
To his concupilcible intemperate Luſt, 
Releaſe my Brother; and after much Debatement, 
My ſiſterly Remorſe confutes mine Honour, 
And I did yield to him: bua the next Morn betimes, 
His Purpole forteiting, he ſends a Warrant 
For my poor Brother's. Head. 
Duke. This is moſt unlike'y! _ | 
Jab.Oh that it were as like as it is true! ¶ thou ſpeak ſt; 
D#uke. By Heay'n, fond Wretch, thou know'ſt not what 
Or elſe thou art ſuborn d againſt his Honour 
In hateful Practice. Firſt, his Integritʒ 1 
Stands without blemiſh; next, it imports no Reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemeney, he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf: If he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy Brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath ſet you on; 
Conteſs the Truth, and ſay by whoſe Advile | 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain, | 
Iſab. And is this all? | 
Then oh you b eſſed Miniſters above, 
Keep me in Patience; and with ripea'd Time, 
Untold the Evil which is here wrapt up 
In Countenance: Heay 'n ſhield your Grace from Wo, 
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As Tthus wrong d, hence unbelieved go. 
Duale. I know you'd fain be gone. An Officer; 
To Priſon with her. Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous Breath to fall i 
On bim lo near us? This needs muſt be a Practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 
Iſab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowicł. 
Duke. A ghoſtly Father belike : 4 
M ho knows that Ledewick? - | 
Lucio. My Lord, 1 know him; 'tis a medling Friar; 
Ido not like the Man; had he been Hay, my Lord, 
For certain Words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your Retirement, I had ſwing'd him ſoundly. | 
Duke. Words againſt me ? this is a good Iriar belike, 
And to ſet on this wretched Woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute! Let this F iar be found. 
Lucio, But Veſternight, my Lord, ſhe and that Friar, 
I ſaw them at the Priſon: A lawey Friar, Shs 
A very {curyy Fellow. | 
Pet. r.iBleſſed be your Royal Grace! . 
J have ſtood by, my Lord, and 1 have heard 
Your Royal Ear abus d. Firſt hath this Woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subftitute 
W ho is as free from touch or ſoil with her, 
As the from one ungot. | 
Duke, We did believe no leſs. ; 
Know you that Friar Ledewick which ſhe ſpeaks of? 
Peter. J know him for a Man divine and holy; 
Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary Medler, 
As he's reported by this Gentleman 
And, on my Truſt, a Man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, miſreport your Grace. 
Lucio, My Lord, moſt villancuſly; believe it. | 
Peter, Well; he in time may come to clear himſelf; 
But at this inſtant he is ſick, my Lord. 
Of a ſtrange Fever ; upon his meer Requeſt, 
Being come to knowledge, that there was Complaint 
Intended againſt Lord Angelo, came | hither 
To ſpeak, as from his Mouth, what he doth know. 
Is true and falſe; and he with his Oath, 
And all Probation, will make up tull clear, : 
V henſoever he is convened. Firſt for this Woman, 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 


so 
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So vulgarly and perſorally ; aceus d, 5 
Her ſhall you hear dtiproved to her Eyes, 
Till ſhe herſelf confeſs it. 
Duke, Good Friar, let's hear it. 
Do you not {nile at this, Lord Angels! ? 
O Heav'n! the Vanity of wretched Fools 
Give us lome Seats; Come, Couſin Angelo, 
In this I'll be impartial : Be you-Judge 
"IF your own Cauſe, Is this the M itneſs, Friar : 2 
Enter Mariana vei! d. 
Firſt, let her ſhew her Face, and after ſpeak. 
Mari. Pardon, my Lord, I will not thew my Face 
Until my Husband bid me. 
| Duke, What, are you marry 'd? 
Mari. No, my Lord. 
Duke. Are you a Maid 2 
Mari. No, my Lord. 
Dake. A Widow then? 
Aari. Neither, my Lord. 
Duke. Why, are you nothing then ? eier aid, 
Midow, nor Wife? 
TZucio. My Lord, ſhe may be a Funk; for many of 
them are neither Maid, Widow nor Wite.  . 
Duale. Silence that Fellow: 1 n he had ſome Cauſe 
to prattle for himſelf. 
Tucia. Well, my Lord. 
Mari. My Lord, I do 0 Ineer was marry d, 
Ard 1 conſe beſides; I am no Maid, 
I have known my Husband, yet my Husband 
Knows nat that ever he knew me. 
Lucio. He was drunk then, myLord; it can be ro better. 
Duke. For the benefit of Silence, would thou wert ſo too. 
Lucio, Well, my Lord. 
Duke, This is no W itneſs for Lord Ange lo. 
Mari. Now I come tot my Lord. 
She that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelf-ſame manner doth accuſe my Husband, 
And charges him, my Lord, with ſuch a time, 
When FI] depoſe I had him in mine Arms, 
"" all th* Effect of Love. 
. Charges ſhe more than me? 
— Not that I know. 
Duke. No, you ſay your Habana [To Mariara. 


Mari. Why, juſt, my Lord, and that is Angelo, - 
I 
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© Who thinks he knows, that he ne'er know my Body; 
© But knows, he thinks, that he knows Jabel. 
Ang. | his is a ſtrange Abuſe: Let's ſee thy Face. 
A ari, My Hushand bids me; now1wil] unmask. [ Unveiling 
1 his is that Face thou crue} Angelo, 
V hich onee thou ſwor'ſt was worth the look ng on: 
This is the Hand which, with a vow'd Contract, 


V as faſt belock d in thine: This is the Body 
I hat toek away the Match from Jabel. 


And did ſupply thee at thy Carder-houſe 


In ber imagin'd Perſon. 


Dake. Know you this Woman. ?; 
Tucio. Carnally, the ſays. 
Duke. Sirrah, no more. 
Tucic. Fnecugh, my Lord. | 
Angelo. My Lord, | mutt confels know this Woman 5 
And hve Yea s fince there was ſome ſpeech ( M larriage 
Betwixt my ſelt and her, which was broke off, 
Hartly for that her promiſed Proportions 
Came ſhort of Compoſition; but in chief, 
For that ber Reputation was diſvalu'd 
In Levity; Since which time, of five Years 


1 never ſpeke with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her, = 


Upon my Faith and Honour. 
Mari. Noble Prince, [ Breath, 
As there comes Light from Heaven, and Words from 
As there is Senſe in Truth, and Truth in Virtue, . 
J am athanc'd this Man's Wite as ſtrongly 
As Words could make-up Vows: © And my good "FE 
Eut Tueſday night laſt gone, in's Garden-houle | E 20 
He knew me as a Wife; as this is true, 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my Knees, 
Or elle for ever be confixed here 


A Marble Monument. 


Ang. I did but ſmile till now. | 
Now, good my Lord, give me the Scope of Juſtice z 
My Patience here is touch'd: I do perceive | 
Theſe poor informal Women are no more 
But Inſtruments of ſome more mightier Member 
That ſets them on. Tet me have way, uy LOG 
To find this Practice out. 

Dake. Ay, with my Heart: 
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Ard puniſh them to your height of Pleaſure, 
Thou fooliſh Friar, and thou pernicious Woman. 
Compact with her that's gone; think'ſt thou thy Oaths, 
Tho' they would {wear down each particular Saint, | 
Were Teſtimonies *gai.:ſt his Wrath and Credit, | 
That's ſeal'd with Approbation? You, Lord Eſcalus, 
Sit with my Couſin; lend him your kind Pains 
To find out this Abuſe, whence it is deriv'd. 
There it another Friar that ſet them on; 
Let him be ſretien-- © 
Peter. Would he were here, my Lord; for he indeed 
Hath fet the Women on to this Complaintz t: 
Your Provoſt knows the Place where he abides ; 
And he may fetch him. __ | 
Dale. Go, do it inſtantly. 
And you my noble and well warranted Couſin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this Matter forth, 
Do with your Inju ties as ſeems you beſt 
In any Chaſtiſement : I fora while 
Will leave you; but ſtir not you, till you have ; 
Well determin'd upon thele Slanderers. (Exit, 
Eſcal. My Lord, we'll do it throughly. Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay, you know that Friar Lodowick to be a 
diſhoneſt Perſon ? . 
Lucio, Cuculius non facit Nenachum; honeſt in nothing 
but in his Cloaths, and one that hath fpoke moſt villanous 
Speeches of the Duke. | | | | 
Eſcal. We ſhall intreat you to ahide here till he come, 
and inforce them againit him we ſhall find this Friar a 
notable Fellow. Bone Ro 
. Lucio, As any in Vienna, on my Word. | 
Eſcal. Call that iame Iſabel here once again: I would 
ſp-ak with her * Fray you, my Lord, give me leave to 
queſtion; you ſhall fee how Fill handle her. | 
Lucio. Not better than he, by her own Report. 
Eſcal. Say you? — 
Lucio, Marry, Sir, I think if you handled her private 
ly ſhe ſhould ſooner confels; perchance pubiiFiy the'd be 
azſham d. = . 
Enter Duke in the F iars Habit, Provoſt and Iſabella. 
Eſcal. Iwill go darkly to work her. , 
Lucio. That's the way; for Women. are light fat Mid- 
right. | Efcal. 


66 MeasurE for MEASURE. 
Eſcal. Come on, Miſtreſs: Here's a Gentlewoman de- 
nies all that you have ſaid. ; 
- Eucre, My Lord, here comes the Raſcal I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Proveſt. | 55 
Etſcal. I very good time: Speak not you to him till 
we call upon you. Ter to 
Tucio. Mum. 


Eſcal, Come, Sir, did you ſet theſe Women on te 


{lander Lord Angelo? They have confeſs'd you did. 

Dake. Tis falſe. | 

E/cal, How ? Know you where you are? 

Due. Reſpect to your great Place; and let the Devil 
Be ſometime honour d for bis burning Throne. be 
Where is the Duke? Tis he ſhould hear me ſpeak. 

Ejcal. lhe Duke's in us; and we will hear you ſpeak : 
Look you ſpeak july. . .. © | — 
Due. Boldly at leaſt. But oh, poor Souls, 

Come you to {eek the Lamb here of the Fox? 
Cood-night to your Redreſs: Is the Duke gone? 
Then is your Cauſe too. The Duke's unjuſt, 

1 hus to retort your manifeſt Appeal, 

And put your Trial in the Villain's Mouth | 
V hich here you come to accuſe, i 

Lucio, This is the Raſcal; this is he I ſpoke of. 

Eſcal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd Friar, 
Ist not enough thou haſt ſuborn d theſe Women 
To accuſe this worthy Man, but in foul Mauth, 

And in the witneſs of his proper Ear, 
To call him Villain; and then to glance from him 
Jo th' Duke himſelf; to tax him with Injuſtice ? 


Take him hence: to th Rack with him: We'll tcuze you 


* by Joint, but we will know. his Purpoſe: 

hat? Unjuſt?? 3 
Duke. Be not ſo hot; the Duke dare 

No more ſtretch this Finger of mine, than he 

Dare rack his own : His Subject am I not, 

Nor here Provincial; my Buſinels in this State 

Made me a Looker on here in Vienna; | 

M here I have ſeen Corruption boil and bubble, 

Till it o'er-run the Stew : © Laws for all Faults, 

But Faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong Statutes 


Stand like the Forfeits in a Barber's Shop, 


. As 


ou 


As 
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As much in Mock as Mark. 

Eſcal. Slander to th' State 
Away with him to Priſon. 

Ang. What can you vouch againſt him, Signior Lucio? 
Is this the Man that you did tell us of? | 

Lucio. Tis he, my Lord. Come hither, Goodman 
Bald pate: Do you know me? „ 

Duke, I remember you, Sir, by the ſound of your Voice: 
] met you at the Priſon in the Abſence of the Duke. | 

Luc io. Oh, did you ſo? And do you remember what 


you ſaid of the Duke? 


_ Duke. Moſt notedly, Sir. | 

Lucio. No you fo, Sir? And was the Duke a Fleſh-mon- 
wy ar ool, and a Coward, as you then reported him 
to he: ö ; 

Duke. You muſt, Sir, change Perſans. with me, ere 
you make that my Report: You indeed ſpoke fo of him, 
and much more, much worſe. 3 

Lucio. Oh thou damnable Fellow! did not I pluck. 
thee by the Noſe for thy Speeches? _ 

Duke. I proteſt, I love the Duke as I love myſelf. 

Ang. Hark how the Villain would cloſe now afte 
his treaſonable Abuſes. . I 

Eſcal. Such a Fellow is not to be talk'd withal: Away 


with him to Priſons Where is the Provoſt? Away with 


him to Priſon; lay Bolts enough npon him; let him ſpeak 
no more; away with thoſe Giglets too, and with the 
other confederate Companion. 

Duke, Stay, Sir, ſtay a while, 

Ang. What! reſiſts he? Help him, Lucio. 


„* 


Lucio, Come Sir, come Sir, come Sir; foh, Sir; why 


| you bald- pated lying Raſeal; you muſt be hooded, muſt 


you ? Show your Knave's Viſage, with a. Pox to you; 
ſhow your ſheep-biting Face, and be hang'd an hour: 
Wilt not off? | * 
[Pals ff the Friar': Hicd, and diſcovers the Duke. 

Duke. Thou art the firſt K nave that e er mad'ſt a Duke. 
Firſt, Prev ſi, let me bail theſe gentle three. | 
Sneak not away, Sir; for the Friar and you 
Muſt have a word anon: Lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may prove worſe than hanging. 


Vale. M hat you have ſpoke, I pardon; fit you down: 


[L o Eſcalus. 
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V e1! borrow place of him; Sir, by your Leave: Tha 
Haſt thou or Word, or Wit, or Impudence, So | 
I hat yet can do thee Office? If thou haſt, 
Rely upon it 'till my Tale be heard, | 1, 
And hold no longer out, ] D 
Oh ty dread Lord. | Whe 
I fhould be guiltier than my Guiltinels, You 
To think I can be undiſcernable, For 
When I perceive your Grace, like Power div ine, Reir 
Hath look'd upon my Peſſes: Then, good Prince, Of 1 
No longer Seſſion hold upon. my Shame; | The 
But let my Trial be mine own Confeſſion: }ke 
Immediate Sentence then, and ſequent Death, Mol 
— , » So cool | And 
Duke. Come hither, Marian: 5 Haſt 
Say: waſt thou ever contracted to this Woman? like 
j“u!.l fp rb 
Duale. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly ; W hi 
No you the Office; Friar; which coniummate, We 
Return him here again: Go with him, Provoſt. +I whe 
[ Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoſt. I Awa 
Eſcal. My Lord; Lam more amaz'd at his Diſhonour, A 
Than at the ſtrangeneſs of it. | TI | 


Dake.' Come hither, Iſabel; | 
Your Friar is now your Prince: As J was then 
Advertiſing, apd holy to your Buſinels, 

Not changing Heart with Habit, I am till 
Attornied at your Service. = 

Jab. Oh give me Pardon, 8 

That I, your Vaſſal, have employ d and pain d 
Tour unknown Soveratgnty. _ 3 

Duale. Your are pardon'd, Jabel: 

And now, dear Maid, be you as free to us. 

Your Brother's Death, 1 know. fits at your Heart: 

Ard you may marvel why I obſcur'd my lelt, 

Labouring to ſave his Lite; and would rot rather 

Make raſh Remonſtrance of my hidden lower, 

I han let him be lo leſt: O moſt kind Maid, 

It was the quick Celerity of his Leath 

V hich 1 did think with flower foot came on, 

That brain'd my Purpoſe : But Peace be with him. 

T hat Life is better Life, paſt fearing Death, 1 
An 
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Than that which lives to Fear : Make it.your eo:nfort, 
So happy is your Brother, OE | 
Enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoſt. 

Jſab. | do, my Lord. | 1 
Dake, For this new-marry'd Man, approaching here, 
M hole fa't Imagination yet bath wrong d 
Your well-defended Honour; you muſt pardon, 
For Mar:ane's Sake: But as he adjudg'd your Brother, 
Being Criminal in double violation, | 
Of tacred Chaſtity, and of Promile-breach, 
Thereon dependant, for your Brother's Life, 
the very Mercy of the Law cries out 
Moſt audible, even from his proper. Tongue, 
And Angel. tor Claudio; Death tor Death, 
Haſt i111] pays haſte, and leiſure anſwers leiſure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Meaſure (till for Meaſure, 
Then, Angelo, thy Faults are manifeſted ; 
Mhich tho thou wouldſt deny, denies the vantage. 
We do condemn these to the very Block 5 
Where Claudio ſtoop d to Death; and with like haſte, 
Away with him. 5 | 
Maria. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, 
] hope you will not mock me with a Husbard? | 
Dake. It is your Husband mock'd you with a Husbang. 
Conlenting to the Safeguard of your Honour, | 
i thought yuur Marriage fit; eif2 {mputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your Life, 
And choak your good to come; For his Poſſeſfions, 
Altho' by Confilcation they are ours, | 
Me do enſtate, and Widow you withal, 
To buy you a hetter Husband. 
Mari. Oh my dear Lord, 
I crave no other, ror no better Man. 
Dake. Never crave him; we are definitiye. 
Mari. Gentle, my Leige. | 
Nuke. You do but loſe your Labour: 
Away with him to Death. Now, Sir, to you. 
Mari. Oh my good Lord, Sweet Jabel take my Part; 
Lend me your Knees, and all my Lite to come 
I'll lend you, all iny Lite to do you Service. 
Dz#e, Againſt all Senſe you do importune her; 
Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this Fact. | 
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Her Brother's Ghoſt his paved Bed would bieak, 
And take her hence i in Horror, | 

Mari. Iſabel, ; 
„Sweet /ſabel, © & yet bat knee) . 
Hold up your Hands, ſay nothing; I'll ſpeak all. 
© They lay, beſt Men are moulded out of Faults; 
© And, for the moſt, become much more the better 
Por being a little bad: So may my 4 
Oh abel; will you not lend a Kree 

Dake. He dies for Claudio's Death. 

| 1/ab, Moſt bounteous Sir, ; (Kneeling 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this Man condemn'd, 
As it my Brother v'd: I oy think, 
A due Sincerity govern'd his Deeds 
Till he did look on me: Since it is ſo, 
Let him not die. My Brother had but Juſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he dy d. 
For Angelo, his Act did not o'ertake his bad Intent, 
And mult be bury'd but as an Intent 
That periſh'd by the way: Thoughts are no Subjects: 
Intents, but meerly Thoughts. - 

Mari, Meerly, my Lord. | 

Duale. YourSuit's unprofitable ; ſtand up, Ifays 
I have bethought me of another Fault, 
I roveſt, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unuſual Hour? 

Prov. It was commanded ſo. 

Duke. Had you a ſpecial Warrant for the Deed ? 


Prov. No, my good Lord? it was by private Meſſage, 


Duke. For which I do diſcharge you of your Office: 
Give up your Keys. 
Prov. Pardon me, noble Lord. | 
I thought it was a Fault, but knew it not; 
Yet did repent me, after more Advice; 
For Teſtimony whereof, one in the Priſon, 
That ſhould by private Order elſe have FE d, 
J have reſery'd aiive. 
Duke. What's he. 5 
Prov, His Name is Barnardine. 
Duke. I would thou hadſt done fo by Claudio: 


Go fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. (Exit Prov. 
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Teave him to your Hand, What muffled Fellow's that? 


I find an apt Remiſſion in mylelf, _ * . 
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As you, Lord Angelo, have ſtill appear'd, | 
Should (lip 19 grofly, both in the Heat of Blood, | 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. | 

Ang. I am ſorry that ſuch Sorrow I procure ; 

And fo deep ſticks it in my penitent Heart, 
That 1 crave Death more willing'y than Mercy : 
*Tis my delerying, and I do intreat it. - 
Enter Provoſt, Barnardine, Claudio, and Julictta, 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine ? 

Prov. This, my Lord. 22 
Due. There was a Friar told me of this Man: 
Sirrah, thou art {aid to have a ſtubborn Soul 
That apprehends no further than this World, 

And iquar'it thy Life accordingly : Thou'rt condemn'd, 
But for thole earthly Faults, I quit them all: 18 55 
I pray thee take this Mercy to provide 

For better Times to come: Friar adviſe him; 


Prov. This is another Priſoner that I ſav'd, | 
Who thould have dy'd when Caudio loſt his Head, 
As like almoſt to Claudio as himlelf. 

Duke, If he be like your Brother, for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd ; and for your lovely ſake : 

Give me your Hand, and ſay you will be mine, 

He is my Brother too; but better time for that. 

By this Lord Angelo perceives he's lafe ; 

Methinks [ tee a quickning in his Eye. 

Well, Angelo, your Evil quits you well : 

Look that you love your Wife; her Worth worth yours. 


And yet here's one in Place I cannot pardon. 
YouzSirrah, that knew me for a Fool, aCoward, [ ToLucto, 
One all of Luxury, an Aſs, a Mad- man; 
Wherein have'l lo deſerv'd of you, 
That you extol me thus 
Lucio, Faith, my Lord, I ſpoke it but according to 
the Trick; if you will hang me for it you may, but 1 had 
rather it would pleaſe you, I might be whipt. 
"Duke. Whipt firſt, Sir, and hang'd after, 
Proclaim it, Proveſt, round about the City; 
It any Woman wrong'd by this lewd Fellow, 
As I have heard him ſwear himſelf, chere's one 


Whom 
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Whom he begot with Child, let her appear, 
And he ſhall marry her; the Nuptial finĩſn'd, 
Let him be whip'd and harg'd. 
Tucio. I beſeech your Highneſs, do not marry mc to 
a Whore: Your Highne(s {aid even now, I made you 
a Duke; gaod my Lord, do not recompence me in 
making me a Cuckold. 
Duke. Upon mine Honour thou ſhalt marry her: 
Thy Slanders l forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy other Forfeits; take him to Priſon: 
And {ce our Pleaſure herein executed. 5 
Lucio, Marrying a unk, my Lord, is prethng to Death, 
Whipping and hanging. | 
Duke. Slandering a Frince deſerves it. 
She, Claudio, that you 1 look you reſtore: 
Joy to you, a jana; love her Angelo: 
J have corſeſs'd her, and 1 know her Virtue, | 
Thanks, good Friend Eſcalus, for thy much Goodneſs: 
There's more behind that is more gratulate. | 
Thanks, Prove, for thy Care and Secrelie 
Me ſhall employ thee in a worthier F lace: 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The Head of Regine for Claudio's; 
Th' Offence pardons itieit, Dear Jabel, 
© I have a Motion much imports ycur good, 
© Whereto if yon ll a wfiing Ear inclire, 
VM hat's mine is yours. and what is yours is mine: 
© Sobring us to Hur Palace, where we'll ſhow 
M hat's yet behind that's meet you all ſhould know, 
Thy virtuous Goodnels, which alone has Charms * 
To make thee worthy of a Monarch's Arms; 
A Monarch who his Peoples Hearts wou'd try, 
And fhrewdly turn d a | rieſt to turn a Spy: 
For Empire then he quits the lower Plain; 
Reſumes the Scepter, and gives Laws again: 
On ſure Foundations learns to fix Decrees, 
Like the Supreme, by judging what he ſees. 
_ | eri _ [ Exeunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


FR. Flowe dale,” a Merchant; trading at Venice, 
Matthew Flowerdale, his prodigal Son. 
Mr. Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant. 
Str Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewſome in Kent, 
Sir Arthur Greenſhood, a Commander, In Love 
Oliver, a Corniſh Clothier, 55 Luce. 
Weathercock, 4 Paraſite to Sir Lancelot Spurcock» 
Tom Civet, in Love with Frances. 
Daffidil, 
Artichoak, 
Dick and Ralph, tb 8 Gameſters, 
Ruffin, a Pander ta Miſtreſs Apricock a Bawd, 


: Servants to Sir Lancelot Spurcock, 


Frances, | | | 
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ACT SCENE I. 


Enter Flowerdale the Merchant, and his Brother. 
FATHER 


DAD R OTH E R, from Venice, being thus 

END diſguis'd, 

I come to prove the Humours of my Son: 

How hath he borne himſelf. ſince my De- 
99 parture, / 

] n you his Patron and his Guide! 

Unc. Pfaith, Brother, ſo, as you will grieve to hear, 
And I almoſt aſhamed to report it. 

- Fath. Why how is't Brother ? What, doth he {ſpend 
Beyond the Allowance I left him? 

' Unc. How ! beyond that? and far more; why, your 
Exhibition-is nothing ; he hath ſpent that, and fince lath 
borrow'd, proteſted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to 
wring Money from me, by the Love I bore his Father, 
by the Fortunes might fall upon himſelf, to furniſh his 

Wants: That done, I have had fince his Bond, his Friend 
and Friends Bond ; although 1 know that he ie 
yours, yet it grieves me to ſee the unbridled Wildneſs 

that reigns over him. 

Fath. Brother, what is the manner his Life ? how: 13 
the Name of his Offences ? if they do not reliſh altogether 


of Damnation, his Youth may privilege his Wantonneſs: 


I myſelf ran an unbridled Courſe *till thirty, nay, almoſt 
*till forty. ; well, you ſee how I am : For Vice once look- 
ed into with the Eyes of Diſcretion, and well ballanced 


with the Weights of Reaſon, the Courſe paſt, ſeems fo 


abominable, that the Landlord of himſelf, which is the 
B Heart 
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Heart of his Body, will rather intomb himſelf in the 
Earth, or ſeek a new Tenant to remain in him, which 


once ſattled, how: much better are they that in their Vouth 
have known all theſe Vices, and left? em,. than thoſe that 


knew little, and in their Age run into em? Believe me, 


Brether, they that die moſt Virtuous, hath in their Youth 
lis'd mot Vieious; and none knows the Danger ofthe 
Fire more than he that falls into it: But ſay, how is the 
Courfe of his Life? let's hear his Particulars. 

Ce. Why T tell you, Brother, he is a continual 
Sw earer, and a Breaker of his Oaths, which 1s bad. 

Fath. I grant indeed to Swear 1s bad, but not in keep- 
+:x-thoſe-Oaths45-better: ; for who will ſet by a bad thing? 


Nay, by wy Faith, I hold this rather a Virtye than a 


Vice. Well, I pray, proceed. 

Une. Ie is amighty Brawler, and comes commonly by 
the worlt. 

Fatb. By my Faith this is none ofthe worlt neither, far 
Fr be brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
wn it: For what brings a Man or Child more to Virtue 
than Correction ? What reigns over him elſe-? 

Unc. He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
himſelf. 


Fatb. O beſt of all, Vice ſhould be forgotten, let him 


drink on, fo he 777 81 not Churches. Nay, and this be 
de worſt, I hold it rather Happineſs in Bim. than 2 
1 iquity. Hath he any more Attendants ? 

Luc. Brother, he is one that will borrow of any Man. 


Fath. Why you ſee ſo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 


the ſmall Currents in the World to encreaſe himſelf. 

Unc. Ay, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son, 

_ Futh. No more would the Sea, neither, if it were as 
Ary as my Son. - - 

Luc. Then, Brother, 1 ſee you rather like theſe Vices 
In your Son, than any way condemn them. 

Fath. Nay miſtake me net, Brother, for though 1 
Fur them qver now, as Things ſlight and nothing, his 
£rimes being in the Bud, it would gall my Heart, they 
dhould ever reign in him. 

_ Flay. Ho: ? who! s within ho? 


i Flowerdale nocli within, | 


thee, That's your Son, he is come to borrow more Mony. 


Fad For God's Sake give it out 1 am dead, 
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gee how hell take it. | 
Say, I have brought. you News from his , ENVY 
J have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my 
Which Tl deliver him. 
Luc. Go to, Brother, no more: I will, 
Fw. Uncle, where are you, Uncle? : Tithin, 
.Unc. Let-my Couſin in there. 
 Fath. I am a Sailor come from#exice, and my Name 
is en, 
Enter Flowerdale. 
A. By:the Lord, in Truth, Uncle. 
5 In Truth would a ſerv' = Couſin, without the 
Yr | 
Flow. By your Leave, Uncle, the Lord is-the Lord of 


Truth. A Couple of Raſcals at the Gate, ſet upon me 


for my Purſe. 

Unc. You never come, but you bring a Brawl.in your 
Mouth. 

Flow. By my Truth, Uncle, you 2 needs lend me 
ten Pound. 

Unc, Give my Coal ſome ſmall Beer here. 

Flaw. Nay look you, you turn it to a Jeſt now, by this 
Light, I ſhould ride to Croyden Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
S3rcock, I ſhould have his Daughter £ Zuce, and for ſcurvy 
ten Pound, a Man 'ſhall loſe nine hundred threeſcore and 


odd Pounds, and a daily Friend beſide, by this Hand, Un- 


cle, *tis true. 
| he: Why, any thing is true for ought 1 know. 

Flav. To fee now; why you fhall have my Bond, 
Uncle, Tom. White's, Fames Brock's, or Nick Halls 3 
Qs good Rapier and Dagger Men, as any be in Eng- 
land; let's be damn'd if we do not pay you, the work 
of us all will not dam ourſe. ves for ten Pound. - APox 
of ten Pound. . 

Unc. *Coulin, this is not the Erft time I have believ'd 
vou. 

Fhw. Why truſt me now, you know not what may 
fall; if one Thing were but true, I would not greatly 

care, I ſhould not need ten Pound, but when a Man can 
not be believ'd, there's it. 
Duc. Why What is it, Couſin ? 

Flow. Marry this, Uncle, can you tell me if the. Rater 
Hue be come home or no? 

Lac. Ay marry is't. 
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Flaw. By Gad [ thank you for that New 5, 
What, is't in the Pool can you tell? 

Unc.” It is; what of that? 

Hab. What? why then I have fix Pieces of Velvet ſent 
me, I'Il give you a Piece, Uncle: For thus ſaid the Let- 
ter, a Piece of Aſh-colour, a three-piFd black, a colour'd 
Deroy, a Crimſon, a ſad Green, and a Purple: Ves, i'faith. 

_ Unc. From whom ſhould you receive this? 

hb. From who ? why from my Father; ih Com- 
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes; I know, 
Aith he, thou haſt much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom 
God willing at my Return I will ſee amply ſatisfied, amply 
I remember,was the very Word; ſo God help me. 

Unc. Have you the Letter here "= 
; Fhw. Yes, I have the Letter here, here is the Etter : 
No, yes, no, let me ſee, what Breeches wore J on Satur- 
| day: Let me fee, a Tire/tay, my Calamanka, a JZedre/tay, 

my Peach-colour Sattin, a Thurſday, my Vellure, a Hiday, 
my Calamanka again, a Saturday, let me ſee, a Saturday. 
for in thoſe Breeches I wore a Saturday is the Letter : O 
my riding Breeches, Uncle, thoſe that you thought had 
been Velvet, in thoſe very Breeches i is the Letter. 3 
uc. When ſhould it be dated? | 
Flow. Marry Didi//ems ter/ios Septembris, no, py rid. 
f m0 tertio Octobris, Ay Octobris, fo it is. 

Unc. Dicditima terfios Octobris: And here receive Ia 
Letter that your Gather died in Fune : How ſay vou, 
Kefter ? | 

Fath. Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead theſe Hands 
of mine holp to wind him. | 

Fhoau. Dead? | | 

Fath. Ay, Jr, dende. 

Flow. *Sblood, how ſhould my Father come dead! us 

Fatbh. I faith Sir, according to the old Proverb, 
he Child was Bowes, and cried, n Man, 

Aſter fell Sick, and Died. 

Urc. Nay, Couſin, do not take it fo heavily. | 

Flow. Nay, I cannot weep you Extempory; marry 
ſome two or three Days hence I ſhall weep without any 
Stintance. But I hope he died in good Memory. -. , 

Fath, Very well, Sir, and ſet down every Thing in 
good Order, and che Katherine and Has vou talkt of, I 
came over in; and I fry all the Bills of Lading, and the 


Veivet that you talk of, there is no ſuch aboard. 


* — 
* 
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Einw. * Gad, J aſſure 48 then there's Knavery a- 
broad. 
Fath. I'll be 9.8 up chat; there's Knavery abroad; 
altho” there was never a Piece of Velvet in Venice. 

FHbbau. I hope he died in good Eſtate. 

Fath. To the Report of the World he did, and made 
his Will, of which Lam an unworthy Bearer. | 

Fixw. His Will, have you his Will? 

.. Fath. Yes, Sir, and i in the Preſence of your Uncle 1 
was willed to deliver it. 

Unc. I hope, Coulin, now God hath blef ed you Wit 
Wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 

Fg I'll do Reaſon, Uncle ; yet rfaith I take the 


Denial of this ten Pound very hardly. 


Unc. Nay, I denied you not. | 

Flow. By Gad you deny'd me directly. 

Unc. I'll be judg'd by this good F elo 

Fath. Not dire ly, Sir. 3 

Flew. Why, he faid, he would 3 me none, and that 
had wont to be a direct Denial, If the old Phraſe hold: 
Well Uncle, come we'll fall to the Legacies. In the Name 
of God, Amen. 


"Nom: Ibequeath to my Brother LED rep * F 


dred Pounds, to pay ſuch trivial Debts as I owe in Le 
don. 

Item, To my Son Mat. Flewerdale, I bequeath two 
Bail of falſe Dice, videlicet, high Men and low Men, 
Fullomes, ſtop Cater Traies, and other Bones of Function. 

Flow. Sblood, what doth he mean by this? 

Unc. Proceed, Couſin. 

F#ow. Theſe Precepts i leave him, Let EE borrow of 
his Oath, for of his Word r no body will truſt him. Let 
him by no means marry an honeſt: Woman, for the other 
will Keep herſelf. Let him ſteal as much as he can, that 


a guilty Conſcience may bring him to his deſtinate Re- 
pentance: I think he means Hanging. And this were 


his laſt Will and Teſtament, the Devil ſtood laughing at 


his Bed's Feet while he made it. Sblood, what doth he 


think to lop off his Poſterity with Paradoxes 2 

Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own Hands. 

Flow, Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, Jet me have 
this ten Pound, imagine you Lure loft it, or robb'd of it, 
or miſreckon'd yourielf ſo much; any way to make it 
come ic caltly off, good Uncle. 


B 3 a Unc. 
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Unc. Not a Penny. | 

Fath. I faith lend it him, Sir, I myſelf have an 
Eftate in the City worth twenty Pound, all that I'll en- 
gage for kim, he\faith it concerns kim in a Marriage. 

Flaw. Ay marry doth it, this is a F ellow of ome 
Senſe, this: Come good Uncle. 

Unc. Will you give your Word for it, Keſter? 

Fath.. I will, Sir, willingly. 

Duc. Well, Coufin, come to me an our hence, you 
Mall have it ready. 

Flv. Shall J not fail ? 

Uc. Yau ſhall not, come or ſend, 

lav. Nay, Fil come myſelf. 

Fats. By my Troth, would were your Worſhip's Man, 

Fw. What > would't thou ſerve? 

Fatb. Very willingly, Sir. 

Flaw. Why Fl tell thes what thou ſhalt do, thou ſay'ſt 
thou. haft twenty Pound, go into Birchin- Lane, put thy 
jelf into Cloaths, thou ſhalt ride with me to Croydon 
Fair. : h 

Path. I thank you, Sir, I will attend you. | 

Fhw.' Well, Uncle, you will not failm me an Hour hence. 
Dic. Iwill not, Couſin. 

Flv. What's thy Name, Ke/er ? 

Fath. Ay, Sir. 

Flaw. Well, provide thyſelf: Uncle farewel till anon, 
[Exit Flowerdale. 
Urc. Brother, how do you like your Son? 
Fath. Tfaith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Or as a Hawk, that never ſtoop'd to lure: 
The one muſt be tamed with an Iron Bit, 
The other muſt be watch' d, or ſtill ſhe is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while let him be ſo; | 
For Counſel fill is Folly's deadly Foe. - 
Pl ſerve his Youth, for Youth muſt have his Courſe, 
For being reſtrain'd, it makes him ten times worſe; 
His Pride, his Riot, all that may be nam' d, 


Time may recal, and all his Madaeſs tam d, [Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Lancel ot, Maſter Weathercock, Daffidil, 
Artichoak, Luce and Frank. 
Tanc. Sirrah, Arthichoak, get you home before; 
And as you prov'd yourſelf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your F ellow. Calves tage you have 4 
4 EK. 


* 
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Fi. Yes, forſooth, ſhall not my Fellow Dag go a- 
kong with me? 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, I muß have one to wait off me. 
Art. Dafpdil, farewel, good Fellow Doffidil. 
Vou nfay fee, Miſtrefs, J ant ſet up by the Halves, 
Inſtead of waiting on you, I am ſent td drive home Calves.” 
Lanc. I'faith Frank, I muſt turn away this Daf#dl!,- 


He's grown a very fool iſ fawcy Fellow 


Fran. Indeed law, Father, he was ſo fince I had him: 
Before he was wife enough for a fuoliſh Serving-lan.” 

Weath. But what ſay you to me, Sir Lancelot? 

Lanc. O, about my Daughters, well, Iwill go forward 
Here's two of them, God ſave them; but thet thard, - 

O ſhe's a Stranger in her Courſe of Life, 
She hath refiſed you, Maſter Weatherceck.” 

Meatb. A,, by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that ſhe hack, - 
Bat had ſhe try'd me, ſhe ſhould have found a Man of the 
indeed. 

Lanc. Nay, be not angry, Sir, at her Denial, > hark 
refus'd ſeven of the worſhipfullit, and worthieſt Houſe- 
keepers this Day in Nene: Indeed ſhe will not marry, I“ 
ſuppoſe. 

Weath. The more Fool ſhe. 

Lanc. What, is it Folly to love Chaſtity * 

NMeatb. No, miſtake me not, Sir Lancelet, 

But *tis an old Proverb, and you know it well, - 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes in Hell. 

 Lanc. That's a fooliſh Proverb and a falſe.- 

Weath. By the Maſs, I think it be, and therefore let 
it go: But who ſhall marry with Miſtreſs Frances ; 
ES By my Troth they are talking of * in 4 me, 
. 

Zuce. Peace, let them tall: 

Fools may have Leave to Prattle as they Walk. 

Daf. Sentences ſtill, ſweet Miſtreſs, 


You have a Wit; and it were your Alablaſter. 


Luce. T faith and thy Tongue trips trench more. 
Lanc. No of my Knighthood, not a Suiter yet; 
Alas, God help her, ſilly Girl, a Fool, a very Fools® 
But there's the other black Brows a ſhrewd Girl, 
She hath Wit at Will, and Suiters two or three; 5 

Sir Arthur Greenfield: one, a gallant Knight, 
A valiant Soldier, but his Power but poor. 
Then there's young Oliver, the Devonſhire Lad; 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
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A wary Fellow, marry ful] of Wit, 
And rich by the Rood ; but there's a third all Air, 
Light as a Feather, changing as the Wind : 
Young Flowerdale. 
Weath. O he, Sir, he's a deſperate Dick indeed: 
Bar him your Houſe. 
Lanc. Fie, not ſo, he's of good Parentage. 
Heath. By my fay and ſo he is, and a proper Man. 
Lanc. Ay, proper enough, had he good Qualities. 
Meath. Ay, marry, there's the Point, Sir Lancelot : 
For there's an old ſaying. | 
Be he rich, or be he poor, 
Be he high, or be he low: : | : 


*Fis Manners makes the Man and all. 


Lanc. You are in the right, Maſter Weatherceck. 

| Enter Monfieur Civet. | 

Civ. Soul, I think I am croſſed fare, or witcht with 
an Owl, I have haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth 
after Booth, yet cannot find them; ha, yonder they are, 
that's ſhe, I hope to God ' tis ſhe, nay, I know 'tis ſhe now, 

For ſhe treads her Shoe a little awry. 

Lane. Where is this Inn? We art paſt it, Dafdel. | 

Daf. The you Signs is ems Sir, but the black Gate 
is before. 

Civ. Save you, Sir, I pray may I borrow a Piece of 

a Word with you?; 

Daf. No Pieces, Sir. 
Ci. Why then the whole. | 

I pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be? . 
Daf. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the Deſtinies and 

Mortality work. 

Civ. What's her Name, Sir ? 
Daf. Miſtreſs Frances Spurcock, Sir 2 85 — 

Daughter. 

. the a : Maid, Sir. 

Da. You muſt ask Plato, and Dame Proſerpine that: ; 

I would be loth to be ridled, Sir. | 
Civ. Is ſhe married I mean, Sir? 
Def. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker ſhall | 

make her Wedding Shoes. ? 
Civ. I pray where Inn you, Sir? I would be very 

lad to beſtow the Wine of that Gentlewoman, _ 
Daf. At the George, Sir. 
Civ. God ſave you, Sir. 


Daf 


The London Prodigal. 9 


2 ray your Name, Sir? 
y Name is Maſter Ciwet, Sir. 


Paß A ſweet Name, God be with you, good Maſter 


C:vet. [ Exit Civet. 
Lanc. Ay, 3 we ſpy'd your ſtout St. George? 
For all your Dragon, you had beſt ſells good Wine. 
That needs no Ivy Buſh : Well, we'll not ſit by it, 
As you do on your Horſe, this Room ſhall ſerve : 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us Old Men; 
For theſe Girls and Knaves ſmall Wines are beſt. 
A Pint of Sack, no more. 
Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns. 
Lanc. A Pint, draw but a Pint. Daſfidil, 
Call for Wine to make yourſelves drink. 
Han. And a Cup of Small Beer, and a 9 good 
Daffdil. 
Enter Young F lowerdale. 


Fhw. How now, fie, fit in the open Room, mou 


good Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worſhipful 


Maſter Weathercock. What at your Pint ? A Quart for. 


Shame. 

Lanc. Nay Royſter, by your Leave we will away. 
Flaw. Come, give's ſome Mufick, we'l go Dance, 
Be gone, Sir Lancelet, what and fair Day too? 

Lanc. TJwere fouliy done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow. Nay if you fay ſo, faireſt of all Fairs, then 1! 
not dance; a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath ſpoil'd me a 
Peach-colour Sattin Suit, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but it 
ever the Raſcal ſerve me ſuch another Trick, PII 'give 
him Leave, i'faith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, and you, Sir Lancelot; and Maſter Veathercoct, 
my Goldſmith too on t'other fide, 1 beſpoke thee, Lace, 
a Carkenet of Gold, and thought thou ſhould&ſt a had it 
for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in Rerages for 
Orient Pearl; but thou ſhalt have it by Sunday Night, 
_ Wench, „ e 

Enter the Draxwer. 

Draw. Sir, here is one that hath ſent you a Bottle of 
Rhenith Wine, brewed with Roſe-Water. 

Flow, To me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and deſires his more 
Acquaintance. : 

Lanc. To me? What's he that proves ſo kind? - 

Daf. I havea T rick. & to know tus Name, Sir, he Hain 
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2: Month's Mind here to Miene Frances, his, Name: 15 


Maſter Covert, 
Lanc. Call him in, Dagfbl. 
Flay. O, I know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reaſon- 


7 able Rich,. his Father was one of theſe Leaſe-mongers, 


theſe Corn-mongers, . theſe Money-mongers, but he never 
Kad the. Wit to be a Whore-monger, 
ier Maſter Civet. 
Lune: I promiſe you, Sir, you are at too much Charge. 
Civ. The Charge is ſmall Charge, Sir, I thank God 


3 


my Father left, me wherewithal ; if it pleaſe you, Sir, 1 


have a great Mind to this Gentlewoman here, 1 in the way 
of Marriage: 

Tac. I thank you, Sir 3 pleaſe you to come to Lew- 
ame, to my poor Houſe, you ſhall be kindly welcome: 


knew your Father, he was a wary Husband. To pay 


here, Drawer? 
Draav. All is paid, Gin . this Gentleman 09 paid all. 
Lan: I'faith you do us wrong, 
But we ſhall live to make amends ere long: 
Maſter Flwerdale, is that your Man ?. 
Flv. Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lanc. Nay then, 1. think you will turn wiſe, | 
Now you take ſuch a Servant: 1 
Come, yau'll ride with us to Zewſome, let's away, 


Tis.ſcarce two Hours to the End of "Day. {Excunt; 
Enter Sir Arthur. Greenſhood, Oliver, Lieutenant 
and Soldie mY 


Ab., Lieutenant, lead your Soldiers to. the Slips, 
There let them have their Coats,. at their Arrival 
They ſhall have Pay; farewel, look to your Charge. 

Sol. Ay, we are now ſent away, and cannot ſo much: 
as ſpeak with our, Friends: 

OZ, Na Man what ere you. uſed, a zntch-a- Fafhion, 
thick you cannot take your Leave of your Vreens. 

Arth. Fellow, no more. Lieutenant lead them off. 

Sal. Well, if L have not my Pay and my Cloaths, 
Ell venture a running away, though I hang fort. 
Arth.. Away, Sirrah, charm your. Tongue. 

[Excunt Soldiers. 

On. Bin you a Preſſer, Sir * 
Arth, Lam. a Commander, Sir, under the King. 
2 Sfoot, Man, and yoube ne'er zutcha Command - 
- Shud a ſpoke withmy Vreens before I cnid a gone. 


ty a 
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2b; Content yourſelf, Man, my Authority will 
{etch to preſs ſo good a Man as you. - 

Oli. Preſs me? I devy, preſs Scoundrels, and thy Meſ- 
ſels; Preſs me, chee ſcorns thee i'faith: For ſeeſt thee, 
i cod worſhipful Knight knows, cham not to be preſſod 

yt 
Enter Sir Lancelot, ERR young Plowerdale, ela- 
| Flowerdale, Euce and Frank. 

Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lew/ome, welcome by 
my Troth: What's the Matter Manz why are vou vext: 5 

Oi. Why Man he would preſs me. 

Lanc. Oe, Sir Authur, preſs him 
He is a Man of reckoning. 
| Weath. Ay, that he is, Sir Arthur, he hath the Nobles; P 
The golden 'Ruddocks ke. 

Arth. The fitter for the Wars z 
And were he not in favour 
With your Worſhips, he ſhould ſee, 

That I have Power to preſs ſo good as he; 

O. Chiltſtand to the Trial, fo chill. 

* Flow. Ay marry ſhall he, preſs Clock and Karſy, 
White- Pot and drowſen Broth:: 3 tut; tat; he cannot. 

Oli. Well, Sir, though you ſex vlouten Cloth Oe” x 
Karſy, chee a zeen zuteh z- Karſy- Coat wear out the 
Town ſick-a zilken Jacket, as thick a one yau- wear. 

Fliw. Well ſed vlitan vlattan: i 

Oli. A, and Well ſed Cocknell, and Boe-Bell too: 


What doeſt think cham aveard of thy Zilken- Coat, no 


fer vere inne, 

Lanc. Nay, come ns more, be all Lovers and Friend. 

Wath. Ay, tis beſt ſo, good Matter Oliver. 

Flow. Is your Name Maſter Oliver, I Nerd van. 

Oli. What tit and be tit, and grieve you. 

Flew. No, but I'd gladly know if a Man might hot 
have a fooliſh Plot out of Maſter Q/vex to Werk upon 

OE. Work thy Plots upon me, ſtand aſide, We 
fooliſh Plots upon me, chill ſo uſe thee, chou wert never 
ſo uſed fince thy Dam bound thy Head, wor Kk upan * — 

Flaw. Let him come, let him come. 

Oli. Zyrrha; Zyrrha, if it were · not for ſhame; chee * 
would a given thee zutch a whiſter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at. m/] 
Feet: Stand aſide, let me looſe, cham all of a naming 


Fiteorane 3- ſtand ahde: 2 


* 
* 
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Flow. Well, I forbear you for your Friend's Sake. 

Oli. A vig for all my Vreens, do'ſt thou tell me of 
my Vreens? 

Lanc. No more, good Maſter 1 no more, Sir A. 
thur. And Maiden, here in the ſight of all your Suitors, 
every Man of worth, I'll tefl you whom I fa ineſt would 
pos to the hard Bargain of your Marriage Bed; aa . 

be plain among you, Gentlemen? 


Arth. Ay, Sir, ttis beſt. 
Lanc. Then, Sir, firſt to you, I do 3 you a moſt 
gallant Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeſt Man: But 


Floneſty maintains à French-hood, goes very ſeldom in a 


Chain of Gold, keeps a ſmall Train of Servants; hath few 
Friends: And for this wild Oats here, young Fowerdale, 
I will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he were 
better make a hundred new, than thee a thrifty and an 
Honeſt one. 

F/eath. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath 
touch'd you to the quick, that he hath. | 

Fhw. Woodcock a my fide, why Maſter Wee 

ou know JI am honeſt, howſoever trifles. 
Mrath. Now by my Troth I know no otherwiſe. 


O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed: 
Heav'n hath her Soul, and my Wife's too, I truſt: 


And your good Father, honeſt Gentleman, 
He is gone a Journey, as I hear, far hence. 
Flxvs. Ay, God be praiſed, he is far enough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradiſe, 
And left me to cut a Caper againſt Care. 
Luce, look on me that am as light as Air. 
Luce. Vfaith I like not Shadows, Bubbles, Broth, 
J hate a light Love, as I hate Death. 
Lanc. Girl, hold thee there: 
Look on this Devonſhire Lad: 

Fat, fair, and lovely, both in Purſe and Perſon. ; 
O. Well, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, you 
know me well ivin, cha have threeſcore pack of Karſy, 
and Blacken Hall, and chief Credit beſide, and my For- 

tunes may be ſo good as another's, zo it may. 
Lanc. Tis you J lave, whatſocyer others lay. 
Artb. Thanks, Faireſt. | 
Flow. What, would'ſt thou have me quarrel with him? 

Farb. Do but ſay he ſhall hear from you. | 
Lane. Vet, Gentlemen, howloeyerl prefer this Dewon- 


Gare 
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fire Suitor, TIl enforce no Love, my Daughter ſhall have 
her Liberty to chuſe whom ſhe likes beſt. 
In-your Love-ſuit proceed :. 
Not all of you, but only one muſt ſpeed. 
Weath. You have ſaid well: Indeed right well. 
Enter Artichoak. 

Art. Miſtreſs, here's one would ſpeak with you, my 
Fellow Daffidil hath him in the Cellar already, he ____ 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. | 

Lanc. O, I remember, a little Man. 

Art. Ay, a very, little Man. 

Lanc. And yet a proper Man. 

Art. A very proper, very little Man. 

Lanc. His Name is Monſieur Civet. 
Art. The ſame, Sir. 
Lanc. Come, Gentlemen, if other Sto come, 
My fooliſh Daughter will be fitted too : 
But Delia my Saint; no Man dare move. 
[ E xeunt all but youngFlowerdale,Oliver,and old Flowerdale. 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a Word. 

Oli. What ha an you to ſay to me now? | 

Flow. Ve ſhall hear from me, and that very ſhortly. 

Oli. Is that all, . vare thee well, chee vere thee not a 
Vig. [Exit Oliver. 

Hor. What if he ſhould come now? I am fairly dreſt. 

Fath. I do not mean that you ſhall meet with him. 

But preſently we'll go and draw a Will; 
Where we'll ſet down Land, that we never ſaw, 
And we will have it of ſo large a Sum, 

Sir Lancelot ſhall intreat you to take his Daughter ; 
This being formed, give it Maſter Weatherceck. 
And make Sir Lancelu's Daughter Heir of all: 
And make him {wear never to ſhew the Will 

To any one, until that you be dead, 

This done, the fooliſh Changeling Weathercock 
Will ſtraight Diſcourſe unto Sir Lancelot, 
The Form and Tenor of your Teſtament. 

Nor ſtand to pauſe of it, be rul'd by me: 

What will enſue, that fhall you quickly ſee. 

Flaw. Come let's about it; if that a Will, ſweet Kit, 
Can get the Wench, I ſhall renown thy Wit. [Excunt, 

Enter Daffidil and Luce. 
Daf. Miſtreſs, till froward ? 


No kind Looks unto your Dafidit, now. by the Gods. 
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"mo Away my fooliſh Knave, let my Hand go: 
Daf. There's your Hand, but this ſhall gowith me: 
My Heart is thine, this is my true Love's Fee, 
Luce. Pil have your Coat Ape o'er your Ears ber hi, 
You ſawcy- Paſcal. 
Enter Lancelot and Weathercoek. 8] 
Lanc. How now; Maid,. what is the News with you ?: 
Luce. Your Man- is ſomething ſawey. [Exit Luce. 
Lanc. Go to, Sirrah, I'Il talk with you anon 
Daf. Sir, I am a Man to be talked-withal, 
Lam no Horſe, I trow ; 


| I know my Strength, then no more than fo. 


Weath. Ay, by the Matkins, good Sir Lancelot, I faw 


him the other Day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules. 


I'faith God-a-mercy, Lad, I like thee well. 
Land. Ay, ay, like him woll, go Sirrah, _— me a Cop! 
of Wine, | 
That ere I part with Maſter — 


We may drink down our Farewel- in French Wine. 


Weath. I thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight, 
Pl! come and viſit ycu, by the Mouſe-foot Iwill; 
In.the mean. time, take heed of cutting Per dale 


| He is a deſperate Dick, I warrant you... 


Lazce He is, he is: Fill, Dagadil, fill me fome Wine, * 
Ha, what wears he on. his Arm? 
My Daughter Luce's Bracelet, ay, tis the fame, 
Ha to vou, Maſter Weather wk: 

IWeath, I thank you, Sir Here, Dafidih, am honeſt 
Fellow, and a tall, thou art. Well; Ell take my Leave, 


good Night, - And I hope to-have you and all your 


Daughters at my poor Houſe, in good ſooth- I muſt. 
Lanc. Thanks, Maſter FEeathercocks IT-hall be bold to 


trouble you, be ſure. 


Math. And welcome, keartily farewel. (Kris Wenth. 

Lac. Sirrah, I ſaw my Daughter's Wrong, andwithal - 
her Bracelet on your Arm ; off with it ; and with it my- 
Livery too..Have Icare to ſee my Daughter match'd with- 
Men of Worſkip, and are you grown 1o.bold-> Go, Sir- 
rah, from my Houſe, or Flt whip yew hence» 

Baß I'll not be whipt, Sir, there's your-Livery, 
Thus is a Servingman's Reward, what care I., 
I have Means to truſt to L ſcorn Service, 1. [Exit Dafral. 
Lanc. Ay a luſty Knave, but I muſt let him 80. 


Dux. Servants muſt be taught what they ſhould n. 
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Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 


Luce. Sir, as Lam a Maid, I do affect you above any: 
Juitor that I have, although that Soldiers ſcarce know: 


how to love. | 
Alrtb. I am a Soldier, and a Gentleman, 
Know; what belongs to War, what to a Lady: 
What Man offends me, that my Sword ſhall right.: 
What Woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 
Luce. I neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, 
But there be ſome that bear x Soldier's Form, 
That ſwear by him they never think upon, 
Go ſwaggering up and down from Houſe to Houſe, 
Crying, God pays: And 
Alrtb. I faith, Lady, I'll deſcry you ſuch a Man, 
Of them there be many which you have ſpoke. of, 
That bear the Name and Shape of Soldiers, 
Vet, God knows, very ſeldom.ſaw the War: 
That haunt your Taverns and yaur Ordinaries,. 
Your Ale-houſes ſometimes, for all a-like, 
To uphold the-brutiſh Humour of their Minds, 
Being mark'd down for the Bondmen of Deſpair : - 
Their Mirth begins in Wine, but ends in Blood, 
Their Drink. is clear, but their Conceits are mud. 
Luce. Vet theſe are great Gentlemen Soldiers. 
Arth. No they are wretched- Slaves, 
Whoſe deſperate Lives doth bring them timeleſs Graves. 
Tuce. Both for yourſelf, and for your Form of Life, 
If I may chuſe, I'Il be a Soldier's Wife. | 
Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver, 
Oil. And tut truſt to it, ſo then. 
Lane. Aſſure yourſelf, I 
You ſhall be married.with all Speed we may: 
One Day ſhall ſerve for Frances and for Luce. 
Oli. Why che wood vain-know the time, for providing: 
Wedding Raiments. 
Lane. Why no more but i firſt get your Aſſurance. 
made touching my Daughter's Jointure, that diſpatcht, 
ve will in two Days make Proviſion. 
Oli. Why Man, chill have the Writings made by. To- 
morrow. 
8 To-monrow be. i it then, let's moet at the Ving 8 
Head in Ey/h-ftreet: | 
Ol. No, ſie: Man, no let's meet at the Rofe at Temple» 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counſellor: and mine. 
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Lanc. At the Roſe be it then, the Hour nine, 
He that comes laſt forfeits a Pint of Wine. 
Oli. A Pint is no Payment, 
Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 
Enter Artichoak. 
Art. Maſter, here is a Man would ſpeak with Maſter 

Oliver; he comes from young Maſter Flowerdale. 

Oli. Why chill ſpeak with him, chill ſpeak with Nm. 
Lanc. Nay, Son Oliver, I'Il ſurely ſee 

hat young F/owerdale hath ſent to you. 

ray God it be no Quarrel. 7 

l. Why Man, if he quarrel with me, chill give him 

his Hands full. - 
Enter old Flowerdale. 

Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 

Lanc. Welcome, honeſt Friend. 

Fath. To you and yours my Maſter wiſheth Health, 

But unto yau, Sir, this, and this he ſends : 

There is the Length, Sir, of his Rapier, 

And in that Paper ſhall you know his Mind. 

Oli. Here, chil meet him my Friend, chil meet him. 

Lanc. Meet him, you ſhall not meet the Ruffian, fie. 

Ou. And Ido not meet him, chil give you Leave to call 
me Cut. Where is't, Sarrah © where is't? where is't? 

Fratb. The Letter ſhows both Time and Place, 

And if you be a Man, then keep your Word. 
Lanc. Sir, he ſhallnot keep his word, he ſhall not meet. 
Fath. Why let him chuſe, he'll be the better known 

For a baſe Raſcal, and reputed 5 
Oli. Zirrah, Zn and *twere not an old Fellow, and 

ſent after an Errant, chid give thee ſomething, but chud 

be no Mony : = hold thee, for I ſee thou art ſome- 
what teſtorn, hold thee, there's vorty Shillings, bring 
thy Maſter a veeld, chil give thee vorty more, look 
thou bring him, chil mall him tell him, chil mar his 
dancing Treſſels, chil uſe him, he was ne' er ſo uſed ſince: 
his Dam bound his Head, chil make him for. capering 
any more chy vor thee. 

Fath. You ſeem a Man, ſtout and 9 
And J will ſo report, whate'er befall. 

Lanc. And fall out ill, aſſure thy Maſter this, 
Pl make him fly the Land, or uſe him worſe. 

Fath. My Maſter, Sir, deſerves not this of you, 


And that you'll ſhortly find, - . 
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Lance. Thy Maſter is an Unthrift, you a Knave, 

And Fl] attach you firſt, next clap him up: 
Or have him bound unto his good Behaviour. 

Oli. I wood you were a Sprite if you do him any harm 
for this : And youdo, chil nere ſee you, nor any of yours, 
while chil have Eyes open: What do you think, chu) 
be abaffelled up and down the Town for a Meſſel, and a 
Scoundrel, no chy bor you : Zirrah, + come, zay no 
more, chil come, tell him. 

Fath. Well, Sir, my Maſter deſerves not this of you, 
And that you'll ſhortly find. Exit. 

Oli. No matter, he's an Unthrift, I deſie him. | 

Lanc. No, gentle Son, let me know the Place. 

Oli. Now chye vor you. 

Lanc. Let me ſee the Note. 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zuch a Trick. 

But if chee meet him, zo, if not, 20: chil make him 
know me, or chil know why I ſhall not, chil varethe worſe. 

Lanc. What will you then neglect my Daughter's Love? 
Venture your State and her's for a looſe Brawl; 

Oli. Why Man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him 
too, and again; and zo God be with you vather. 
What, Man, we ſhall meet To-morrow. [Extt. 

Lanc. Who would have ought he had been ſo deſ- 
perate. Come forth my honeſt Servant Articboal. 

Enter Artichoak. 

Arti. Naw: what's the Matter ; ſome Brawl toward, I 
warrant you. 

Lanc. Go get me thy Sword bright ſcower'd, thy Buck- 
ler mended. O for that Knave, that Villain Dafidil would 
have done good Service. But to thee. 

Arti. Ay, this is the Tricks of all you Gentlemen,when 
you ſtand in need of a good Fellow. O for that Daſidil, 
O where is he? but if you be angry, and it be but for the 
wagging of a Straw, then out a Doors with the Knave, 
turn the Coat over his Ears. This is the Humour of you all. 


Lanc. O for that Knave, that luſty Daffdil. : Pe” 


Arti. Why there tis now; our Year's Wages and our 
Vails will ſcarce pay for broken Swords and Bucklers that 
we uſe in our Quarrels. But I'Il not fight if Daffiail be a 
t' other ſide, that's flat. 

Lanc. Tis no ſuch matter, Man, get Weapons ready, 
and be at Pondon ere the Break of Day; watch near the 


Lodging of the e Youth, but be unſeen ; and a 
e 
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he goes out, as hewill go out, and that very early with” 
out doubt. 4 

Ati. What, would you have me draw upon him. 
And he goes in the Street? 

Lanc. Not for a World, Man, into the Fields. For to 
the Field he goes, there to meet the deſperate Fharerdale: 
Take thou the Part of Oliver my Son, for he ſhall be my 
Son, and marry Lure: Do'ft underſtand me, Knave? 

Arti. Ay, Sir, I do underſtand you, but my young 


Miſtreſs might be better pgovided i in matching with my 


Fellow Daffidil. 
Lanc. Nel! more; Daſfidil is a Es... 
is a moſt notorious Knave. Exit Arti. 
Enter Weathercock. 

Maſter Weathercock, you come in a happy time 3 the de- 
ſperate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge ; and who think 
you muſt anſwer ir, but the eee Man, my Son O- 
ver. 

Weath. Marry I am forry for it, good Sir Lancelbt, 
But if you will be ru'd by me, we'll ſtay the Fury. | 
* Zanc. As how, I pray? 

Weath. Marry I'll tell you, by promiſing young Flewer: 
dale the Red-lip'd Luce. 

_ Lanc. Pl rather follow Krunto her Grave. 

 Weath. Ay, Sir Lancelet,. I would have thought ſo too; 
but you and I have been deceiv'd in him; come read this 
Will, or Deed, er what you call it, I Know not: Come, 
come, your Spectacles J pray. 

Zunc. Nay, I thank God, I ſee very well. 

M tatbß. Marry, God bleſs your Eyes, mine have been 
Aim almoſt this thirty Years. a 

Lanc. Ha, what is this? what is this? 

Wreath. Nay there is true Love indeed, he gave it to me 
but this very Morn, and bad me keep it unſeen from any 
ene; good Youth, to ſee how Men may be deceiv'd. 
Taue. Paſſion of me; what a Wretch am I to hatethis 
loving Youth ? he hath made me, together with my Luce 
he loves ſo dear, Executors of all his Wealth. 

Weath. All, all, good Man, he hath given you all. 
Tanc. Three Ships now in the Straits, and nome. 

ward- bound; 


| Two Lordſhips of two hundred Pounds a Year ; 


The one in Y2/:, the other in Glhucefterſorre : 


Debts and. Accounts are thirty thouſand Pound ; * 
late, 
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Plate, Mony, Jewels, ſixteen thouſand more: 
Two Houſen furniſh'd well in Coleman-ftrect ;- 
Befide whatſoever his Uncle leaves to him, 
Being of great Demeans and Wealth at Pectham. 
Heath. How like you this, good Knight? How like 
you this r 
Zanc. Thavedone him wrong, but now I'll make amends, - 
The Dewonßbire Man ſhall whiſtle for a Wife. 
He marry Luce ! Luce ſhall be Flwerdale's. 


Weath. Why that is friendly ſaid, let's ride to London- 


and prevent their Match, by promiimg your Daughter to 
the lovely Lad. 

Lanc. We'll ride to Lonuon, or it ſhall not need, 
We'll croſs to Dedford.ſtrand, and take a Boat. 

Where be theſe Knaves? what Artichoak ?- what Fop 
Enter Araichoak. 

Ave. Here be the very” Knaves, but not the merry 
Kna ves. 8 
Lane. Here take my Cloak, I'll have a walk to Dea fra 
Art. Sir, we have been ſcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your Defence. 

Lanc. Defence me no Defence, let your Swords ruſt, 
Fll have no fighting: Ay, let Blows alone, Delia ſee all 
Things be in Readineſs againſt theWedding,we'll have two 
at once, and that will ſave Charges, Maſter Weathercock. 
At. Well wewill doit, Sir. [Exeunt, 

Enter Civet, Frank, ed Delia. 

Civ. By my troth this is good luck, Ithank Gad for this. 
m good ſooth I have even my Heart's deſire: Siſter Delia, 
now I may boldly call you ſo, for your Father hath frank 
and freely given me his Daughter Frank. 

Frank. Ay, by my troth, Jom, thou haſt my good will 
too, for I thank God Flong-d for a Husband, and w ould I 
might never ſtir, for one his name was Tom. 

Del. Why, Siſter, now you have your With: 

Civ. You ſay very true, Siſter Dẽlia, and I prithee call 
me nothing but Tm; and I'll call the ſweet Heart, and 
Frank. Will it net do well, Siſter Delia? 

Del. It will do very well with both of you. 

Frank. But Tom, muſt I go as I do now when I: am 
married? 

Civ. No, Frank, I'll have thee go like a Citizen 
In a garded Gen, and a French Hood. 

Frank, By my Troth that will be excellent indeed! 


Del. 
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Del. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eſtate. 
Apparel you yourſelf like to your Father: 

And let her go like to your antient Mother; 
He ſparing got his Wealth, left it to you, 
Brother take heed of * ſome bids Thrift adieu. 
Civ. So as my Father and my Mother went, that's a Jeſt 
indeed; why ſhe went in a fring'd Gown, a ſingle Ruff, 
and a white Cap; and my Father in a Mocado Coat, a pair 
of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvas Back. 
Del. And yet his Wealth was all as much as your's. 
Civ. My Eftate, my Eſtate, I thank God, js forty 
Pound a Year in 'good Leaſes and 'Tenements ; beſides 
twenty Marks a Year at Cuckolds-Hayen, and that comes 
to us all by Inheritance. | 
Del. That may indeed, *tis very fitly plied, 
I know not how it comes, but ſo it falls out 
That thoſe whoſe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 
And took no Pleaſure but to gather Wealth, | 
Thinking of little that they leave behind ; 
For them they hope, will be of their like mind. 
But falls out contrary, forty Years ſparing - | 
Is ſcarce three ſeven Years ſpending, never caring 
W hat will enſue, when all their Coin is gone, 

nd all too late, then Thrift is thought upon; 

ft have I heard, that Pride and Nit kiſt, 

And then Repentance cries, for had I wiſt? 

Civ. You ſay well, Sifter Delia, you ſay well; but I 
mean to live within my Bounds ; for look you, I e ſet 
down my reſt thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a Brace of Greyhounds, and this is all TII do. 
Del. And you'll do this with forty Pounds a Year 8 

Civ. Ay, and a better Penny, Siſter. 

_ Frank. Siſter, you forget that at Cuckolds-Haven. 

Civ. By my Troth well remembred, Fran, 

PH give thee that to buy thee Pins. 
el. Keep you the reſt for Points; alas the Day, 
Fools ſhall have Wealth, though. all the World ſay nay. 
Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ſays for us. | 
Civ. Ay, good Siſter, with all my Heart. 


— 


Frank. Ay, by my Troth Tom, for 1 have a good Sto- 


mach. 
Civ. And I the like, ſweet F Row no Siſter, 


Po. not think TIl go beyond my Bounds. X 


Del. 
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Del. God grant you may not. IExeunt. 

Euter young F lowerdale, and his Father, Weth foils. 

in their Hands. 

Flow. Sirrah, Kit, tarry you there, J have ſpied Sir 
Lancelot and old Weathercock coming this Way, they are 
hard at Hand, I will by no means be ſpoken withal. 

Fath. I'll warrant you, go get you in. 

Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 

Dias Now, my honeſt Friend, thou doſt belong to 
Maſter Flowwerdale ? 

Fath. J do, Sir. 

Lanc. Is he within my good Fellow ? 

Fath. No, Sir, he is not within, 

Lane. I prethee, if he be Ry let me e ſpeak with 
him. 

Fath. Sir, to tell you true, my Maſter is within, but 
indeed would not be ſpoke withal ; there be ſome Terms 
that ſtands upon his Reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any Conference *till he hath ſhook them off. 

Lanc. I prethee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lan- 
celot Spurcoc intreats to ſpeak with him. 

Fath. By my Troth, Sir, if you come 'to take up the 
matter between my Maſter and the Devonſhire Man, you 
do but beguile your: Hopes, and loſe your Labour. 

Lanc. Honeſt Friend, I have not any ſuch thin gs to 
him, I come to ſpeak with him about other Matters. 


Farb. For my Maſter; Sir, hath ſet down his Reſolu- 


tion, either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life be- 
hind him. 

Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel touching 
thy Maſter, or any other Perſon, my Bufineſs is of a dis 
ferent Nature to him, and I prethee ſo tell him. 

 Fath. For howſoever the Devonſpire Man is, 

My Maſter's Mind 15 bloody ; that's a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain. 

Lanc. J have no ſuch thing to him, I tell thee once agin. 

£#ath. I will then ſo ſignify to him. [Exit Father, 

Lanc. Ay, Sirrah, I ſee this matter is hotly carried. 
But I'll labour to diſſwade him from it. 

Enter young F lowerdale and his Father, 
Good morrow, Mafter Power dale. 
Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good morrow, Maſter Weathercock ; 5 
| By my Troth, Gentlemen, I have been renting over . 
Nic 
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Wick Machiawel; II 

Good to be known, not to be followed: 

A peſtilent human Fellow, I have made 
Certain Annotations of him ſuch as they be: 
And how is't, Sir Lancelot ? ha? how is't ? 
A mad Wor a, Men cannot live quiet in it. 

Lanc. Maſter > werdale, I do underſtand. there is ſome 
Jar between the Devonſhire Man and you. 
| 4 They, Sir.; they are good Friends as can be. 

Who Maſter Oliver and I as 5 good Friends as 
can "i 

LTanc. It is a kind of Safety in you to ol it, and a ge- 
nerous Silence, which too few are indued withal : But, Sir, 
' fach x thing I hear, and I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 

_ Flaw. No ſuch thing, Sir ee at my Reputation, "= 
J am an honeft Man: 

Lanc. Now I do believe vou then, if vou de 
Ingage your Reputation there is none. 

Flow. Nay I do not ingage my Reputation there-is not, 
You ſhall not bind me to any condition of hardneſs : 

But if there be any thing between us, then there is, | 
If. there be not, then there i is not. Be, or be not, all is 
ee 

Lanc. I do perceive by this, that there is ſomething bes. 

twcen'you, and I am very ſorry for it. 
bo. Lou may be deceivw'd, Sir Lancelht, the Lalias 
Hath a pretty ſaying, Que/fo:? 1 have forgot it too, 
Tis out of my Head, but in my Tranſlation (him. 
I't hold thus, Thou haſt a Friend keep him; if a Foe trip 
Lanc. Come, I do ſee by ** there is ſomewhat * 
tween e, = 5 
And before God T could wit it otherwiſe. 

Flow. Well, what is between us, can hardly. be alter d: 
Sir Lancelot, I am to ride forth To-morrow, e 
That way which I muſt ride, no Man. muſt deny 
Me the Sun,. I would not by any: particular-Man 
Be denied common and general Paſſage. If any one 
Saith, Herber dale, thou paſſeſt not this way; 

My Anfwer is, I muſt either on or return: 
But return is net my Word, I muſt on: 

If I cannot then make my way, Nature 
HFath done the laſt for me, and there's the Fine. 

Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, every Man hath one Tongue, 
And two Ears; Nature in her Building, | = 
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Is a moſt curious Work- maſte.. 

Flor. That is as much as to fay,a Man ſhould hear more 
Than he-ſhould ſpeak. 

:Flw. You fay true, and indeed I have heard mans 
Than at this time I will ſpeak. 

Lanc. You ſay well. 

Lanc. Slanders are more common than Troths, Maſter 
Flxerdal:, but Proof is the Rule for both. | 

Aw. You ſay true, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third Canton? 

Lanc. T have heard you have been wild: I'have believ'dit. 
Eu. Twas fit, twas neceſſary. 
Lanc. But J have ſeen ſomewhat of late in n you, 
That hath confirm'd in me an Opinion of 
Goodneſs toward you. 

Fl. I' Faith, Sir, I am ſure I never did you Harm: 
Some Good I have done, either to you or yours, 

I am ſure you know not, neither is it my Will you ſhould, 

Lanc. Ay, your Will, Sir. 

Flew. Ay, my Will, Sir; *sfoot do you know ought of 
Begod and you do, Sir, I am abusꝰ'd. (my Will ? 
Lan. Go, Mr. Flawerdale, what 1 know, I know; 
And know you thus much out of my Knowledge, 

That I truly Iove you. For my Daughter, 

She's yours. And if you like a Marriage better : 
Than a Brawl, all Quirks of Reputation ſetaſide, go with 
me preſently : Andwhere you ſhould fight a bloody Battle, 

you ſhall be married to a lovely Lady. 

Floꝛu. Nay but, Sir Lancelot? 

Lanc. If you will - not embrace my offer, yet aſſure 
yourſelf thus much, I will have order to hinder our 
Encounter. 

Flow. Nay but ber me, Sir Lancelut. 

Lanc. Nay, ſtand not you upon imputative Honour, 
*Tis meerly unſound, unprofitable, and idle 
Inferences; your Buſineſs is to wed my Daughter, there- 
fore give me your preſent Word to do it; I'll go and pro- 
vide the Maid, therefore give me your preſent Reſolu- 
tion, either now or never. ; 

Floꝛo. Will you fo put me to it? (never. 

Lane. Ay, afore God. either take me now, or take me 
Elſe whatlthought ſhould be our match, ſhall be our parting 
So fare you well for ever. 


Aau. Stay? fall out, what my Fall, my Love 
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Is above all: I will come. | 
Lanc. I expect you, and ſo fare you well, 
; | [Exit Sin Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how ſhall we do for wedding Apparel? 
© Flow. By the Maſs that's true; now help Kit, 
The Marriage ended, we'll make Amends for all. 
Fath. Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride, 
We will not want for Cloaths, whatſoe'er betide. 


In Mirth we'll end full many a merry Hour: 
As for this Wench, I not regard a Pin, 


__ Fath. Is't poſſible, he hath his ſecond living, 
Forſaking God, himſelf to the Devil giving; 
But that I knew his Mother firm.and chaſt, - 
My Heart would ſay, my Head ſhe had diſgrac'd: 

Elſe would I ſwear, he never was my Son, 

But her fair Mind ſo foul a Deed did ſhun. 

Enter young Flowerdale's Uncle. | 
Unc. How now, Brother, how do you find your Son? 
Fath. O Brother, heedleſs as a Libertine, 

Ev*n grown a Maſter in the School of Vice, 

One that doth nothing, but invent Deceit ; 

For all the Day he humours up and down, 

How he the next Day might deceive his Friend: 

He thinks of nothing but the preſent time : | 

For one Groat ready down, he'll pay a Shilling; 

But then the Lender muſt needs ftay for it. 

When I was young, I had the ſcope of Youth, 

Both wild and wanton, careleſs and deſperate : 

But ſuch mad Strains as he's poſſeſt withal, 

I thought it wonder for to dream upon. 

Unc. I told you ſo, but you would not believe it. 

Fath. Well I have found it, but one thing comforts me, 
Brother, To-morrow he's to be married | 

To beautous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurceck's Daughter. 

nc. Is't poſſible? 

Fath. Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him; 
This Day, Brother, I. will you ſhall arreft him; 
If any thing will tame him, it muſt be that, 

For he is rank in Miſchief, chain'd to a Life, 

That will encreaſe his Shame, and kill his Wife. 

_ Unc. What, arreſt him on his Wedding Day? 

That were unchriſtian, and an unhuman Part: 


How 


Flew. And thou ſhalt ſee, when once I have my Dower - 


It is her Gold muſt bring my Pleaſures in. [Exit. 
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How many Couple ev'n for that very Day, : 


Have purchaſt ſeven Years Sorrow afterward ?. 
Forbear it then to Day, do it to Morrow, 
And this Day mingle not his Joy with. Sorrow. 
 Fath. Brother, I'll' have ic done this very Day, 
And in the view of all, as he comes from Church. 
Do but obſerve the Courſe that he will take, 
Upon my Life he will forſwear the Debt: 
And for we'll have the Sum ſhall not be flight, 
Say. that he owes you near three thouſand Pound: 
Good Brother, let it be done immediately. 
Unc, Well, ſeeing you will have it fo, 
| Brother [I'll do't, and ſtraight provide the Sheriff. 
. Fath. So Brother, by this means ſhall we perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do: | | 
Add how his Wife doth ſtand affected to him, 
Her Love will then be tried to the uttermoſt: 
And all the reſt of them. Brother, what I will do, 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. 
[Exenn*. 
7 | Enter Oliver. | 
Oli, Cham aſhured thick bethe Place, that the ſcoundrel 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, 20: If a come not, zo. 
And che war aviſe, he would make a Coyitrel an us, 
Ched veſe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoyſt him, and give it him too and again, 20 chud : 
Who ha been these, Sir Arthur ? Chil ſtay aſide. 
Enter Sir Arthur. 
Art. I have dog'd the Devorſire Man into the Field, 
For fear of any harm that ſhould befal him: 
I had an incling of that Yeſternight, - _ 
That Flowerdale and he ſhould, meet this Morning. 
Tho' of my Soul, Older fears him not, 
Yet for I'd ſee fair Play on either fide, 
Made me to come, to ſee their Valours try'd —— 
Good Morrow to Maſter Oliver. 
Oli. God and good Morrow. 
Art. What. Maſter Oliuer, are you angry? 
Oli. What an it be, tyt an griven you.? 
Art. Not me at all, Sir, but I imagine, 
By your being here thus Arm'd, | 
. You ſtay for ſome that you ſhould fight withal. 
Oli. Why and he do, che would not dezire you te 
take his part. | 2 5 
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Art. No, by my Troth, I think you need it not. 
For he you look for, I think means not to come. 


Oli. No, and ſhe were aſhufe of that, ched aveſe him 
in another Place. 
Enter Daffidil. 


Daß O, Sir Arthur, Maſter Oliver, ay me, | 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, ſweet Miſtreſs Luce, 
This Morning is married to young Floaberdale. 

Art. Married to Floæuerdale ! tis impoſſible. 

Oli. Married, Man? Che hope thou doſt but jeſt : 
To make an a volowten merriment of it. 

Da af. O *tis too true, here comes his Uncle. | 
Enter young Flowerdale's Uncle, with Sheriff and Officers. 

Unc. Good morrow, Sir Arthur, good morrow, Maſter 
Oliver. 

Oli. God and good Morn, Mr. Floxberdale, I pray 
tellen us, is your ſcoundrel Kinſman married ? 

Art. Mr. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is 
married to Sir Lancelat's Daughter here. 

- Unc. Sir Arthur, unto her ? 

Oli. Ay, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick? 
Why Man, he was a promiſe, chil chud a had her: 
Is a zitch a vox, chil look to his Water che vor him. 

Unc. TheMuſick plays,theyarecoming from the Church, 
Sheriff, do your Office: Fellows, ſtand ſtoutly to it. 

Enter all to the Nedding. | 
Oli. God give you Joy, as the old zaid Proverb i is, and 
ſome Zorrow among. You met us well, did you not ? 
L.anc. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in me, 
J have done all the wrong, kept him from com ing to the 
Field to you, as I might, Sir, for I am a Juſtice, and 
: ſworn to keep the Peace. 

Weath. Ay marry is he, Sir, a very Juſtice, and ſworn 
to keep the Peace, you muſt not diſturb the Weddings. 

Lanc, Nay, never frown nor ſtorm, Sir, if you do, 
Vil have an Order taken for you. 

Oli. Well, well, chil. be quiet 

Weath. Mr. Flrwerdale; Sir Lancelot, OLE you, who 
here is? Mr. Flaaberdale. 

Lanc. Mr. Flowerdahe, welcome with all my Heart. 

Fhw, Unele, this is ſhe i'faith, Mafter Under-Sher*f, 
Arreſt me? At whoſe Suit? Draw, Kit. 

. Unc. At my Suit, Sir. 
Lane. Why, what's che matter, Mr. Plowerdale 23 
uc. 
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Unc. This is the matter, Sir, this Unthriſt here 
Hath cozen'd you, and hath had of me 
In ſeveral Sums three thouſand Pound, 
Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 
Unc. Couſin, Couſin, you have Uncled me, 
And if you be not ſaid, you'll prove 


A Coꝛener unto all that know you. 


Lanc. Why, Sir, ſuppoſe he be to you in debt 

Ten Thoufand Pound, his State to me appears, 

To be at leaſt three thouſand by the Year. 

Unc. O, Sir, I was too late info:m'd of that Plot, 

How that he went about to cozen you: 

And form'd a Will and ſent it to your good 

Friend there, Maſter Weathercock, in which was 

Nothing true, but brags and lyes. 

Lan. Ha, hath he not ſuch Lordſhips, 

Lands, and Ships ? 

Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a e he. 
Lanc. I pray tell us true, be plain, young: Flower dale. 
Flow. My Uncle here's mad, 

And diſpos'd to do me wrong. 

But here's my Man an honeſt Fellow 

By the Lord, and of good Credit, knows all 1: true, 
Fath. Not I. Sir, J am too old to lye; I rather know 

You torg'd a Will, where every Line you writ, 

You ſtudied where to quote your. Lands might lie. 
Weath. And I prithee where be thy honeſt Friends 
85 Ffaith-no vhere, Sir, for he hath none at all. 

eath. Benedicity, we are 0'er-reach'd, I believe. 
Eee Jam cozen'd, and my hopefull'ſt Child undone. 
Fiow. You are not cozen'd, nor is ſhe undone, 

They ſlander me, by this Light, they ſlander me: 

Look you my Uncle here's an Uturer, and would undo me, 

Bat PII a. din Law, do you but bail me, you ſhalldo no 

more : | 

You Brother Civit, and Maſter Weathercock, do but 

Fail me, and let me have my Marriage Money 

Paid me, and we'it ride down, 

And there your own Eyes ſhall ſee 

How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 

You ſhall but Bail me, you ſhail do no more, 

And you, greedy Gnat, there Bail will ſerve. 

Unc. Ay, Sir, I'i] aſk no better Bail. 
Lanc. No, 8. you ſhall not take my Bail, nor ki 
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Nor my Son Civet's, I'll not be cheated, I. 
Sheriff, take your Priſoner, I'll not deal with him: 
Let's Uncle make falſe Dice with his falſe Bones, E 
I will nat have to do with him: Mock d, gull 'd, ona 
 wrong'd | 
Come, Girl, tho' it be late, it falls out well, 
Thou ſhalz not live with him in Beggar's Hell. 
Luce. He is my Husband, and high Heav'n- doth 
know. 
With what unwillingneſs 1 went to Church, 
But you enforc'd me, you compell'd me to it: 
The holy Churchman pronounc'd theſe Words but now., 
J muſt not leave my Husband in Diſtreſs: 
Now I muſt comfort him, not go with you. 
Lanc. Comfort a Cozener ? On my Curſe forſake him. 
Luce. kar Day you caus'd me on your Curſe to take 
mn: 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul oppreſs? 
God knows my Heart doth bleed at his. Diſtreſs, 
Lanc. O Maſter Weathercock, 
I muſt confeſs I forc'd her to this Match, 
Led with Opinion his falſe Will was true. 
Meatb. Ah, he hath over-reach'd me too. | 
Lanc. She might have liv'd lar Delia, in a happy 
Virgin's ſtate. 
Diel. Father be patient, Sorrow comes too late, 
Lanc. And on her Knees ſhe beg'd and did intreat, 
If ſhe muſt needs taſte a ſad Marriage Life, 
She crav'd to be Sir Arthur Ereenſbield's Wife. 
Art. You have done her and me the er wrong. 
Lanc. Sale A 
Art. Not ä 
Lanc. Or, Maſter Oliver, accept my Child, and half 
my Wealth 1s yours. | 
Oli. No, Sir, chil break no Laws. 
Lace, Never fear, ſhe will not trouble you. 
Del. Vet, Siſter. in this Paſſion do not run headlong to 
Confufion. You may affect him, tho' not follow him. 
Frank. Do, Siſter, hang him, let him go. 
Peatb. Do faith, Miſtreſs Lace, leave him. 
Luce. You are three groſs Fools, let me alone, 
I ſwear, I'll live with him in all his moan. 
Oli But arr he have his Legs at Liberty, 
Cham ayear'd he will never live with you. 
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Art. Ay, but he is now in Huckſters handling for 
running away. 

Lane Huſwife, you hear how you and-Fare weng g, dʒ 
And if you will redreſs it yet you may: 
But if you ſtand on terms to follow him, 
Never come near my fight, nor look on me, 
Call me not Father, look not for a Great, 
For all the Portion-I will this Day give 
Unto thy Sifter Frances, 

Fran: How ſay you to that, Tom * 
T ſhall have a good dea. 
Beſides, III be à good Wife: and a good: Wife 
Is a good thing can tell. 

Ci. Peace, Frank, I would be ſorry to ſee thy Siſler 
caſt away, as I am a Gentleman. 

Lanc. What, are you yet reſolvd? 

Luce. Ves, I am-reſolv'd. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way I turn, go you unto your Feaſt, 
And I to weep, that am with Grief oppreſt. 

Lanc. For ever fly my ſight: Come Gentlemen, 
Let's in, I'Il help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my Bleſſing talk not to her, 

Baſe Baggage, in ſuch haſte to Beggary? 

Unc. Sheriff, take your Priſoner to your Charge. 

Flew. Uncle, be gad you have us'd me very hardly, 
By my Troth, upon my Wedding Day. 

 { Exeunt all but Luce, young Flowerdale, bis 
Father, Uncle, Sheriff and Officers. 
Lace, O Maſter Fhowerdale, but hear me ſpeak, 
Stay but alittle while, good Maſter Sheriff, 
If not for him, for my fake pity him: 
Good Sir, ſtop nat your Ears at my Complaint, 
My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 

Flaw, Look you, ſhe kneels to you. 

Unc. Fair Maid, for you, 1. love you with my Heart, 
And grieve ſweet Soul, thy Fortune is ſo bad, 

That thou ſhould'ft match with ſuch a graceleſs Vouth. 
Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 

Whom Hell hath mark'd to be the Son of Shame. 
Luce. Impute his wildneſs. Sir, unto his Vouth, 

And think that now's the time he doth repent: 

Alas, what good or gain can you receive, - 

To A him that nothing hath to Pay? 
3 An 
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And where nought is, the King doth loſe his dues 


O pity him-as God ſhall pity you. - _ - 


nc. Lady, I know bb Humours all too well, 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But Miſery itſelf to chain him with. 
| Luce. Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free f 


Unc. Ay, Virgm, that being anſwered, I e done. 


Put to him that is all as impoſſible, 

As T to ſcale the high Pyramids. 5 

Sheriff take your Priſoner; Maiden file hee well, 
Luce. O go not yet, good Maſter Flowerdal : N 

Fake my Word for the Debt, my Word, my 1 
Flow. Ay, by Gad Uncle, and my Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, I ne'er ought nothing but J paid it; 

And I can Work, alas, he can do nothing: 

I have ſome Friends perhaps will pity me, 

His chiefeſt Friends do ſeek his Miſery. 

All that I can, or beg, get or rece ve, 

Shall be for you: O do not turn * 

Methinks within a Face ſo reverend, 

So well experienced in this tottering World, 

Should have ſome feeling of a Maiden's Grief: 

For my fake, his Father's and your Brothers ſake, 

Ay, for your Soul's ſake that doth hope for Joy, 


Pity my ſtate, do not two Souls deſtroy. + 


Unc. Fair Maid, ſtand up; not in regard of b. 


But in pity of thy hapleſs Choice, 
I do releaſe him: Maſter Sheriff, I thank you : 


* 


And Officers, there is for you to drink. 5 
Here, Maid, take this Money, there is a hundred Angels. 
And, for I will be ſure he ſhall. not have it, | 
Here, Keſter, take it you, and uſe it ſparingly, 7 

But let not her have any want at all. | 
Dry your Eyes, Neice, do not too much lament. * 
For him, whoſe: Life hath been in Riot ſpent: 8 


If well he uſeth thee, he gets him F ends, 
If ill, a ſhameful end on him depends. [Exit Ur. 


Flow. A plague go with you for an old Fornicator. 
Come, Kit, the Money, come honeſt Ritt. 

Rath. Nay by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, Sir, pardon ycu? Give me the Mo- 


ney you old Raſcal, or L will make you. 


Luce. Pray hold your Hands, give it him honeſt Friend. 


Fatb. If you be ſo content, with all my Heart. 
| Flay. 


* 


* 
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. Flaw.” Content, Sir, sblood ſhe ſhall be content 
Whether ſhe will or no. A rattle Baby come to follow me: 
Go, get you gone to the greaſy Chuff your Father, 
Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me, | 
Fath. Sir, ſhe hath forſook her Father, and all her 
Friends, for you, | | | r 
Tliau. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether. 
Fath. Vet part with ſomething to provide her Lodging. 
Flow. Ves, I mean to part with her and you, but if 1 part 
with one Angel, hang me at a Poſt. I'll rather throw 
them at a cait of Dice, as I have. done a thouſand of 
their Fellows: 7: mls i hefr uy | 
Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 
Thou hadſt a Father would have been aſham'd. 
Flaw. My Father was an Aſs, an old Aſs. 
 Fath. Thy Father? Proud licentious Villain: 
What, are you at your Foils? I Il foil with you. 
Luce. Good Sir, forbear him, | 
' Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang on me, 


I'd teach thee what it was to abuſe thy Father 


Go hang, beg, ſtarve, dice, game, that when all's gone, 
Thou may'f after deſpair and hang thyſelf. | 
Luce. O do not Curſe him. 


.  Fath. I do not curſe him, and to pray for him were vain, 


It grieves me that he bears his Father's Name. | 
low. Well, you old Raſcal, I ſhall meet with you. 


Sirrah, get you gone, I will not ſtrip the Livery 


Over your Ears, becauſe you paid for it: 
But do not uſe my Name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear? Look you do not 
Uſe my Name, you were beſt. - | 
Fath. Pay me the twenty Pound then that I lent you, 
Or give me Security when I may have it, 


 *Fhaw, I'll pay thee not a Penny, 


And for Security I'll give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow me, look you do not: 
If you do, Beggar, I ſhall lit your Noſe. _ 
Luce. Alas, what ſhall I do ? I 
Flow. Why turn Whore, that's a good Trade, 
And ſo perhaps I'll fee thee now and then. | 
| 3 | [Exit Flowerdale. 
Lute. Alas the day that ever I was born. 
Fath. Sweet. Miſtreſs, do not weep, I'll ſtick to you. 
Luce. Alas, my Friend, I know not what to do, 
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My Father and my Friends, they have deſpis'd me: 
And I a wretched Maid, thus caſt away, 

Knows neither where to go, nor what to ſay. 

| Fath. It grieves me at the Soul, to ſee her Tears 

Thus ſtain the Crimſon Roſes of her Cheeks : 

Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
-T have a little Living in this Town, | 
The which I think, comes to a hundred Pound, 
All that and more ſhall be at your diſpoſe ; 
Fl ſtrait go help you to ſome ſtrange Diſguiſe, 

And place you in a Service in this Town; 

Where you ſhall know all, yet you ſelf unknown : 

Come, grieve ne more, where no help can be had, 

Weep not for him, that is more worle than bad. 1 i 
Luce, I thank you, Sir. FExenunt, 
Enter Lancelot, Mater Weathercock and the reft. 
Oli. Well, cha a bin zerved many a Hluttifn Trick, 

| But ſuch a Lerripoop as thick ych was ne'er a ſarved. 
Lane. Son Ciwet, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 
You ſee how I am preſs d down with in ward Grief, 
About that luckleſs Girl, your Siſter Luce. 
Put *tis fall'n out with me, as with many Families beſide, 
They are moſt unbappy that are moſt belov'd, 
Civ. Father, tis ſo, tis even faln out ſo, _ [paſs 
But what Remedy ? Set Hand to your Heart, and let it 
Here is your Daughter Frances and I, and we'll not fay, 
We'll bring forth ſuch witty Cſuldren, but as pretty 
Children as ever ſhe was: tho' ſhe had the prick 
And prai'e for a pretty Wench: Po Father, _ is 
The Mouſe, you'll come ? 
Lanc. Ay, Son Civet, Fl come. 
Civ. And you Maſter Oliver. | 
Oli. Ay, for che a vext out this veaſt, chill ſee ifa gan / 
Make a better Veaſt there. 
Civ. And you Sir Arthur? 
At Ay, Sir, altho” my Heart be full; 
Til be a Partner at your Wedding Feaſt. 
Civ. And welcome all indeed,. and welcome ; come 
Frank, are you ready ? 
Frank. Jeſhue, how haſty thefe Hnsbands are; I pray 
Father, pray to God to bleſs me. | 
Lanc. God blefs thee, and I do; God make thee wiſe, 
Send you both Joy, I wiſh it with wet Eyes. 


Frank. But Packer, ſhall not my Siſter Delia go "ra 
With 
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with vs? She is excellent goed at Cookery, and ſuch 
things. 

— Ves marry ſhall ſhe: Delia, make you ready. 
Del. Jam ready, Sir, I will firſt go to Greenwich, 
From thence to my Couſin Chefter field, and fo to London. 

Civ. It ſhall ſuffice, good Siſter Delia, it ſhall ſuffice, 
but fail us not, good Siſter, give order to Cooks and o- 
thers, for I Would not have my ſweet Frank to ſoil her 
Fingers. 

Frank. No by my troth not I, a Gentlewoman, and a 
married Gentlewoman too, to be Companion to Cooks, 
and Kitchiu- boys, not I i'faith, I ſcorn that. 

Civ. Why, I do not mean thou ſhalt, ſweet Heart, 
thou ſeeſt Ido not go about it; well, farewell too: You 
Gods pity Mr. Weathercocł, we ſhall have your Company 
00 ? 

_ Weath. With all my Heart, for I love good Cheer, 

Ci. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank. 

Frank. God: be- with you, Father, God be with you, 
Sir-4rthur, Maſter Oliver, and Maſter Weathercoch, Siſter, 
God be with you all : God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. 

Weath, Why, how now, Sir drthar, all a mort, Maſter 
Oliver, how now, Man? 

Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily ſay, - 
Who can hold that will away. | 

Lanc. Ay, ſhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when theſe-be {elf-will'd, Children muſt ſmart. 

Art. But, Sir, that ſhe is wronged, you are the chieſeſt 
Cauſe, therefore *tis reaſon-you redreſs her wrong. 
 Weath. Indeed you muſt, Sir Lancelot, you muſt. 

Lanc. Muk ? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercach s 
J hope I may do what I liſt. | 

. Weath. I grant you may, you may do what you lig. 

Oli. Nay, but and you be well eviſen, it were not good, 
By this vrampolneſs, and vrowardneſs, to caſt away 
As pretty a dowſſabel, as am chould chance to ſee 
In a Summer's Day; chill tell you what chall do, 
Chill go ſpy up and down the Town, and ſee if 1 
Can hear any Fate or Tydings of her, 

And take her away from thick a Meſſel, vor cham 1 
Aſhured, heel but bring her to the ſpoil, 

And ſo var yu well, we ſhall meet at your Son Civer's. 
Jan 1 thank you, Sir, 1 take it very kindly. 
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Arib. To find her out, I'll ſpend my deareſt Blood. 
80 well I lov'd her, to effect her Good. ¶ Exeunt Ambo. 
Lanc. O Maſter Feathercok, | 
What hap had IJ, to force my Daugh ter 
From Maſter Oliver, and this good Knight, 
To one that hath no Goodnefs in his Thought? 
Weath. Til luck, but what remedy ? 
Lanc. Ves, I have almoſt deviſed a Remedy. 
Yong Floauerdale is ſure a Priſoner. ; 
Weath. Sure? nothing more ſure, © 
Lanc. And yet perhaps his Uncle hath wed TRY 
Weath. It may be very like, no doubt he hath. 
Lanc. Well if he be in Priſon, I'll have Warrants 
To Tache my Daughter till the Law be tired, 
For I will ſue him upon Couzenage. 
Weath. Marry may you, and overthrow him too. 
Eanc. Nay that's not ſo; I may chance be ſcoft, 
And ſentence paſt with him. 
Veatb. Believe me, ſo he may, therefore aks heed. 
Zane. Well howfoever, yet I will have warrants, 
In Priſon, or at Liberty, all's one : 
Tou will help to ſerve them, Maſter Weathercock ? 
DORA 
Enter Flowerdale. 
Flow. A plague of the Devil, the Devil ke the Dice: 
The Dice, and the Devil, and his Dam go es,” 
Of all my hundred golden Angels, 
J have not left me one Denier: 
A Rox of come a Five, what ſhall I de? 
I can borrow no more of my Credit: 1 8 
There's not any of my acquaintance, Man nor Boy, : 
But I have borrowed more or leſs of : . 
F would I knew where to take a good Purſe, 1 
And go clear away, by this Loy n venture for it. 
Gods lid my Siſter Delia, 
Fll rob her, by this Hand. 
Euter Delia and Aniehenk. 
Del. I prithee, Artichoak, go not ſo faſt, 
The Weather is hot, and I am ſomething weary. {yon 
Art. Nay I warrant you, Miſtreſs Delia, I'll not tire 
With leading, we'll go on extream moderate The. HE 
Flow. Stand deliver your Purſe, *. + 
Art. O Lord, Thieves, Thieves. [ Exit. Artichcak. 
How. Come, come, your Purſe, Lady your Purſe. 


Del. 
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Del. That Voice I have heard often before this times 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a Thief? 
; Flow. Ay, plague on't, I thank your Father ; 1 
But Siſter, come. your Money, come: 
What the World muſt find me, I am born to live, 
Tis not a Sin to ſteal, when none will give. 

De! O God, is all Grace baniſht from thy Heart, 
Think of the Shame that doth attend this Fact. 

Flow. Shame me no Shames, come give me your Purſe; 
PII bind you, Siſter, left I fare the worſe, © 
Del. No, bind me not, hold, there is all I have, 
And would that Money would redeem thy Shame. 
Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak. 

Art. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. [Delig. 

Oli. Thieves, where Man? why how now, Miſtre:s 
Ha you a liked 10 been a robbed ?. 

Del. No, Maſter Oliver, tis Matter Fliaberdale, he did 
bat jeſt with me. 

Oli. How, Flowwerdale, that Scoundrel ? Sim ycu 
meten us well, vang thee that. 

- . Fo Well, Sir, I'Il not meddle wich you, becauſe I 
have a Charge. ü 

Del. Here Brother ene L' lend you this fame 
| Money. | 

Flaw. I thank you, Siſter. 

Oli. I wad you were yiplit, and you let the Mezet 
have a Penny; but ſince you cannot keep it, ehil Keep ii 
my felf. 

Arth. Tis pity to relieve him in this ſort, 

Who makes a triumphant Life his daily ſport. 

Del. Brother, you ſee how all Men centure you, 
Farewel, and I pray God amend your Life. 

Oli. Come, chil bring you along. and you ſafẽ enoug}; 
From twenty ſuch Scoundrels as hick an one is. 
Farewell and be hanged, zyrrah, as I think ſo thou 
Wilt be ſhortly ; come, Sir Arthur. | 

„ ZEæeunt all but Flowerdale, 

Flow. A olague go with you for a Karſie Raſcal ; 
This Dewo Wire Man I think is made all of Pork, 

His Hands made only for to heave up Packs, 
His Heart as fat and big as his Face, 

As differing far from all brave gallant Minds, 
As I to ſerve the Hogs, and drink with Hinds, 
| As 1 am very near nov. 3. well what remedy, 


— 


When 
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When Money, Means, and Friends, do grow ſo ſmall, 

Then farewel Life, and there's an end of all. [Exit | 

Enter young F lowerdale s Father, Luce lite a Dutch Froau, 
Civit and his Wife Frances: 

Civ. By my troth God a Mercy for this, good Chriſto- 
pher I thank thee for my Maid, like her very well, how 
daſt thou like her, Frances ®* 

Fran. In good Sadneſs, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She ſpeaks fo prettily, I pray what's your Name? 

Luce. My name, forſooth, be called Tanikin. - 

Frax, By my troth a fine Name: O Tanikin, you are 

excellent for dreſſing ones Head a new Faſhion. | 
Luce. Me ſall do every ting about da Head. 8 

Cid. What Countrywoman is ſhe, Keſer? 

Fath. A Dutch Woman, Sir. 

Civ. Why then ſhe is Outlandiſh, is ſhe not 7 

Fath. Ay, Sir, ſhe is. 

Fran. Othen thou canſt tell how to help me to Cheeks 
and Ears? 

Luce. Yes, Miſtreſs, very well. 

Fath. Cheeks and Ears why, Miſtreſs Frances, want 
you Cheeks and Ears? methinks you have very fair ones. 

Fan. Thou are a Fool indeed: Lom, thou knoweſt 
what I mean. 

Civ. Ay, ay, Kefter, tis ſuch they wear a their Heads. 
J prithee, Kit, have her in, and ſhew her my Houſe. 

Fath. I will, Sir? come Tanikin. , 

Fran. O "nf you have not buſſed me to Day, Tome, 

Civ. No Frances, we muſt not kiſs afore F olks, | 
God ſave my Franck. 

Enter Delia and Artichoak. 
See vonder, my Siſter Delia is come, welcome, good Siſter. 

Fran. Welcome, good Siſter, e you like the Tire 
of my Head ? | 

Del. Very well Siſter. 

Civ. I am glad you're come, Siſter Delia, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here ſoon. 

Art. Ay, but if good luck had not ſerv'd, ſhe had 
Noi been here now filching Flowerdale had like 
To perper'd us, but for Matter Oliver v we had been robb'd 

Del. Peace, Sirrah, no more. 

Fatb. Robb'd ! by whom ? 

Art. _— by none but by Flowerdale, he is turn * 


is 


Civ. 


* 
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Civ. By my Faith, but that is not well, but God be 


prais d for your Eſcape, will you draw near, Siſter? 


Fatb. Sitrah, come hither; would Flowwerdale he that 

was my Maſter, a robbed you, I prithee tell me true? 
Art. Ves, i'Faith, even that Flowerdale that was thy 

Maſter. he ; 

Fath. Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and ſpeak: 


no more of this. 4 


Art. Not I, not a Word, now do I ſmell Knavery : 
In every Purſe F/awwerdale takes, he is half: 
And gives me this to keep Countel, not a Word J. 
Fath. Why God a Mercy. | 
Fran. Sifter, look here, I have a new Dutch Maid, 
And ſhe ſpeaks fo fine, it would do your Heart good: 
Civ. How do you like her, Siſter? | | 
Del. 1 like your Maid well. SL, 
Civ. Well, dear Siſter, will you draw near, and give 
Directions for Supper, Gueſts will be here preſently, 
Del. Yes, Brother, lead the Way, I' follow you. 
| [ Zxeunt all but Delia and Luce. 


Hark you, Dutch Frow, a Word. b | 


Luce. Vat is your Vill wit me? | 
Del Siſter Luce, tis not your broken Language, 


Nor this fame Habit can diſguiſe your Face 
Fiom I that know you; pray tell me, what means this? 


Luce. Sifter, I ſee you know me, yet be ſecret ; 
This borrow'd Shape that I have ta'n upon me, 
Is but to keep my ſeif a Space unknown 
Both from my Father and my neareit Friends; 
Un:ill I ſee how Time will bring to paſs, 
The deſperate Courle of Maſter Flowerdale. 
Del. O he is worſe than bad, I prithee leave him, 
And let not once thy Heart to think on him. 
Luce. Do not perſuade me once to ſuch a Thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worſe than nought; _ 
Vet one good Time may all that Ill undo, 
That all his former Life did run into. . c 
Therefore, kind Siſter, do not diſcloſe my Eſtate, 
If e'er his Heart doth turn, tis ne er to late. 
Del. Well, ſeeing no Counſel can remove your Mind, 
Fl! not diſcloſe you, that are wilful blind. 3 
Luce. Delia, I thank you. I now muſt pleaſe her Eyes. 


My Sitter Frances, neicher fair nor wiſe. [Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Flowerdale Solus. | 
Fines On goes he that knows no end of his 3 
I have pass d the very utmoſt bounds of Shifting, 

I have no Courſe now but to hang my ſelf; 
I have liv'd ſince yeſterday two a Clock, of a 
Spice cake I had at a Burial : And for Drink, | 
I got it at an Ale: houſe among Porters, ſuch as - 

Will bear out a Man, if he have no Money indeed; 
I mean out of their Companies, for they are Men. 
Of good Carriage. Who comes here? | 
The two Cony-catchers, that won all my Mony of me:. 
Pity if N lend me any. | 
Enter Dick and Ralph. 

What Mr. Richard, how do you? 
How doſt thou Ralph? By Gad. Gentlemen, che World 
Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend 
Me an Angel between you both, you know * 
Won a hundred of me the other Day. 

Ralhb. How, an Angel? Gad damn us if we Joſt not 
every Penny within an Hour afjer thou wert gone. 

Flow. | prithee lend mie ſo much as will pay for my Sup: 
T'il pay you again, as Lam a Gentleman. per; 

Ralpb. I Faith, we have not a farthing, not a mite; 5 
I wonder at it, Mr. F/awerdale, 
You will to careleſly undo your ſelf; - 
Why, you will loſe more Money te an Hour, 
Then any Honeſt Man. ſpends in a Year; 1 
For Shame betake you to ſome honeſt Trade, 
And live not thus ſo like a Vagabond. [Excunt. 

Fl.ww. A Vagabond indeed, more Villains you : 
They gave me Counſel that firſt cozen'd me 5 
T hoſe Devils firſt brought me to this I am, 
And being thus, the firit that do me wrong. 
Well, yet J have one Friend left in ſtore. 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cockatrice, 
One that I firſt put in a Sattin Gown, | 
And not a Tooth that dwells within her Head, 
But flands me at the leak in twenty Pound : 
Her will I viſit now my Coyn is gone, 
And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman. 
What ho, 18 Miſtreſs Apricock within ? 

Enter Ruffian. - | .. 

| Na What ſaucy Raſcal is that which knocks ſo bold:? 
O, is it you, old Spend-thrift ? are you here? 
One 
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One that is turned Cozener about the Town. 
My Miſtreſs ſaw you, and ſend: this Word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from the Door, 
Or you ſhall haveſuch a 8 ſent your ſtraight, . 
As you will little like on, you had beſt be gone. [Exit. 
Fler. Why fo, this is as it ſhou'd be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ſerv'd by a vile painted Whore. * 
Well, ſince thy damned Crew do ſu abuſe thee, 
III try of honeſt Men, how they will uſe me. 
Enter an ancient Citizen. 

Sir, I beſeech you to take Compaſſion of a Man; 
One whoſe Fortunes have been better than at this Inſtant 
they ſeem to be: but if I might crave. of you ſome little 
Portion, as would bring me to my Friends, I would reſt 
thankful, until J had requited ſo great a Courteſy. 

Crt: Fy, fy, young Man, this Courſe is very bad, 
Too many ſuch have we about this City /; | 
Yet for I have not ſeen you in this ſort, 
Nor noted you to be a common Beggar, 
Hold, there's-an Angel to bear your Charges 
Down, gos to your Friends, do not on this depend, 
Such Bad Beginnings oft have worſer Ends, [Exit Cit, 

Flow, Worſer ends: Nay, if it fall cut LE 
No worſe than in old Angels I care not, 


| Nay, now I have had ſuch a fortunate Beginning, 


Fil not let a ſixpenny Purſe eſcape me: 
By the Maſs here comes another.. 
Enter @ Citizen's Wife auith a Torch before her. 
God bleſs you, fair Miſtreſs. 
Now would it pleaſe you, Gentlewoman, to look into 
the Wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I 
doubt not but God will treble reſtore it back again, one 
that never before this time demanded Penny, Hall penn 
nor Farthing. 
Cit. Wife, Stay, Movants now by my Troth a very 
proper Man, and 'tis great Pity ; hold my Friend, there's 
all the Money I have about me, a couple a Shillings, and 
God bleſs thee. 

Floav. Now God thank you, ſweet Lady; if you have 
any Friend, or Garden-houſe, where you may imploy a 


poor Gentleman as your Friend, I am yours to command 


in all ſecret Service. 
Cir, Wife. I thank you good Friend, J prithee let me 
ſee that * * — there is one of them a braſs 
Shilling, 
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Shilling, give me them, ard here is half a Crown in Gold. 
[He gives it her. 
Now ou: upon thee, Raſcal: Secert Service! What doſt 
thou make of me? It were a good Deed to have thee 
whipt: Now I have my Money again, I il fee thee 
hang'd before I ive thee a Penny, Secret Service ? 
On, good Alexan [ [Excunt Ambo. 

Flow. This is ia Luck, I perceive Diſhoneſty 
Will not thrive; here comes more, God forgive me, 
Sir Arthur, and Mr. Oliver, aforegod Fil ſpeak to them. 
God ſave you Sir A4rthar : God lave you, Mr Oliver. 

Oli. Been you there, Ziurrah, come will you taken 
yourſelves to your Tools, Coyſtrel? - 

Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, I'li not fight with you, 
Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doing, | 
It was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelot's . ; 

By Gad J never meant you harm, 

Olli. And whore is the Gentlewoman. chy Wife, Me- 
zel? Whore is ſhe, Zitrah, ha? 

Flow. By my troth Mr. Oliver, ſiek, very ſick 

And Gad is my Judge, I know not what means to make 

for her, good Gentlewoman. 

O. Tell me true, is ſhe ſick; tell me true itch'viſe thee, 

Flaw, Ves ſaith, I tell you true: Mr Oliper, if youwould 
do me the ſmall kindnels, but to lend me forty Shillings; 
So Gad help me, I will. pay you ſo ſoon as my Ability 
ſhall make me able, as I am a Gentleman. 

Oli. Well thou zaiſt thy Wife is zick; -ho'd, there? = 
vorty Shillings, give it to thy Wife, look thou give it 
her, or I ſhall zo veze thee, thou wert not ſo vezed 
this zeven year, look to it, ; 

Art. I'faith, Mr. Oliver, it is in vain 
| To give to him that never thinks of ber. 

Oli Well, would che could y vind it. | 

- Flow. 1 tell vou true, dir Artbur, as I am a Gen- 
tleman. 
Ou. Well, farewel Zirrah; come, Sir Arthur. 

[Exeunt Ambes 
Flaw. By the Lords this i is excellent. 
Phe golden Angels compaſs'd in an Hour. 
If chis Trade hold, Pil never ſeek a new. 
Welcome ſweet Gold. and Beggary adieu. 
Enter Uncle and Father. 
Une. See, * if you can ind the Houſe, 


Flow; 
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Fhw. Who's here, my Uncle, and my Man Kefer“ 


'By the Maſs *tis they. 


How do you Uncle, how doſt thou, Kefter ? 
By my Troth, Uncle, you muit needs lend 


Me ſome Money, the poor Gentle-woman 


My Wife, ſo Gad help me, is very ſick. 

J was robb'd of the hundred Angels 

You gave me, they are gone. 
Unc. Ay, they are gone indeed, come, Kefer, away, 
Fhw. Nay, Uncle, do you hear, good Uncle? 
Unc. Out Hypocrite, I will not hear thee ſpeak, 


Come, leave him, Kefer. 
Flo. Kester, honeſt Keſter. | 


Fatb. Sir, I have nought to ſay to you, 
Open the Door to my Kin, thou had'ſt beſt 
Loc kꝰt fat, for there's a falſe Knave without. 

Foro. You are an old lying Raſcal, 3 
So you are. OT IExeuns Amboy; 
ws | nter Luce. 1 2 
| Luce, Vat is the Matter, Vat be you, Yorker ? 
Flow. By this Light a Dutch Frow, they ſay they are 
called kind, by'this Light Pl try her. | | 
Luce. Vat be you, Vonker, why do you not ſpeak ? 
Flow. By my Troth, ſweet Heart, a poor Gontleman 


that would deſire of you, if it ſtand with your Liking, 


the Bounty of your Purfe, 
| Enter youno Flowerdale's Father. 

| Zuce. O here God, ſo young an Armine. 

Flow. Armine, fweet Heart, I knew not what you 
-mean by that, but I am almoſt a Beggar. | 

Luce. Are you not a married Man, vere been your Vite? 
Here is all I have, take dis. a 

Flow. What Gold, young Frow ? this is brave* 

Fath. If he have any Grace, he'll now repent, 

Luce. Why ſpeak you not, vere be your Vife? 

Flow. Dead, dead, ſhe's dead, tis ſhe hath undone me: 
Spent me all I had, and kept Raſcals under my Nole to 
brave me. 

Luce. Did you uſe her vell? 

Flow. Uſe her, there's never a Gentlewoman in Fxg- 
Ind could be better uſed than I did her; I could but 
Coach her; her Diet ſtood me in forty Pound a Month, 


bl. t ſheis dead, and in her Grave my Cares are buried. 


Luce. Indeed dat vas not ſcone. 
7 8 Fath. 
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Fath. He is turn'd more Devil than he was before. 

Flew. Thou doſt _— to Maſter C:vet News dot 
thou not? x 

Lace. Yes, me do. 

Flew. Why there's it, there's not a handful of Plate | 

But belongs to me, Gad's my judge: 

If I had fuch a Wench as thou art, - 
There's never a Man in England would ks more 
Of her, than I would en 10 * had any Stock. 
„ - {They call within. 
O why 3 18 . | 
Luce. Stay, one doth call, I ſhall come by and by again. 
Flaw. By this Hand this Dutch Wench is in Love with 
1 | 
Were it not admirable to make her ſteal 
All Civet's Plate, aad run away. 
Fratb. "Twere beaſtly. O Maſter Floꝛberdale, 
Have you no Fear of God, nor Conſcience?. 

What do you mean, by this vile Courſe you take? 
Flxw. What do I mean? Why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath. To live in this Sort, fie upon the Courſe, _ 

| Your Life doth ſhow, you are a very Coward. Tg: 
Flow. A Coward! I pray in what? | 9 5 

Fatb. Why you will borrow Six pence of 2 8 
Flow. Snails, is there ſuch a Cowardiee in that? I 

dare borrow it of a Man, ay, and of the talleſt Man in 

England, if he will lend it me: Let me borrow it how I 
can, and let them come by it how they dare. Andi it is 

well known, I might ride out a hundred times if I 

would, ſo I might. . 
Fath. It was not want of Will, but Cowardice, | 

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain + * 

And what is that but only ſtealth in you? ; 

Delia might hang ye now, did not her Heart 

Take Pity of you for her Siſter's Sake. 

Go get you hence, leſt Jing'ring here you ſtay, 

You fall into their Hand you look not for. 

Flaw. Pll tarry here, "tilFthe Dutch Frow comes. 
If all the Devils in Hell were here. [Exit Father. 
Enter. Sir Lancelot,. Mr. Weathercock, and Artichoak. 

Lan, Where i is the Door? Are we not 3 it, Arti- 

choak ? | 

At By the Maſs here's one. ; 

III ask him: Do you hear, Sit? : 

What 
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What, are you ſo proud ? ? Doyou hear, which is the Way 


To Mr. Civer's Houſe ? What, will you not ſpeak ? 


O me, this is hlching Flowwerdale, 


Lanc. O wonderful! Is this lewd Villain! hebe ? 
O you cheating Rogue, you Cut- purſe, Cony-catcher, 
What Ditch, vou Villain, is my Daughter's Grave? 


A cozening Raſcal, that muſt make a Will, 


Take on him that fri Habit, very that: 


When he fnould turn to Angel, 4 ying Grace, 


I'll Father in Law you, Sir, I'll make a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where's my Daughter? 
Poiſon d, I warrant you, or knock d a the Head: 
And to abuſe good Maſter Weathercock, with 


His forg'd Will, and Maſter 6 


To make my grounded Reſolution ; 
Then to abuſe the Devox/oire Gentleman : 
Go, away with him.to Priſon. 
Flow, Wherefore to Priſon? Sir, I will not go. 


_ Enter Maes Civet, 5% N. ite, Oliver, Sir Arthur, young 
| 


owerdale's Father, Uncle, and Delia. 
Lanc, O here's his Uncle? 
Welcome Gentleman, welcome all: 
Such a Cozener, Gentlemen „ a Murderer too 
For any Thing I know, my Daughter is miſling, 

Hath been lodk'd for, cannot be found; a Vild upon thee, 
Unc.' He i is my Kinſman, although his Life be vile, 
Therefore, in God's Name, do with him what you will, 

Lane, Marry to Priſon. - 
Flow. Wherefore to Priſon, Snick-up ? I owe you 


nothing. 


Lanc. Bring forth my Daughter then, away with 


him. 


Flaw. Ga ſeek your Daughter, what do lay to my. 


Charge? ? 


— 


Lane. Suſpicion of Murder, go, aw ay wich him, | 
| Flow. Murder your Dogs, I murder your Daughter ! 


Cline Uncle, I know you'll bail me. 


Unc, Not I, were there no more, 
Than I the Jay lor, thuu the Priſoner, 

Hare. Go, away with him. 

Enter Luce lite a Frow. | 

FIRE O my Life, where will you ha de Man ? 
Vat ha de Yonker done 

KH eath. 9 he hath kili'd his Wife, * 
ad . 
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Luce, His Wife, dat i is not good, dat is not ſeen. 


Lanc. Hang not upon him ißt, if you do Pl lay 
you by him. 

Lace. Have me no, and or way do you leave him, 
He tell me dat he love me heartily. - 

Fran. Lead away me: Maid: to Prilay | } Why Tom, will 
you ſuffer that? 

Civ. No, by your "Wa: Father, thei is no Nen 3 
She is my: Wife's Chamber-maid, and as true ING - 
Skin between any Man's Brews here. n 


Lane. Go to, you're both F ools: 
Son Ciwet, of my Life this is a Plot, 
Some Kragling Counterfeit proffer d to you : 
No doubt te rob you of our Plate and Jewels: 
F'1l have you led away to Priſon, Trull. 


Luce. I am no; Trull, neither Outlandiſh F. row, 
Nor he, nor I ſhall to the Priſon go: 
Know you me now? nay, never and amaz d. 
Father, I know I have offended you. 
And though that Duty wills me bend my Knees | 
To you in Duty and Obedience; 
Yet this ways do I. turn, and to him yield 
My Love, my Duty, and my Humblſeneſs. 


Lane; Baſtard in Nature,. kneel to ſuch A Shave? 


Luce. O Maſter Firwerddle, if tbomueh Grief 
Have wot Lot up the Organs of your Voice, 
Then ſpeak to her that is thy-faithfal Wife, 
Or doth Conterppt of me thus tie thy Tongue F- 
Turn not away, I am no hope, © 
No wanton Cres/id, nor a changing * : 
But rather one made wretched byithy Loſe. 
hat turn'ſt thou ſtill from me? O then 
F gueſs thee wofull'ſt among hapleſs Men. 
_ "Flaw. 1 am indeed, Wife, Wonder Wiley, Wites ! 
Thy Chaſtity and Virtue hath infus'd | 
Another Soul in me, red with Defame, 
For in my bluſhirg Cheeks is ſeen my Shame. 
Lanc. Out, Hypocrite, I charge thee truſt him not. 


Luce. Net truſt him; By the Hopes of after 
Bliſs, 


1 1 no Sorrow c can be compar d uo his, LE 
Lane, 


[2 
+» * 


And to redeem my 


he FE Prodigal. 45 


Lane. Well, fince thou wert ordain'd/to Beggary, 
Follow thy F ottune, I defie thee. 

Oliv. Ywood che were ſo well ydouſſed as was ever 
white Cloth in ekeing Nin. an * ha not made . 
Grace. a 


Meat. If ke hath any Sande he'll now repent, 

| Arth. It moves my Heart. 

Meatb. By my Troth I muſt weep, I cannot chuſe. 
Unc. None but a Beaſt would ſuch a Maid miſuſe. 


Flew. Content * ſelf, I hope to win his Favour, 
gpuration loſt : 

And, Gentlemen, believe me, I beſeech you, 

J hope your Eyes ſhall behold ſuch Change, 

As ſhall deceive your ExpeQation, 


Ol.. I would che were ſplit now, but che believe kins: 

Lanc, How, believe him! 

Ieath. By the Matkins, I do. 

Lanc. What do you think that &er he will have Grace? 

Meaib. By my Faith it will go hard. 
Oli. Well, che vor ye he is chang'd; a Mr. Flower- 
dale, in Hope you been ſo, hold there's vorty Pound to- 
ward your Zetting up; what be not aſhamed, vang it 
Man, vang it, be a good Husband, loven to your Wife: 


And you ſhall not want for vorty more, I che vor thee. 


Arth. My Means are little, but if you'll follow me, 
IT wilt inftru& you in my ableſt Power: 
But to your Wife I give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your Life, 

Flow. Thanks, good Sir 4rthur : Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown ſo kind, 
Binds me in all Endeavour to reſtore. 

Oli. What, reſtore me? No Reſtorings, Man, 
T have vorty Pound more here, vang it: 
Zouth chil devie London elſe : What, do not think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ? che 
have an hundred Pound more to pace of any good 8 
tation: I hope your Under and your Uncle will vollow 
my Zamplas. 

Unc: You have Gueſt- right of me, if he leave off this 
Courſe of Life, he ſhall be mine Heir. 

: Lane. 
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| Lani. But he ſhall never get a Groat of me; 
A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill d his 251255 

Father, honeſt Gentleman, 

That paid the fearful Danger of the Sea, 

To get him Living, and maintain him brave. 
Meatli. What; hath he kill'd his Father? 
Lanc. Ay, Sir, with Conceit of his vile Courſes. | 
Fath. Sir, you are miſinform'd. 


The London Prodigal. 


Tanc. Why, thou od Knave, thou told'ſt me eſo a ſelf. 


Fuch. I wrong'd him then: 
And toward my Maſter's Stock, 
There's twenty Nobles for to make Amends. 1 


Flow. No, Keſter, 1 have troubled thee, and wrong 4 | 


/ theg MOre,} :.5:; 
What thou in Love gives, I in Love reſtore. 


Fran. Ha, ha Siſter, there you plaid Bo-peep with us: 


Tom. What ſhall I give her toward Houſhold ! | 
Sins Delia, ſhall I give her my Fan? 

Del. Vou were beſt ask your Husband. 

Fran, Shall I, Tom? 

Civ. Ay, do, Frank, I'll buy hes a new one, with a 
_ r Handle. 

ran, A ruſſet one, Jom. 

Civ. Ay with ruſſet Feathers. 


Fran. Here, Siſter, there's my Fan toward Fouſhold, 


to keep you warm. 
Luce. I thank you Siſter. 


Weath. Why this is well, and toward fair Tides „Stock, 5 


here's forty Shillings: And forty good Shillings more, 
I'll give her Marry. Come Sir Lantelet, J muſt have 
you Friends. - | 
Lanc. Not J, all this is Counterſeit, 
He will conſume i it, were it a Million. 5 
Fath. Sir, what is your Daughter's Dower worth? 
Lanc. Had ſhe been married to an honſt Man, 
It had been better than a thouſand Pound. 
Fath. Pay it him, and I'll give you my Bond. 
To make her Joynture better worth than three. 
Lanc. Your Bond, Sir! Why, what are you? 
Fath. One whofe Word in London, tho' I fay it, 
Will paſs there for as much as yours. 
Lanc. Wert not thou late that Unthrift's Serving. man; 
Fath. Look on me better, now my Star isoff: 
"Ne'er muſe Man, at this Metamorphoſy. 


anc. 


ö 


— 


— 
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Lanc. Maſter Flowerdale ! | 
Flw, My Father! O I ſhame to look on him. 
Pardon, dear Father, the Follies that are paſt. _ 
Fath. Son, Son, I do, and joy at this thy Change, 
And applaud thy Fortune in this virtuous Maid, 
Whom Heav'n hath ſent to thee to ſave thy Soul, 
Luce. This addeth Joy to Joy, high Heav'n be prais'd. 
Weath. Mr. Flxwerdale, welcome from Death, good 
Mr. Flowerdat. 5 
Twas ſaid ſo here, twas ſaid ſo here good Faith. 
Fath. I caus'd that Rumour to be ipread my ſelf, 
Becauſe 1'd fee the Humours of my Son, | 
Which to relate the Circumſtance is needleſs : 
And Sirrah, ſee you run no more into that ſame Diſeaſe : 
For he that's once ca1'd of that Malady, 
Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkenneſs, and Bride, 
And falls ag in into the like Diſtreſs, | 
That Fever is deadly, doth 'till Death endure. 
Such Men die mad, as of a Calenture: - 
Flow. Heav'n helping me, I'Il hate the Courſe az 
Hell. 
Unc. Say it, and do it, Couſin, all is well. 
Lanc. Well being in Hape you'll prove an honeſt 
Man, | pe 
i take you to my Favour, Brother Flo verdale, 
Welcome with all my Heart: I fee your Care 
Hath brought theſe Acts to this Concluſion, 
And I am glad of it, come let's in and feaſt. 


Oliv. Nay zoft you a While, you promis'd to make 


Sir Arthur and me Amends; here is your wileit 
Daughter, ſee which An's ſhe'll have. 
Lanc. 2 God's Name, you have my good Will, get 
| ers, | | | 
Oliv. How ſay you then, Damſel. 
Del. I, Sir, am yours. 
Oliv. Why, then ſend for a Vicar, and chil have it 


Diſpatched in a Trice, fo chil. 


Del. Pardon me, Sir, I mean I am yours, 
In Love, in Duty, and Affection. 
But not to love as Wife, ſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
Arth. Do not condemn yeur ſelf for ever, 
Virtuou: Fair, you were born to love. 


Olw, 
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The Lon Frafigat. 


W. Why you ſay true, Sir Arthur, ſhe was ybore 
to it, | 
So well as her Mother; but pray you ſhew us 
SomeZatnples or Reaſons why you will not marry ? 
. Not that I do'condema a, married Life, 
For 'tis no Doubt.a ſanctimonious Thing: 
But for the Care and Croſſes of a Wife, 
The Trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My Vow's in Heav'n in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands, howſoever good, I will have none. 
e 
Che zet not a Vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet not a Vig 
By me: Come, ſhall's go to Dinner 2 
Fath. * motrow I crave your Companies i in Marl. 
ae? 
To night we'll frolick in Mr. Ciwet's Houſe, 
Antto each Health drink down a full Carouſe. 
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